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IF  die  Ajjj^cadon  of  too  gicac 
3  Part  of  my  Time  to  the  un- 
profitable Love  and  Smdjr  of 
I  i>oetiy,  iias  jseen  an  Implication, 
perhaps,  juftjy  enough  cha^'d  iipdn  mej  I 
am  ijouBd,  ty  the  fitft  fiincqjles  of  Dut^ 
%.d  -Gratitude,  to  oim,  th«  it  is  by  Yoor 
/knee's  immediate  Goodnefi  that  I  hare  . 
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I  need  not  tell  the  World  hov  well  Your  - 
Grace  has  followed  the  Examples  of  Hcf* 
nour  and  Virtue  in  your  own  Family.  The 
fiflablilh'd  Church,  the  Crown  and  Your 
Country,  have  rcceiv'd  many  Eminent  Te- 
Aimonies  of  Your  unalterable  Zeal  for  their 
Service,  and  unfhaken  Re(blution  in  their 
Defence.  There  was  a  Time,  (bmewhac 
above  twenty  Years  ago,  when  the  pernici- 
ous Councils  df  fbme  Men  put  the  Croxrn 
upon  taking  flich  Meafures  as  might  have 
been  fatal  in  the  laft  Degree  to  both  Our 
Keligious  and  Civil  Liberties;  when  they 
had  the  Hardinefi  not  only  to  avow  a  Re- 
ligion equally  deftrudtive  to  the  Church 
and  State,  but  did  even  prefume  to  bring 
,in  a  publick  Minifler  from  the  Biihop  of 
Ramej  as  it  were  in  Defiance  of  Our  Gon- 
flitution,  and  in  Triumph  over  Our  Laws  ; 
It  was  then,  I  fay,  that  they  thought  it 
highly  neceflary  to  their  Purpofe,  that  a 
Man  of  the  firff  Quality  and  Figure  in  Eng., 
land,  ihould  countenance  fb  bold  and  unex- 
ampled an  Undertaking.  They  pitch'd  up- 
on one,  'tis  true,  whofe  known  Love  of  his 
Country  might  in  a  good  meafure  have 
taken  off  the  Odioufnefs  of  that  Adioii» 

and 


DEB  I  CAT  ION. 

and  even  allay'd  the  Apprehentions  of 
Danger,  \rhich  on  fucti  an  Occafion  Peou 
pie  naturally  bad.  It  muft  be  (rvrn'd,  that 
they  had  thought  prudently  for  themfelvcs-s 
but  they  were  hignly  miftaken  in  the  Mah 
thty  had  chofeh,  and  found  him  to  ;■& 
above  all  Temptation ;  fiich  a  one,  .\rhom 
neither  the  Refped'  he  bore  to  the  Pedcwa 
of  the  Prince,  ( vhich  was  very  great )  not 
the.  Menaces  of  an  infblent  Fadlion,,  could, 

ijrevail  upon,'  for  any  Regards,  to  do  Vio? 
ence  to  his  Country,  or  engage  in  any 
thing  ^hich  might  be  an  Offence  to  his 
Honour  and  Confcierict. 

It  is  with  Pleafure,  my  Lord,  that  -^f es, 
compare  the  troublcfbme  Condition  of  tho^c 
paft  Times,  with  the  Security  of  tKefe  -pte- 
fcnt.  And  I  cannot  but  Congratulate  Your 
Grace  upon  the  Prbfperity  ao^  Succeis  of 
Her  Majefty's  Counfels,  in  the^great  Jun- 
€tmc  of  Affairs  which  now  draws ^  the  Eyc$ 
and  Expectations  of  all  Europe*  Neycr,  eqt- 
tainly,  was  there  a  fairer  Prpfpcd  of  Hap- 
pinefs  than  that  which  now  rife  to  our 
View.  There  appears  to  be  a  general  I)if-. 
pofition  for  Unanimity  and  good  A^tep-?: 
ment  at  Home,  as  for  Peace  Abroad.  The{e 
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^'^   are  the  great  Rcvaios  given  to  the  Piety  of 

^  the  Beft  of  Queens :  And  it  ieems  a  3ieffing 

e  »'"^^ljgculiaj^y  rcferv'd  for  Her,  to  iave,  not  only* 

'  ^^^^  "Biffo^e  in  General,  but  even  France,  hit 
J  ""^Mn^^l  ;ffp^  the.>ft  Ruin.  That  Your 
'  ^  ^ate  may  long  enjoy  die  Happinels  of  that 
^Yci^l'  Nv^hi^h  in  Your  ieveral  hish  Stations, 
,1  -^  ^t|^.^  aa  4  Patriot  to  Your  Country,  or  a 
^,^,  f4j§^ftll  5*^^*4°'  ^^  ^^^  Queen,  You  have 

^j^^.;  $Ic  a^n^jheajityy^rifli  of,  my  Lord, 
tuoT,B  5:^ err  '^:  ili^<HfUg*Ji' 

-  ■•■.*.  • 

^..j.     r"-^    W>rrt  ^l/^'      '^       •■'^     ^*-     ■'«'^'  .     '  '       *1 

■;  i,nV^a^^     :^Jievi>ie4,  and 
ortni  fsiiiTa-^*  "^i  ^'^oUdienfjiumhU  Servant, 

,|£   .     •-         •■         iff?.'    ^-''"^    •"  ■        ■ 

N.  RowE. 
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Mr.  William  Shakefpedri 


T  feems  to  be  a  kind  of  Refpeft 
due  to  the  Memory  of  Excellent 
Men,  efpecially  of  thofe  whom 
their  Wit  and  Learriinghave  made 
Famous,  to  deliver  fome  Account 
of  themfelves;  as  well  as  their  Wcirksi  td  Pd- 
fterity.  For  this  Reafoni  hdw  fond  do  we  fee 
fome  People  of  difcovering  any  Uttle  Perfonal 
Story  of  the  great  Men  of  Antiquity,  their  Fa- 
riiilies,  the  common  Accidents  of  their  Lives^ 
and  even  their  Shape;  Make  and  Features  have 
Vol.  I.  a  beeii 
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trifling  foever  this  Curiofity  may  feem  to  be^ 
it  is  certainly  very  Natural  j  and  we  are  hardly 
fatisfy'd  with  an  Account  of  any  remarkable 
Perfon,  'till  we  have  heard  him  defcrib'd  even 
to  the  very  Cloaths  he  wears.  As  for  what 
relates  to  Men  of  Letters,  the  knowledge  of 
an  Author  may  fometimes  conduce  to  the  bet* 
ter  underftanding  his  Book :  And  tho'  the 
Works  of  Mr.  Shake/pear  may  feem  to  many 
not  to  want  a  Comment,  yet  I  fancy  fome  lit- 
tle Account  of  the  Man  himfelf  may  not  be 
thought  improper  to  go  along  with  them. 

He  was  the  Son  of  Mr.  John  Shakejpear^  and 
was  Born  at  Stratford  upon  Avon^  in  ff^ar- 
wickjhirey  in  Afril  15*64.    His  Family,  as  ap. 
pears  by  the  Regifter  and  Publick  Writings  re- 
lating to  that  Town,  were  of  good  Figure  aiod 
Fafliion  there,  and  are  mentioned  as  Gentle* 
men.    His  Father,   who   was  a  confiderable 
Dealer  in  Wool,  had  fo  large  a  Family,  ten 
Children  in  all,  that  tho'  he  was  his  eldeft  Son, 
he  could  give  him  no  better  Education  than 
his  own  Employnaent.    He  had  bred  him,  'tis 
true,  for  fome  time  at  a  Free-School,  where 
'tis  probable  he  acquired  that  Httle  Latin  be 
was  Mailer  of :  But  the  narrownefs  of  his  Cir- 
cumflances,  and  the  want  of  his  affiftance  at 

Home, 


V 


iff  Mr*  William  8hakj5^p«ar.     itf 

HomCy  foirc^d  his  Father  to  withdraw  him 
from  thence^    and   unhaf>plly  prevented  his 
further'  ■  Proficiency  in  that  Language.    It  is 
without  Controverfie^  that  he  had  no  know- 
ledge of  the  Writings  of  the  Antieht  Poets, 
tiot  only  from  thisReafon,  but  from  his  Works 
themfelVeSj  where  we  find  no  traces  of  any 
thing  tfiat  looks  like  an  Imitation  of  *em  j  the 
Delicacy  of  his  Tafle,  and  the  natural  Bent  of 
his  own  Great  Genius,  e^uiil,  if  iiot  jRlperior  to 
fome  of  the  beft  oi  theirs^  would  ceftamly  have 
led  him  to  Read  and  Study  *em  with  fo  much 
Pleafure,  that  fome  of  their  fine  Images  would 
naturally  have  infinuated  themfelves  tatp>  and 
been  mix'd  with  his  own  Writings ;  fo  that 
his  not  ccJpying  at  leaft  fomething  from  them^ 
may  be  an  Argument  of  his  never  having  read 
*em.    Whether  his  Ignorance  of  the  Aiitients 
were  a  difadvantage  tahim  or  no,  may  admit  of 
aDIfpute:  For  tho' the  knowledge  of 'emniight 
have  made  him  more  Corred,  yet  it  is  not  im- 
probable but  that  the  Regularity  and  Deference 
for  them*  which  would  have  attended  that 
Correftncfs,   might  have  reftrain'd  fome  of 
that  Fire,  Impetuofity,  and  even  beautiftil  Baf- 
travagance  which  we  adrnire  in,  Shakejpear: 
And  I  believe  we  are  better  pleas'd  with  thofe 
Thoughts,  altogether  New  and  Uncommon, 

a  %  which 
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which  his  own  Imagination  fupply'd  him  fo 
abundantly  with,  than  if  he  had  given  us  the 
moft  beautiful  Paflages  out  of  the  Greek  and 
Latin  Poets,  and  that  in  the  moft  agreeable 
manner  that  it  was  poilible  for  a  Mafter  of  the 
Engiijh  Language  to  deliver  'em.  Some  Latim 
without  queftion  he  did  know,  and  one  may 
fee  up  and  down  in  his  Plays  how  far  his  Read* 
ing  that  way  went :  In  Love's  Labour  lojlj  the 
Pedant  comes  out  with  a  Verfe  of  Mantuan  % 
and  in  Titus  Andronicus^  one  of  the  Gothick 
Princes,  upon  reading 

Inpegewita  fcelerifque  ^urus   . 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis  nee  arcu—^ 


fays,  Yis  a  Verfe  in  Horace,  but  he  remembers 
it  out  of  his  Grammar  :  Which,  I  fuppofe, 
was  the  Author's  Cafe.  Whatever  Latin  he 
had,  'tis  certain  lie  underftood  French^  as  may 
be  obferv'd  from  many  Words  and  Sentences 
fcatter'd  -up  arid  down  his  Plays  in  that  Lan- 
guage ;  and  efpecially  from  one.  Scene  in 
Henry  the  Fifth  written  wholly  in  it.  Upon 
his  leaving  School,  he  feems  to  have  given 
intirely  into  that  way  of  Living  which  his 
Father  propos'4  to  him;  and  in  order  to 
fettle  in  the  Worldf  .after  a  Family  man- 
ner, he  thought  fit  t©  marry  while  he  was 

yet 
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yet  very  Young.  His  Wife  was  the  Daughter 
of  one  Hathofway^  faid  to  have  been  a  fubftan- 
ttal  Yeoman  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  Strata 
fornL  In  this  kind  of  Settlement  he  continued 
for  fome  tittie,:  'till  an  Extravagance  that  he 
was  guilty  of,  forc'd  him4)oth  out  of  his  Coun- 
try and  that  wayof  Living  which  he  had  taken 
up  ;  and  tho'it  feem'd  at  firft  to  be  a  Blemilh 
upon  his  good  Manners,  and  a  Misfortune  to 
him,,  yet  it  afterwards  happily  prov'd  the  oc- 
oafion  of  exerting  one  of  the  greateft  Geni^ 
«f's  that  ever  was  known  in  Dramatick  Poetry. 
He  had,  by  a  Misfortune  common  enough  to 
youong  Fellows,  fallen  into  ill  Company  ;  and 
amongft  them,  fome  that  made  a  frequent 
praftice.  of  Deer-ftealing,  engaged  him  with 
them  more  than  once  in  robbing  a  Park  that 
belonged  to  Sir  Thomas  Lucy  of  Cherlecot^  near 
Stratfordl  For  this  he  was  profecuted  by  that 
Gentleman,  as  he  thought,  fomewhat  too  fe- 
verely ;  and  in  order  to  revenge  that  illUfage, 
he  made  a  Ballad .  upon  him.  And  tho'  this, 
probably  the  firft  Eflay  of  his  Poetry,  be  loft^ 
yet  it  is  faid  to  have  been  fo  very  bitter,  that 
it  redoubled  the  Profecution  againft  him  to 
that  degree,  that  he  was  oblig'd  to  leave  his 
Bufinefs  and  Family  in  Warwickjhtre^  for  fome 
tjme,  and  Ihelter  himfelf  in  London. 

a  3  It 


It  is  at  this  Time,  and  upon  this  Accident^ 
that  he  i$  faid  to  have  made  his  firft  Acquain- 
tance in  the  Play-houfe.  He  was  receiv'd  in- 
to the  Company  ^en  in  being,  at  firft  in  a 
very  mean  RaQk ;  But  his  admirable  Wit, 
and  the  natural  Turn  of  it  to  the  Stage, 
foon  diftinguiih'd  him,  if  not  as  an  extraor- 
dinary Aftor,  yet  as  an  excellent  Writer. 
His  Name  is  Printed,  as  the  Cuftom  was  in 
thofe  Times,  amqngft  thofe  of  the  other  Play- 
ers, before  fome  old  piaysj  but  without  any 
particular  Account  of  what  fort  of  Parts  he 
us'd  to  play ;  and  tho'  I  have  inquir'd,  I  could 
never  meet  with  any  further  Account  of  him 
this  way,  than  that  the  top  of  his  Performance 
Was  the  Ghoft  in  his  own  Hamlet.  I  fhould 
have  been  much  more  pleas'd,  to  have  leam'd 
from  fome  certain  Authority,  which  was  the 
firft  Play  he  wrote;  it  would  be  without  doubt 
a  pleafure  to  any  Man,  curious  in  Things  of 
fhis  Kind,  to  fee  and  know  what  was  the  firft 
ElTay  of  a  Fancy  like  Shakejpear's.  Perhaps 
we  are  not  to  look  for  his  Beginnings,  like 
Ithofe.  of  other  Authors,  among  theif  Ipaft  per^f 
feft  Writings  j  Art  had  fo  little,  and  Natute 
£o  large  a  Share  in  what  he  did,  that,  for  ought 
I  knQW>  the  Performances  of  his  Youth,  as 

they 
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they  were  the  moft  vigorous,  and  had  the 
moft  fire  ixA  ftrejigth  of  Ifila^natioft  ift  'em, 
were  the  beft.  I  would  not  be  thought  by  this 
to  mean,  that  his  Fancy  was  fo  loofe  and  ex- 
travagant, as  to  be  Independent  on  the  Rule 
and  Government  of  Judgtnent;  but  that  what 
he  thought,  was  commOriy  fo  Great,  fo  juftly 
and  rightly  Conceiv'd  in  it  felf*  that  it  wanted 
little  or  no  Correftion,  and  was  imniediately 
approv'd  by  an  im|>artial  Judgment  at  the  firft 
fight.    Mr.  l>ryden  feeihs  to  think  that  l^eri- 
ties  is  one  of  his  firft  Plays ;  but  there  is  no 
judgment  to  be  form*d  on  that,  fince  there  is 
good  Reafon  to  bcUete  that  the  greateft  part 
of  that  Play  was  not  written  by  him ;  tho*  it  is 
own'd,  fome  part  of  it  certainly  was,  particu- 
lai^y  the  laft  Aft.  But  tho'  the  order  of  Time  in 
which  the  feveral  Pieces  were  written  be  gene- 
rally uncertain,  yet  there  are  PalTages  in  fome 
few  of  them  which  feem  to  fix  their  I)ates.  So 
the  Chorus  in  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  Aft  of 
Henry  V.  by  a  Compliment  very  Jiandfomly 
tum'd  to  the  Earl  of  Effex,  fhews  the  Play  to 
have  been  Written  when  that  Lord  was  General 
for  the  Queen  in  Ireland :  And  hisElogy  upon 
Q.  Elizahetht  and  her  Succeflbr  K.  Jdm^s,  in 
the  latter  end  of  his  Henry  VIH,  is  a  Proof  of 
that  Play's  being  Written  after  the  Acceffion 

^4  °^ 


of  the  latter  of  thofe  two  Princes  to  the  Crown 
of  England.  Whatevfer  tlhe  particular  Times 
of  his  Writing  were,  the  People  of  his  Age, 
who  began  tq  grow  wonderfully  fond  of  Di- 
verfions  of  this  kind,  could  not  but  be  highly 
pleas'd  to  fee  ^-Genius  arife  amongft  'em  of  fo 
pleafurable,  fo  rich  a  Vein,  and  fo  plenti- 
ftilly  capable  of  fumilhing  their  favourite  En- 
tertainments. Befides  the  advantages  of  his 
Wit,  he  was  in  himfelf  a  gopd-natur'd  Man» 
of  great  fweetnefs  in  his  Manners,  and  a  moil 
agreeable  Companion ;  fo  that  it  is  no  wonder 
if  with  fo  many  good  Quahties  he  made  him- 
felf acquainted  with  the  beft  Converfations  c^, 
thofe  Times.  Queen  Elizabeth  had  feveral  of 
his  Plays  Afted  before  her,  and  without  douht 
gave  him  many  gracious  Marks  of  her  Favour  f 
It  is  that  Maiden  Princefs  plainly,  whom  hg 
intends  by 

•- — A  fair  Vejtaly  Throned  by  the  Weft^     • 


Midfummer  Nj^his  Dream^ 
Vol;  2.  p.  480.    ' 

And  that  whole  Paflage  is  a  Compliment  very 
properly  brought  in,  and  very  handfomly  ap- 
ply'd  to  her.  She  was  fo  well  pleased  with 
that  admirable.  Gharafter  of  Falfiaff^  in  the 
two  Parts  oi  iJ^^ry^the' Fourth,  that  ihe  con:^- 

■  manded 
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gianded  him  to  continue  it  for  one  Play  more, 
and  to  fliew  him  in  Love.  This  is  faid.  to  be 
die  Occafion  of  his  Writing  T*/^^  Merry  Wives. 
tf/Windfor,  How  well  (he  ^as  obey'd,  the 
Play  it  felf  is  an  admirable  Proqf,  Upon  this 
Occafion  it  may  not  be  improper  tq  obferve, 
that  this  Part  of  Faljiaff  is  faid  to  have  been 
written  originally  under  the  Name  oiOldcafiky 
fome  of  tbaf  Family  bping  then  remaining, 
ijie  Queen  was  pleas'd  to  command  him  to  al- 
ter it ;  upon  which  he  made  ufe  of  Faljiaff, 
The  prefent  Offence  was  indeed  avoided;  but 
I  don't  .know  whether  the  Author  may  not 
have  been  fqmewhat  tq  blame  in  his  fecond 
^hoice,  fince  it  js  certain  that  Sir  John  Fal- 
jiaff who  was  a  Knight  of  the  Garter,  and  a 
Lieutenant -General,  was  a  Name  of  diftin- 
guim'd  Merit  in  the  Wars  in  France  iu  Henry 
the  Fifth's  and  Henry  the  Sixth's  Times.  What 
tjrace  foever  the  Queen  confer'd  upon  him,  it 
was  not  tq  her  only  he  ow'd  the  Fortune  which 
the  Reputation  of  his  Wit  made.  He  had  the 
Honour  to  meet  with  many  great  and  uncom- 
mon Marks  of  Favour  and  Friendihip  from  the 
Earl  of  Southampton,  famous  in  the  Hiftories 
of  that  Time  for  hiS'  Friendihip  to  the  unfor- 
tunate Earl  oi  EJfex.  It  was  to  that -Noble 
Lord  that  he  Dedicated  his,f^«*^j  and  Adonis, 

the 


I  know  fome  People  have  been  of  Opinion^ 
that  Shake^ear  is  not  meant  by  ITilly  in  the 
firft  Stanza  of  thefe  Verfes,  becaufe  S^ncer\ 
Death  happened  twenty  Years  before  Shaken 
Jpear's.    But,  befides  that  the  Charafter  is  not 
applicable  to  any  Man  of  that  time  but  himfelf, 
it  is  plain  by  the  loft  Stans^  that  Mr,  Sftmcer 
does  not  mean  that  he  was  then  really  Dead^ 
bpt  only  that  he  had  with-drawn  hiipfelf  from 
the  Publick,  or  at  leaft  with-held  his  Hand 
from  Writing,  out  of  a  difguft  he  had  taken  at 
the  then  ill  tafle  of  the  Town,  and  the  meanN' 
Condition  of  the  Stage.    Mr.  T^ryden  was  at 
ways  of  Opinion  thefe  Verfes  were  meant  o£ 

Shake fpear\  and 'tis  highly  probable  they  Were 
fo,  fmce  he  was  three  and  thirty  Years  old  at 
Sfencer\  Death ;  and  his  Reputation  in  Poetrjt^^ 
muft  h?ive  been  great  enough  before  that  Time 
to  have  deferv'd  what  is  here  faid  of  him.  His 
Acquaintance  with  Ben  John/on  began  with  a 
]remarkable  piece  of  Humanity  and  good  Na*." 
ture ;  Mr.  Johnfon^  who  was  at  that  Time  al- 
together unknown  to  the  World,  had  ofFer'd 
one  of  his  Plays  to  the  Players, ;  in  order  to 
have  it  Afted;   and  the  Perfons  into  whofe* 
Hands  it  was  put,  after  having  turn'd  it  care- 
lefsly  and  fupercilioufly  over^  were  juft  upon 
returning  it  to  him  with  an  ill-natur'd  Aijfwer, 
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that  it  would  be  of  ndfervicetdtheit  Company^' 
when  Shake j^ear  Itickily  call  his  Eye  Upon  it*' 
and  found  fomething  fo  well  in  it  as  to  engage  ■ 
him  firft  to  read  it  through,  and  aftecwardsto 
recommend  Mr;  Johnfin  and  his  Writings  to 
the  Pubhck.    Afterrthis  they  were  pro&fs'd 
Friends ;  tho'  I  don't  know  whether  the  other 
evet  Inade  him  an  equal  return  of  Gentlenefs 
and  Sincerity.    Bin  was  naturally  Pi;oud  And 
Infolentj  and  in  the  Days  of  his  Reputation 
did  fo  far  take  upon  him  the  Supremacy  in. 
Wit,  that  he  could  not  but  look  with  an  evil. 
Eye  upon  any  one  that  feem'd  to  ftand  in 
Competition  with  him.    And  if  at  times  he 
has  affefted ;  to  eomftiend  him,  it  has  always 
been  with  fome  Referve,  infinuating  his  Un- 
correfthefs^'  a  earelefsmanner  of  Writings  and 
want  of  Judgment;  the  Praife  of  feldom  alter- 
ing or  blotting  out  what  he  writ,^  which  was. 
given  him  by  the  Players  who  were  the  firft 
Publiihers  of  his  Works  after  his  Death,  was 
what  John/on  could  not  bear  ;  he  thought  it. 
impoflible,  perhaps,  for  another  Man  to  flrike 
out  the  greateft  Thoughts  in  the  finefl:  Ex- 
preffion,  and  to  reach  thofe  Excellencies  of 
Poetry  with  the  Eafe  of  ii  firft  Imagination^ 
which  himfdf  with  infinite  Labour  and  Study 
could  but  hai^dly  attain  to.'  <Johnfon  wts  cer- 
tainly 


tainly  ft  very  good  Scholar,  and  in  that  had 
the  advantage  of  Shake/pear ;  tho*  at  the  fame 
time  I  believe  it  muft  be  allow'd,  that  what 
Nature  gave  the  latter,  was  more  than  a  Bal* 
lance  for  what  Books  had  given  the  former  i 
and  the  Judgment  of  a  great  Man  upon  this 
occafion  was,  I  think,  very  juft  and  proper.  In 
a  Converfation  between  Sir  John  Suckling, 
Sr  William  'D^Avenant,  Endymiou  Torterf 
Mr.  Hales  of  Eafon,  and  Bern  Johnpmx  Sir  Jofm 
Sucklings  who  was  a  profefs'd  Admirer  of 
Shakejpear,\aidi  undertaken  his  Defence  againft 
Ben  Jobnfin  with  fome  warmth*  Mr.  Halef, 
who  had  fat  (till  for  fome  time,  hearing  i?^ 
frequently  reproaching  him  with  the  want  «f 
Learning,  and  Ignorance  of  the  Antients,  told 
him  at  laft.  That  if  Mr.  Shakefpear  had  not 
read  the  AntientSy  he  had  likewife  not  ftoUett 
any  thing  from  'em;  (a  Fault  the  other  made 
no  Confcience  of  )  and  that  if  he  would  fro^ 
duce  any  one  Toftck  finely  treated  by  any  of 
thenty  he  would  undertake  to  fliew  fbmething 
upon  the  fame  SubjeSt  at  leaf  as  well  written 
by  Shakefpear.  Johnfon  did  indeed  take  a  large 
liberty,  even  to  the  tranfcribing  and  tranfla-rf 
ting  of  whole  Scenes  together ;  and  fome- 
times,  with  all  Deference  to  fo  great  a  Nam0 
as  his,%iot  altogether  for  the  advantage  c^  ther 
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Authors  of  whom  he  borrow'd.  And  if  Am- 
fuflus  icoA  Virgil  \fttt  really  what  he  has  made 
'em  in  a  Scene  of  his  Toetafter^^  they  are  as 
odd  an  Emperor  Mid  a  Poet  as  ever  met. 
Sbuhejpeari  on  the  other  Hand,  was  behold- 
ing to  no  body  farther  than  the  Foundation  of 
the  Tale,  the  Incidents  were  often  his  own> 
jind  the  Writing  intirely  fo.  There  is  one 
Play  of  bisj  indeed.  The  Comedy  of  Errors^ 
in  ^  ^eat  meafure  taken  from  the  Menoechm 
<4  'PlautW'  How  that  happen'd,  I  cannot  6a> 
^y  Diyinej,  fince,  as  I  hinted  before,  I  do 
not  take  him  to  have  been  Mafter  of  LatiM 
enough  to  read  it  in  the  .Original,  and  I  know 
of  no  Tranilation  of  Thutus  fo  CMd  as  l;ds 
Time. 

;  Ast  I  have  not  j^opos'd  to  my  felf  to  enter 
in^o  a  Large  and  Compleat  Criticifm  upon 
Mr.  ShakefptoFh  Works,  fo  I  fuppofe  it  will 
neither  be  expe^^ed  that  I  fhould  take  notice 
-of  the  fevere  Remarks  tixat  have  been  former- 
ly made  upon  him  by  Mr.  Rhymer,  i  muft 
confefs,  I  can't  very  weU  fee  what  could  he 
rtbe  Reafon  of  bis  animadverting  with  fo  much 
Sharpnefs,  upon  the  Faults  of  a  Man  Excellent 
on  moft  Occafions,  and  whom  alt  the  World 
.ever  was  and  will  beiiiclin'd  to  haveanEileem 
and  Veneration  for.  If  it  was  to  Ihew  his  own 

Know- 


Knowledge  in  the  Art  of  Poetryj  befides  that 
there  is  a  Vanity  in  making  that  only  his  De- 
fign^  I  queftion  if  there  be  hdt  many  Imper- 
fedions  as  well  in  thofe  Schemes  and  Precept^ 
he  has  given  for  the  Direftion  of  others,  as 
well  as  in  that  Sample  of  Tragedy  which  he 
has  written  to  fliew  the  Excellency  of  his  own 
Genius.  If  he  had  a  Pique  againft  the  Man^ 
and  wrote  on  purpofe  to  ruin  a  Reputation  fo 
well  eftablifti'd,  he  has  had  the  Mortification 
to  fail  altogether  in  his  Attempt,  and  to  fee 
the  World  at  leaft  as  fond  of  Shake/pear  as  of 
his  Gritiqiie.  But  I  won't  believe  a  Gentle- 
man^ and  a  good-natur'd  Man,  capable  of  the 
laft  Intention;  Whatever  may  have  been  his 
Meaning;  finding  fault  is  certainly  the  eafiefl: 
Task  of  Kiidwledge^  and  commonly  thofe  Men 
of  good  Judgment,  who  are  likewife  of  good 
and  gentle  Difpofitionsi  abandon  this  ungrate-  - 
ful  Province  to  the  Tyranny  of  Pedants.  If 
one  would  enter  into  the  Beauties  of  Shake^ 
Jpear^  there  is  a  much  larger^  as  well  as  a  more 
delightful  Field;  but  as  I  won't  prefcribe  ta 
the  Taftes  of  other  People,  fo  I  will  only  take 
the  liberty,  with  all  due  SubmifiGlon  to  the 
Judgment  of  others,  to  obferve  fome  of  thofe 
Things  I  have  been  pleas'd  with  in  lookii^ 
him  over; 

His 
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His  Plays  are  properly  to  be  diftinguifh'd 
only  into  Comedies  and  Tragedies.  Thofe 
which  are  called  Hiftories,  and  even  fome  of 
his  Comedies,  are  really  Tragedies,  with  a 
run  or  mixture  of  Comedy  amongft  'em.  That 
way  of  Trage-Comedy  was  the  commcoi  Mi- 
ilake  of  that  Age,  and  is  indeed  become  fo 
agreeable  to  the  Englijh  Taft,  that  tho'  the 
feverer  Critiques  among  us  cannot  bear  it,  yet 
the  generality  of  our  Audiences  feem  to  be 
better  pleas'd  with  it  than  with  an  exaft  Tra- 
gedy. The  Merry  Wives  o/Windfor,  The  C<h 
medy  of  Error s-^  and  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew, 
are  all  pure  Comedy ;  the  reft,  however  they 
are  call'd,  have  fomething  of  both  Kinds.  *Tis 
not  very  eafie  to  determine  which  way  of 
Writing  he  was  moft  Excellent  in.  There  is 
c6rtainly  a  great  deal  of  Entertainment  in  his 
Comical  Humouf  s  $  and  tho'  they  did  not 
then  ftrike  at  all  Ranks  bf  People,  as  the  Sa- 
tyr of  the  prefent  Age  has  taken  the  Liberty 
to  do,  yet  there  is  a  pleafing  and  a  well-di- 
flinguifh'd  Variety  in  thofe  Charafters  which 
he  thought  fit  to  meddle  witK.  Falftaf  is  al- 
-  low'd  by  every  body  to  be  a  Mafter-piece ;  th^ 
Charafteri's  always  weMuftain'd,  tho'  drawn 
out  into  the  length  of  three  Plays  ;  and  even 
the  Account  of  his  Death,  given  by  his  Old 
Vol,  L  b  Landlady 


^Ik  » 


Landlady  Mrs.  ^ickly^  in  the  firft  Aft 
Henry  V.  tho'  it  be  extremely  Natural,  is  yet 
as  diverting  as  any  Part  of  his  Life.  If  there 
be  any  Fault  in  the  Draught  he  has  made  of 
this  lewd  old  Fellow,  it  is,  that  thb*  he  has 
made  bdm  a  Thief,  Lying,  Cowardly,  Vain- 
glorious»  and  xxx  fhort  every  way  Vicious, 
yet  he  has  given  him  fo  much  Wit  as  to  make 
him  almoft  too  agreeable  j  and  I  don't  know 
whether  fome  People  have  not,  in  remen^ 
brance  of  the  Diverfion  he  had  formerly  af- 
forded 'em,  beea  forry  to  fee  his  Friend  Hoi 
ufe  him  fo  fcurvily,  when  he  comes  to  the 
Crown  in  the  End  of  the  Second  Part  of  Het$^ 
ry  the  Fourth,  Amongft  other  Elxtravagances> 
in  The  Merry  fFives  ejf  Windfor,  he  has  made 
him  a  Dear-flealer,  ^at  he  might  at  the  fame 
time  remember  his  Warwickjhire  Profecutor, 
under  the  Name  of  Juftice  Shallow  ;  he  has 
given  him  very  near  the  fame  Coat  of  Arms 
wliich  T>ugdaley  in  his .  Antiquities  of  that 
County,  defcribes  for  a  Family  there,  and 
makes  the  Weljh  Parfon  defcant  very  plear 
fantly  upon  'em. '  Th«t  whole  Play  is  admi'- 
rable ;  the  Humours  are  various  and  well  op^ 
pos'd  ;  the  main  Defign,  which  is  to.  cute 
Ford  of  his  unreafonable  Jealoufie,  is  extreme-? 
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,ly  well  conduced.   ^alfiaff*%  BUlet-iouXi  ^d 

Mfiftei^  Slender*% 

/ 

Ah  I  Sweet  Ann  Page  I 

Are  vary  good  Expreflions  of  Love  in  their 
Way.  In  Tmi^tb^Night  there  is  fbnwthing 
finger ly  Ridiculous  and  Pleafant  in  the  faiv- 
taftiqal  Steward  Matvalk.  Tlic  Parafite  and 
the  Vain-glorious  in  Karaites i  lij  ^//V  Well 
that  ends  Welly  is  as  good  as  any  thing  of  that 
Kind  in  ^lautus  or  Terence.  TetrucUa^  m  The 
T^^ing  of  the  Shrew y  is  an  unconlinon  Piece 
of  Jiumour.  The  Converfation  of  Benedkk 
2»nd  Beatrice^  in  Much  ad»  about  Nothings  and 
^iRofalind\ViJis  youlikeity  have  niuch  Wit 
and  Sprightlinefs  all  along.  His  Clowns,  with- 
out which  Charafter  there  was  hardly  siny 
Ray  writ  in  that  Time,  are  aU  very  entertain- 
ing: And,  I  believe,  Therfites  in  Troilus  and 
Creffidaj^xA  AfemantM in  7/w^»,will  be  allowed 
to  be  Mafter  JPieces  of  ill  Nature,  and  fatyrical 
Snarling.  To  thefe  I  might  add,  that  incom- 
parable Charafter  of  Shy  lock  tbft  Jew^  in  The 
Merchant  of  Venice  ;  but  tho*  we  have  feen 
that  Play  Received  and  Afted  as  a  Comedy, 
and  the  Part  of  the  Jew  performed  by  an  Ex- 
cellent Comedian^  yet  I  cannot  but  think  it 
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was  defign*d  Tragically  by  the  Author.  There 
appears  in  it  fuch  a  deadly  Spirit  of  Revenge, 
fuch  a  favage  Fiercenefs  and  Fellnefs,  and  fuch 
a  bloody  defignation  of  Cruelty  and  Mifchief, 
as  cannot  agree  either  with  the  Stile  or  Cha- 
rafters  of  Comedy.  The  Play  it  felf,  take  it 
nil  together,  feems  to  me  to  be  one  of  the  mofi 
finifti'd  of  any  of  SlJakeJpear\.  The  Tale  in- 
deed, in  that  Part  relating  to  the  Caskets,  and 
the  extravagant  and  unufual  kind  of  Bond  gi- 
ven by  Antonio  J  is  a  little  too  much  remov'd 
from  the  Rules  of  Probability :  But  taking  the 
Faft  for  granted,  we  muft  allow  it  to  be  very 
beautifully  written.  There  is  fomethiiig  in 
the  Friendfliip  of  Antonio  to  Bajfanio  very 
Great,  Generous  and  Tender.  The  whole 
fourth  Aft,  fuppofing,  as  I  faid,  the  Faft'to 
be  probable,  is  extremely  Fine.  But  there  are 
two  Paflages  that  deferve  a  particular  Notice. 
The  firft  is,  what  Tortia  fays  in  praife  of  Mer- 
cy, fag.  S77 ;  ^nd  the  other  on  the  Power  of 
Mufick,  pag.  5-87.  The  Melancholy  of  Ja- 
quesj  in  As  you  like  it^  is  as  fingular  and  odd 
as  it  is  diverting.    And  if  what  Horace  fays 

difficile  eft  propric  communia  ^icerey 

'Twill  be  a  hard  Task  for  any  one  to  go  be- 
yond 
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yond  him  in  the  Defcription  of  the  feveral 
Degrees  and  Ages  of  Man's  Life,  tho'  the 
Thought  be  old,  and  common  enough. 


^All  the  World's  ^  St  age  ^ 


And  all  the  Men  and  Women  meerly.  T layers ; 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  Entrances j 
And  one  Man  in  his  time  flays  many  Tarts^ 
His  A6ts  being  feven.Ages.  Atfirfi  the  Infant 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  Nurfe^s  Arms : 
Andthen^he  whining  School-boy  with  hii  Satchel^ 
Andjhining  Morning-face^  creeping  like  Snail 
Unwillingly  to  School.    And  then  the  Lover 
Sighing  like  Furnaccy  with  a  woful  Ballad 
Made  to  his  Mifirefi  Eye-brow.  Then  a  Soldier 
Full  offirange  Oaths^  and  bearded  like  the  Tardy 
Jealous  in  Honour y  Judden  and  quick  in^arrely 
Seeking  the  bubble  Refutation 
Ev'n  in  the  Cannon's  Mouth.  And  then  the  Jujlice 
In  ffiir  round  B^llyy  with  good  Capon  lin'dy 
With  Eyes  fever  Cy  and  Beard  of  formal  Cuty 
Full  of  wife  Saws  and  modern  Injiances\ 
And  fo  he  plays  his  Tart.    Thefixth  Age  jhifts 
Into  the  lean  and  flipper' d  Tantaloony 
With  Spediacles  on  Nofcy  and  Touch  on  Side% 
His  youthful  Hofcy  wellfav'dy  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  Jhrunk  Shank ;  and  his  big  manly  Voice 
Turning  again  tow'rd  childijh  trebU  Tipes^ 
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And  Whifiles  In  his  Sound.    Laji  Scene  of  sU^ 

That  ends  thisjtrange  eventful  Hijioryj 

Is  fecond  Childijhnefs  andmeer  Ohlivion^ 

Sans  Teeth ^  fans  Eyesy  fans  Tajt^  fans  ev^ry  thing. 

p.  6x5'. 

His  Images  are  indeed  ev*ry  where  fo  lively, 
that  the  Thing  he  would  reprefent  llands  fiill 
before  you,  and  you  poffefs  ev'ry  Part  of  it. 
I  will  venture  to  point  out  one  more,  which 
is,  1  think,  as  ftrong  and  as  uncommon  as  any 
thing  I  f  ver  faw  ;  'tis  an  Image  of  Patience. 
Speaking  of  a  Maid  in  Love,  he  fays. 


Shi  never  told  her  Love^ 


But  let  Concealment y  like  a  IVorm  tth^  Bud 
Teed  on  her  T)amask  Cheek :  Shejpin^din  Thought y 
And  fate  like  Patience  on  a  Monument^ 
Smiling  at  Grief. 

What  an  Image  is  here  given  !  and  what  ^ 
Task  would  it  have  been  for  the  greatefl  Ma- 
flers  of  Greece  and  Rome  to  have  exprefs'd  the 
Paflions  defign'd  by  this  Sketch  of  Statuary  ? 
The  Stile  of  his  Comedy  is,  in  general.  Natural 
to  the  Charafters,  and  eafie  in  it  felf ;  and  the 
Wit  mofl:  commonly  fprightly  and  pleafing, 
except  in  thofe  places  where  he  runs  into 
Ppgrel  IVhym^s,  as  \x\  The  Qpmedy  of  Err  or  s^ 
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ind  a  Paffage  or  two  in  fdme  other  Plays.  As 
for  his  Jingling  fometimeS)  and  playing  upon 
Words,  it  was  the  comincfn  Vice  of  the  Age 
he  liv'd  in :  And  if  we  find  it  in  the  Pulpit, 
made  ufe  of  as  an  Ornament  to  the  Sermons  of 
fome  of  the  Graveft  l!)ivihes  of  thofe  Times ; 
perhaps  it  may  not  be  thought  too  light  for 
the  Stage. 

But  certainly  the  greatnefs  of  this  Author's 
Genius  do's  nowhere  fo  mtiich  appear,  as  wher^ 
tie  gives  his  Imagmation  an  entire  Loofe,  and 
raifes  Ms  Fancy  to  a  flight  above  Mankindi 
and  the  Limits  of  the  vifible  World.  Such 
are  his  Attempts  in  The  Temfeft^  Midjummer- 
Night's  ^ream,  Macbeth  and  Hamlet.  Of 
thefe.  The  Temfefty  however  it  comes  to  be 
plac'd  the  firil  by  the  former  Publifliers  of  his 
Works,  can  never  have  been  the  firft  written 
by  him  :  It  feems  to  me  as  perfed:  in  its  Kind, 
as  aimoft  any  thing  we  have  of  his.  One  may 
obferve,  that  the  Unities  are  kept  here  with 
-an  Exadnefs  Uncommon  to  the  Liberties  of 
his  Writing :  Tho'  that  was  what,  I  fiippofe, 
he  valu'd  himfelf  leaft  upon^  fince  his  Excel- 
lencies were  all  of  another  Kind.  I  affi  very 
fenfible  that  he  do's,  in  this  Play,  depart  too 
much  from  that  likenefs  to  Truth  which  ought 
.to  b?  obferv'd  in  thefe  fort  of  Writings  ;  yet 
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he  do's  it  fo  very  finely,  that  one  is  eaiily 
drawn  in  to  have  more  Faith  for  his  fake,  than 
Reafon  does  well  allow  of.  His  Magick  has 
fomething  in  it  very  Solemn  and  very  Poeti- 
cal :  And  that  extravagant  Charafter  of  Calu 
ban  is  mighty  well  fufbin'd,  ihews  a  wonder- 
ful Invention  in  the  Author,  who  could  ftrike 
out  fuch  a  particular  wild  Image^^  and  is  cerr- 
tainly  one  of  the  fineft  and  moft  unconuhon 
Grotefques  that  was  ever  feen.  The  Ohferva- 
tion,  which  I  have  been  informed  *  three  very 
great  Men  concurred  in  making  upon  this  Part, 
was  extremely  »juil.  That  Shakefpear  had  not 
only  found  out  a  new  CharaSter  in  his  Caliban, 
but  had  alfo  devlsd  and  adapted  a  new  manner 
of  Language  for  that  Character.  Among  the 
particular  Beauties  of  this  Piece,  I  think  one 
may  be  allow'd  to  point  out  the  Tale  of  Trof 
pero  in  the  Firft  Aft  ;  his  Speech  to  Ferdi^ 
nand  in  thQ  Fourth,  upon  the  breaking  up  the 
Mafque  of  Juno  and  Ceres ;  and  that  in  the 
Fifth,  where  he  diflblves  his  Charms,  and  re- 
folves  to  break  his  Magick  Rod-  This  Play 
has  been  altered  by  Sir  William  TyAvenanp  and 
Mr.  "Dryden  ;  and  tho'  I  won't  Arraign  the 
Judgment  of  thofe  two  great  Men,  yet  I  think 
I  may  be  allow'd  to  fay,  that  there  are  fome 

things 
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things  left  out  by  them,  that  might,  and  even 
ought  to  have  been  kept  in.  Mr.  'Dryden  was 
an  Admirer  of  our  Author,  and,  indeed,  he 
owed  him  a  great  deal,  as  thofe  who  have  read 
them  both  may  very  eafily  obferve.  And,  I 
think,  in  Juftice  to  'em  both,  I  ihould  not 
on  this  Occaiion  omit  what  Mr.  Uryden  has 
faid  of  him. 

Shakefpear,  whoj  taught  iynoneididfirjl  impart 
To  Fletcher  fFit^  to  laboring  Johnfon  Jrt. 
Hcy  Monarclhlikeygave  thofe  his  Suhjedts  Law^ 
And  is  that  Nature  which  they^aint  andDraw. 
Fletcher  reached  that  which  on  his  heights  did 

grow  J 
fThilJi  Johnfon  crej^t  and  gathered  all  below: 
This  did  his  Lovcy  and  this  his  Mirth  digefi^ 
One  imitates  him  mofty  the  other  heft. 
If  they  havejince  out-writ  all  other  Men^  Vpen. 
Y5x  with  the  T>rops  which  fell  from  ShakefpearV 
The  *  Storm  which  vaniflfd  on  the  neighboring 

.  ShoaTy 
Was  taught  by  ShakdpearV  Temfeftfirft  to  roar. 
That  Innocence  and  Beauty,  which  did /mile 
In  Fletcher,  grew  on  this  Enchanted  Ifle. 
J?«^  ShakefpearV  Magick  could  not  copied  be^ 
Within  that  Circle  none  durft  walk  but  he. 

1 

♦  Allnding  to  the  Sea-Voyage  of  Flacher. 


Itmft  tdnfefs  'twaf  bold^  mr  would ym  now    ^? 
TbMt  Liberty  to  vulgar  Wits  allow^ 
H^hich  nioorks  by  Magick  JufetHatural  thing*  ^ 
But  ShokefpearV  Towr  is  Sacred  as  a  Kiug*», 

Prologue  to  'fife  Temfeft]^  as  k 
is  altcr'd  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

It  is  the  fame  Magick  that  faifes  the  Fairies 
in  Midfummer  Nighfs  T^ream^  the  Witches 
in  Macbethy  and  the  Ghoft  in  Hamlet^  with 
Hioughts  and  Language  fo  proper  to  thePirts 
they  fuftain,  and  fo  peculiar  to  the  Talent  of 
this  Writer.  But  of  the  two  laft  of  thefe  Plays 
I  fliall  have  pccafion  to  take  notice^  among  tha 
Tragedies  of  Mr.  Shakejpear.  If  one  under* 
took  to  examine  the  greateft  part  of  thefe  by 
thofe  Rules  which  are  eftablilh'd  by  Arifiotle^ 
and  taken  from  the  Model  of  the  Grecian 
Stage,  it  would  be  no  very  hard  Task  to  find 
a  great  many  Faults :  But  as  Shakejpear  liv*<l 
under  a  kind  of  mere  Light  of  Nature,  and 
had  never  been  made  acquainted  with  the  Re^ 
gularity  of  thofe  written  Precepts,  fo  it  would 
be  hard  to  judge  "him  by  a  Law  he  knew  no* 
thing  of.  We  are  to  corifider  him  as  a  MaflL 
that  liv'd  in  a  State  df  almoft  uff iverfal  Licenfe. 
and  Ignorance  I  There  was  noeftablifti'djudge^ 
but  every  one  took  the  liberty  to  Write  acr 
cording  to  the  Diftates  of  his  own  Fancy. 

When 
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When  one  coniiders,  that  the^fe  is  npt  on^ 
Play  before  him  of  a  Reputation  good  enoUgll 
to  entitle  it  to  an  Appearance  oft  the  prefent 
Stage,  it  cannot  but  be  a  Matter  of  great  Won* 
der  that  he  fliould  advance  Drimatick  Poetry 
fo  far  as  he  did.  llie  Fable  is  what  is  generally 
plac'd  the  iirft,  among  thofe  that  are  reckoned 
the  confUtuent  Parts  of  a  Trag^ck  or  Heroick 
i^oem ;  not,  perhapS)  as  it  is  the  moft  Difii'. 
cult  or  Beautiful,  but  as  it  is  the  firft  properly 
to  be  thought  o£  in  the  Contrivance  and  Courfh 
of  the  wh(de  ;  and  with  the  Fable  ought  to 
be  confider*d,  the  fit  Difpofition^  Ordet  and 
Condud  of  its  feveral  Parts.    As  it  is  not  in 
this  Province  of  the  ^rama,  that  the  Strength 
and  Maflery  of  Shahjpear  lay,  fo  I  fliall  not 
undertake  the  tedious  and  ill-natur'd  Trouble 
to  point  out  the  feveral  Faults  he  was  guilty 
of  in  it:  His  Tales  were  feldom  invented,  buC 
rather  taken  either  from  true  Hiftory,  or  No- 
vels and  Romances :  And  he  commonly  made 
ufc  of  'em  in  that  Order,  with  thofe  Incidents^ 
and  that  extent  of  Time  in  which  he  found 
'em  in  the  Authors  from  whence  he  bof  row'd 
them.    So  Thie  Winters  Tale^  which  is  taken 
from  an  old  Bpok^  call'd,  The  T>e Instable  Hi^ 
fiory  d?/Dora{ius  /i«j/Faunia,  contains  thefpace 
of  fixteen  or  feventeen  Years^  and  the  Scene 

is 
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is  fometimes  laid  in  Bohemiay  and  fometimes 
in  Sicily^  according  to  the  original  Order  of 

the  Story.  Almoft  all  his  Hiftorical  Plays  com- 
prehend a  great  length  of  Time,  and  very 
different  and  diftinft  Places :  And  in  his  Afh 
tony  and  Cleopatra^  the  Scene  travels  over  the 
greateft  Part*  of  the  Roman  Empire.  But  in 
Recompence  for  his  Carelefsnefs  in  this  Point, 
when  he  comes  to  another  Part  of  the  Uramay 
The  Manners  of  his  CharaSters^  in  A6ting  or 
Sf  caking  what  is  f  roper  for  them^  and  fit  to  be 
Jhown  by  the  Toety  he  may  be  generally  jn- 
ftify'd,  and  in  very  many  places  greatly  com- 
mended. For  thofe  Plays  which  he  has  taken 
from  the  Englijh  or  Roman  Hiftory,  let  any 
Man  compare  'em,  and  he  will  find  the  Cha- 
rafter  as  exaft  in  the  Poet  as  the  Hiftorian. 
He  feems  indeed  fo  far  from  propoiSng  to 
himfelf  any  one  Aftion  for  a  Subjeft,  that  the 
Title"  very  often  tells  you,  'tis  The  Life  of 
King  ]ohnj  King  Richard,  ^c.  What  can  be 
more  agreeable  to  the  Idea  om*  Hiftorians  give 
of  Henry  the  Sixth,  than  the  Pifture  Shake- 
Jpear  has  drawn  of  him,!  His  Manners  ajre 
every  where  exaftly  the  fame  with  the  Story ; 
one  finds  him  ftill  defcrib'd  with  Simplicity, 
paflive  jSanftity,  want  of  Courage,  weakndTs 
of  Mind,  and  eafie  Submilfion  to  the  Goveiv 

nan9§ 
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nance  of  an  imperious  Wife,  or  prevailing' 
Faftion :  Tho*  at  the  fame  time  the  Poet  do*s 
Jiiftice  to  his  good  Qualitiesi  and  moves  the 
Pity  of  his  Audience  for  him*  by  ihowing  him 
Pious,  Difinterefted ,  a  Contemner  of  the 
Things  of  this  World,  and  wholly  refign'd  to 
the  fevereft  Difpenfations  of  God's  Provi- • 
derice.  There  is  a  Ihort  Scene  in  the  Second 
Pzri  of  Henry  V\.  Vol.  III.  fag.  \$o^.  which  V 
cannot  but  think  adftin-able  in  its  Kind.  Car-' 
dinal  Beaiuforty  who  had  murder'd  the  Duke 
of  Gloucester  J  i§  ftiewn  in  the  laft  Agonies  cm 
his  Death-Bed,  with  the  good  King  praying 
over  him.  'There  is  fo  much  Terror  in  one, 
fo  much  Tendemefs  and  moving  Piety  in  the 
other,  as  muft  touch  any  one  who  is  capable 
either  of  Fear  or  Pity.  In  his  Henry  VIII.  that 
Prince  is  drawn  with  that  Greatnefs  of  Mind, 
and  all  thofe  good  Qualities  which  are  attri- 
buted to  him  in  any  Account  of  his  Reign^ 
If  his  Faults  are  not  ftiewn  in  an  equal  degree, 
and  the  Shades  in  this  Pifture  do  not  bear  a 
jufl:  Proportion  to  the  Lights,  it  is  not  that 
the  Artift  wanted  either  Colours  or  Skill  in 
the  Difpofition  of  'em  ;  but  the  truth,  I  be- 
lieve, might  be,  that  he  forbore  doing  it  out 
of  regard  to*  Queen  Elizabeth^  fince  it  could 
have  been  no  very  great  Refpeft  to  the  Me- 
mory 
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niQry  of  bis  Miitrefs,  to  have  exposed  fcoM 
certain  Ptrt?  of  her  Father's  Life  upoa  the 
Stage.  He  has  dealt  much  more  fredy  with 
the  Minifter  of  that  Qreat  King,  and  certain- 
ly nothing  was  ever  more  juftly  written,  than 
the  Charafter  of  Cardinal  Woljey.  He  has 
Ihewn  him  Tyrannical,  Cruel,  and  Infolent  in 
his  Profperity ;  and  yet,  by  a  wonderful  Ad« 
(jlrefs,  he  makes  his  Fall  and  Ruin  the  Suhjeft 
of  general  Compaflion.  The  whole  Man,  with 
his  Vices  and  Virtues,  is  finely  and  ejca^tty 
defcrib'd  in  the  fecond  Scene  of  the  fourth 
Aft.  The  Piftrefles  likewife  of  Queen  Kathe^ 
rfHCy  in  this  Play,  are  very  movin^y  touch'd  t 
and  tho'  the  Art  of  the  Poet  has  skreen*d 
King  Henry  from  any  grofs  Imputation  of  !»• 
juftice,  yet  one  is  inclin'd  to  wiih,  the  Queea 
had  met  with  a  Fortune  more  worthy  of  her 
Birth  and  Virtue.  Nor  are  the  Manners,  pro*' 
per  to  the  Perfons  reprefented,  lefs  juftly  ob- 
ferv'd,  in  thofe  Charafters  taken  from  the  Ro-, 
man  Hiftor}' ;  and  of  this,  the  Fiercenefs  and 
Impatience  of  Coriolanus^  his  Courage  and  Dif, 
dain  of  the  common  People,  the  Virtue  and 
Philofophical  Temper  of  Brutus,  and  the  iis 
regular  Greatnefs  of  Mind  in  M.  Jntony^  are 
bfiautifil"  Proofs.  For  the  two  laft  efpecially, 
yott  find: 'em  exaftly  as  they  are  defprib*d  by 

"Plutarch^ 


'plut^fky  froB*  whom  certaioly  ^kfiej^^a^ 
oopy'd  'em^  H<?  has  indee^.  fqllpv'd  iji?  Ofj^ 
g^inal  pretty  clofe,  aod  t^en  ix^  feveral  jitU^ 
Incidents  that  might  h^v«  been  fpa?:'d  ia  i| 
Play.  But,  as  I  hinted  before,  hi$  D^iign 
feems  moft  commonly  rathe?  to  defgrib^ 
d\Q(fe  great  Men  in  the  feveral  Feritimiss 
and  Accident?  of  their  Livev  than  to  talte  any 
ih^e  great  Aftion,  and  form  his  WorJ:  fypf^ 
^y  upon  that.  However,  there  are  fome  oi 
his  Pieces,  where  the  FabJe  is  founded  upon 
one  Aftion  only.    Such  ve  more  efpeciaUyi 

Jl(^»eo  apd  JuJiiih  Hamkt^  ai^d  OtheWt.  The 
Defi^  in  Romeo^  and  Juliet:,  is  plainly  tlie  Pv^ 
niihment  of  their  two  Families,  for  the  unrea^ 
fonable  Feuds  and  Animofities  that  had  beea 
fo  long  kept  up  between  'em,  and  occafion*4 
llpie  £0iiiion  of  fo  much  j^ood.  In  the  xda* 
^agement  of  tl^s  Story,  he  has  ihewn  fome* 
^hiug  wonderfully  Tender  and  Paffionate  i» 
the  Love-part,  and  very  Pitiful  in  the  Piftrefs. 
Ifftmkt  is  founded  on  much  the  fame  TalQ 
yith  the  Elfi^aQf  Slo^hocks.  In  each  of  'em 
A  young  Prince  is  engag'd  to  Revenge  the 
Qeath  of  his  Father,  their  Mothers  are  equal* 
ly  .Guilty,  are  both  concem'd  in  the  Murder 
of  their  Husbands,  and  are  afterwards  msuv 
ried'  to  t^e  Murderers. .  There  is. in  the  firft 

Part; 
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Part  of  the  Gr^e/fcTrajedy,  fomething  very  mo- 
ving in  the  Grief  of  Eledira ;  but  as  Mr.  ^^A- 
cier  has  obferv'd,  there  is  fomething  very  un- 
natural and  fhbcking  in  the  Manners  he  has 
given  that  Princefs  and  Orefies  in  the  latter 
Part.  Orefies  embrues  his  Hands  in  the  Blood 
of  his  own  Mother;  and  that  barbarous  Adlion 
is  performed,  tho'  not  immediately  upon  the 
Stage,  yet  fo  near,  that  the  Audience  hear  Qjp 
temneftra  crying  out  toMghyfim  for  Help,  and. 
to  her  Son  for  Mercy :  While  EleSh-Uy  her 
Daughter,  and  a  Princefs,  both  of  them  Gha- 
rafters  J;hat  ought  to  have  appeared  with  more 
Decency,  Hands  upon  the  Stage  and  encoti- 
rages  her  Brother  in  the  Pamcide.  What 
Horror  does  this  not  raife !  Clytemnefira  was 
a  wicked  Woman,  and  had  deferv'd  to  Die  $ 
nay,  in  the  truth  of  the  Story,  ihe  was  kill*d 
by  her  own  Son  ;  but  to  reprefent  an  Action 
of  this  Kind  on  the  Stage,  is  certainly  an 
Offence  againft  thofe  Rules  of  Manners  pro- 
per to  the  Perfons  that  ought  to  be  obferv*d 
there.  On  the  contrary,  let  us  only  look  a 
little  on  the  Conduft  of  Shakejpear.  Hamlet. 
is  reprefented  with  the  fame  Piety  toward^ 
his  Father,  and  Refolution  to  Revenge  his 
Death,  as  Orefies  ;  he  has  the  fame  Abhw- 
reace  for  his  Mother's  Guilt,  which,  to  pro*.^ 

voke 
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voke  him  the  more,  is  heightened  by  Inceft: 
But  'tis  with  wonderful  Art  and  Juftnefs  of 
Judgment,  that  th^e  Poet  reftrains  him  from 
doing  Violence,  to  his  Mother.  To  prevent 
any  thing  of  that  Kipd,  he,  makes  his  Father's 
Ghoil  forbid  that  part  of  his  Vengeance. . 

>■...'  ... 

But  howfoever  thonpurjiifi  this  ASt^ 

X^ht  not  thy  Mind}  nor  let  thy  Soul  contrive 

Againfi  thy  Mother  ought  \  leave  her  to  Heavily 

And  to  thofe  Thorns  that  inker  Bo/dm  lodge^    . 

Tofrickandjiingher.  VoLV.  p.  238(J, 

This  is  to  diftinguifli  rightly  between  Horror 
and  Terror.  The  latter  is  a  proper  Pailion  of 
Tragedy,  but  the  former  ought  always  to  be 
carefully  avpid^.-, And  certainly  no  Drama- 
tick  Wr4|;er/,£yer^fticceeded  bettet  in  raifing 
Yerror  in  the  Minds  of  an  Audience  than 
'  ^Shake/pear  h2if  4?^^-  "^^  whple  Tragedy  of 
Macbeth^  but  more  efpecially  the  Scene  where 
the  King  is  murder'd,  in  the  fecond  Aft,  as 
well  as  this  Play>  U  a  noble  Proof  of  that  man- 
ly  Spirit  with  which  he  writ ;  and  both  ihew 
how  powerful  he^iwas,  in  giving  the  ftrongefi: 
Motions  to  our;;^ouls  that  they  are  capable  of. 
I  cannot  lez,ve  Hamlfity  withoilt  ttking  notice 
of  the  AdviU|tage^;Witb  ,wMcb  we  have  feen 
Vol.  I.    .;..■  ■■,,■, ,.",-..:  t  ifhis 

t       * 
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this  Mailer-piece  of  Shakejpear  diflingidfh  it 
felf  upon  the  Stage,  by  Mr.  Bettertoffs  fine  Per- 
formance of  that  Part.  A  Man,  who  tho*  he 
had  no  other  good  Quahties,  as  he  has  a  gresit 


many,  iriuft  have?  made  tiS  way  iiito  theEfteiem 
of  all 'Men  erf  LetWr^l)^  this  only  ExceHency. 
ISo  Man  is  bkter^J^q^i^^  with  ShakeJ^ear^s 
manner  of  l^^reffion^^  indeed  he  has  ftti- 
dy^d  him fo'Veinf  aifd.is  fo  much  a  Mafiet  of 
^Ihim,  that  %^e?\r^rM  he  perfdttiis, 

hetioeslt:^'^  if  1^  Hai^B^*^  written  on  ptuPpbfe 
for  himy'aria^ffiaf^'iB^'A^^  exaffly  xibli- 

ceiv'd  it^s  vHfe^^fsft/'^l  muft  own  a^partidi- 
lar  Obligation  to  him,  for  the  moft  cohfiflefable 
part  §f  tjlie  ;|*aj|l^^  relating  to  his  Li&,'\;$1iich 
I  haw  nere  trammitted  to  the  t^u'Blick  ;  Us 
Veneration  for  the  Memory  of  ShakeJpearlisL' 
vingigng^*:di  Jii»  to  make  a  Journey  .into'/ir^- 
wickjhirey  onpurpofe  to  gafher  up 'what  Re- 
mains he^could  of  a  Name  for  which'he'hadTo 
^^  #M"ST^e.    Since  1  had  at  fiffl:  Tefol^d 
not  to  enter  into  any  Critical  Controvdrfiei  I 
....^w^ojt^jgri^tend  to  enquire  into  thejuftnefsof 
mr.  Rhymer's  Remarks  on  OiheUoi  he' has  cer- 
tainly pointed  pat  fame  Faults  very  judiciouf- 
ly;  and  indeed  they 'are  Tiich  as  moft  People 
will  agree,  withliim,  to  "be  Taults  :  But  I  wifli 
he  wbiild  likewife  have '  obferv'd "  fome  of  the 
«  "Beauties 


of  Mr.  WiLL^A**  Shake spjeAR.    ^xv 

Qfaxi^  tx)o ;  as  I  thitik  it  becajme  ac(i  Exa^ 
«a^  ^<pU  Ciil^ue  to  do..  It  i^eni&  fir$?ige' 
tj^t  be  fhQuld  allow  nothi|ig  GoqcI  in  the 
isMe:  Ijftb.eF^le  stn4  Incidents  a]fe  not  to" 
^,  Tafte,  y^t  the  Thoughts  are  ahnqfl;  every" 
where  very  N^pbtej  and  the  P;6lion  manly 
a?i4  prpPiST'  Thefe  laft,  indeed,  are  Parts  of. 
Shakejpe4tr\  Praife,  which  it  would  be  very 
hard  to  Difpute  with  him.  His  Sentimenta 
and  Images  pf  Things  are  Great  and  Natural; 
and  his  jjEjxgprelli^  (tho^  perhaps  in  fome  In-: 
ftances  a  U^tle  Irregular)  juft,  and  irais'd  in 
Proporticfli  to  his  S^ibjeft  and  Occafiqn.  It 
would  he  even  en^Iefs  tp  mention  the  parti- 
cular Inftances  that  might  be  gjyeA  oif  this 
Kind  :  But  his  Book  is  in  the  Poflefiiori  of  the 
Publick,  i^nd  'twill  be  h-^r^  to  dip  ipto  any 
Part  of  it*  without  folding  \^l^at'I  have  faid  of 
him  made  good. 

The  latter  P^t  of  hi^  Life  was  fpent>  as  all 
Men  of  good  Senfe  will  wifh  theirs  may  be,  in " 
Eafe,  JRjB^yement,  anfl  the  Cpnveifation  of 
his  Friers.  He  had  t^e  gpod  Fortune  to 
gather  an  Eftate  equal  to  his  Occasion, 
and,  in  th|t,  to  bis  Wiih;  and  is  faid  to 
have  fpeitt  fome  Years  before  his  De^th  at  his 
li^ive  Str4tfi>rd.  His  pleafurable  Wit^  and 
^ood  Nature,  engag'd  him  in  the  Acquain- 

c  X  tance. 
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xxxti  '    Some  Account  of  tM  Life,  &c. 

tance,  and  entitled  him  to  the'Pfiendfliip' 
of  the  Gentlemen  *t)f-' the  Nteighbbui^hood. 
Ampngfl  them,  it  is  a  Story  almofi-Ml  re- 
tnember*d  in  that  Country,  that  he  had  a  par- 
ticular  Intimacy  with  Mr.  ComBiO  £ffl  old  Gen- 

tleman  noted  thereiabouts  for  hi$ "Wealth  and 

•  .■''•'<'''    ■"  ■    • '  •  * '   "t  ■  ■* 

Ufuf y  :  It  happened,  that  in  a  ple'jifant  Con- 
verfation  amongft  their  cbmffibn .  Friend  s , 
Mf-i  Qom^^Xol^  Shake/pear  in  .a  laughing  man- 
ner, that  l^e  fancy 'd,  he  inteiided  ;'t6  write  his 
Epitaph,  if  he  happeh^ .  to  out-livfe  him ;'  and 
fince  he  could  not  know  what  might  be  laid 
of  hini  when  he  was' dead,  he  defir'd  it  might 
be  done  immediately :  Upon  which  Shake jj^ear 
gave  him  thefe  four  Verfes. 

■  *  • 
Ten  in  the  Hundred  lies  here  tngraifdj 

Tis  a  Hundred  to  Ten^  his  Soul  is  not  fav^d: 

If  any  Man  asky  Who  lies  in  this  Tomb  7 

Oh  •  ho  !  ^uoth  the  Devils  'tis  wy  John-a-Combe. 

But  the  Sharpnefs  of  the  Satyr  is  faid  to  have 
ftung  the  Man  fo  feverely,  that  he  never  for- 
gave it, 

HeDy'd  in  the  5: 3d  Year  of  his  Age,  and 
was  l)ury'd  on  the  North  fide  of  the  Chan- 
cel, in  the  Great  Church  at  Jifr^if^r^,  where 


msT 


fl^il/r;  "Wli/LtAM  Shakespbar.    xxxvn  ■ 

a- Monument j  as  engraved  in  the  Plate,   is 
pl«?d  in  the  Wall.    On  Jhis  Grave-Stone  un*> 
dcmeathis. 


Q90'd  Friend^  for  J  ejus  fakBi  forbear 
^\dig  the  T^ufl  inclo fed  here. 
Bkft  be  the  l^an  that  Jp ares  thefe  Stone s^ 
JndCurft  be^he  that  moves  my  Bones. 


r 


He  had, three  Daughters,  of  which  two  liv*d 
to  be  marry'd  ;  Judith^  the  Elder,  to  one 
J4r.  Thomas  ^iney^  by  whom  llie  had  three 
Sons,  who  all  dy'd  without  Children  ;  and 
Sufannah^  who  vfzs  his  Favourite^  to  'Dx.John 
Halk  a  Phyficiaii  of  good  Reputation  in  that 
Country.  She  left  one  Child  only,  a  Daugh- 
ter, who  was  marry*d  firll  toThomas Najh^ Elq; 
and  afterwards  to  Sir  John  Bernard  of  Ab^ 
blngton^  but  dy'd  likewife  without  Iffue. 

This  is  what  I  <:ould  learn  of  any  Note,  ei- 
ther relating  to  himfelf  or  Family  :  The  Cha- 
rafter  of  the  Man  is  bell  feen  in  his  Writings* 
But  fince  Ben  Johnfbn  has  made  a  fort  of  an 
Eflay  towards  it  in  his  T)ifcoveries^  tho',  as  I 
have  before  hini;ed,  he  was  not  very  Cordial 
in  his  Friendihip,  I  will  venture  to  give  it  in 
bis  Words, 


^a 
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**  Iremembcr  the  Pfeyers  have  often  mea- 
tkm'df  k  as  an  Horoiv  to  S^ie/p^ar,  that  in 
Writing  (whatfoever  he  penn'd)  he  never 
**  blotted  out  a  Line.  My  Anfwer  hath  been, 
*^  fFould  he  had  hlotted  a  thmfand^  which 
"  they  thought  a  malevolent  Speech.  I  had 
^^  not  told  Pofierity  this^  but  for  their  Igno- 
**  ranee,  who  chofe  that  Circumftance  to  com- 
^'  mend  their  Friend  by,  wherein  he  moft 
<^  faulted.  And  to  jufKfie  mine  own  Candor, 
**  (for  I  lov'd  the  Man,  and  do  honour  his 
^^  Memory,  on  this  fide  Idolatry,  as  much  as 
**  any. )  He  was,  indeed,  Honeft,  and  of  an 
**  open  and  'free  Nature,  had  an  Excellent 
^  Fancy,  brave  Notions,  and  gentle  Exprefli- 
^  ons ;  wherein  he  flowed  with  that  Facility, 
^  that  fometimes  it  was  necefiary  he  Ihould  be 
*^  ftopp'd:  Sufflaminandus  eratjZSj4ugufiusMd 
"  of  Hater ius.  His  Wit  was  in  his  own  Pow- 
••  er,  would  the  Rule  of  it  had  been  fo  too. 
"  Many  times  he  fell  into  thofe  things  could 
"  not  efcape  Laughter ;  as  when  he  faid  in  the 
*^  Perfon  of  dejary  one  fpeaking  to  him, 

•*  Caelar  thau  dofi  me  Wreng^    . 

"  He  reply'd :  '^ 

*'  Caefar  did  never  Wrongs  but  withjuft  Caufe. 
:.    ••  "  and 


\ 


It 
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«i  «tkd '^idhiifitor  wiiicVieviese  oridiculoifK.    But 
«  ^  fse^gj^'d  Hs  $il@^ '  wiith  litfi  VicCiies : 
l^r^  tWft^vcr.  ]njE»e' in  1mm  to  be  Pndefd 
'<nfdiii6totH^l^xedcsi&  i ' 
- ,  ^Ai&lJSn-^^M&^i^ilpBi^Mildiise^^^         out  bf 

C*/Sr»\^QljV>^xi;f?o/ But  without  the  Abfur- 
dityiji^faiid  liewei  iit^et  ivith  it  in  any  Edi- 
tion that  I  have  feen,  as  qiibted  by  Mr.  Johx- 
Jim.  Befides  Ms  Plays  in  this  Edition,  there. 
are  two  or  threfe  afcrib'd  to  him  by  Mr.  L(mg~ 
batHi  which  I  have  nevser  feen,  and  know  no- 

■  ■  ■  • 

thing  of, ,  He  writ  likeiiifHe,  P^enus  and  Ado^ 
nisy  ^Mi  ToT'^M  and  Lucrtcg^  m  Stanza's^ 
whiclt'faft^e  been  printed  in  ^  :^kte  CoUedion 
of  Poeias.  As  to  the  Charafter  ipven  of  him 
hy  Ben  JohnJoHy  there  is  a>good  deal  true  in 
it  \  But  I  believe  it  aaay  be  as  well  exprefs'd 
by  what  Horace  fay^  of  the  firfl:  Romansy  who 
wrote  Tragedy  upon  the  Greek  Models,  (or 
indeed  tranflated  'em)  in  his  EpifUe  to  An- 
gujius. 


Nat^r4^^mk^  Acer 


l^amjpir^^^ag^xiuf^jkl^  ^  fieliciter  Audet^ 
Sed  turj^efffi  0tafi:in^-Gkiirffs  wetaitq^  Lituram. 

There 


a  Some  ^tonHt  tf  tbc  Uftji  So. 
<  'There  is  iBook  of  Poems,  puMifli'din  i6^, 
nnder  the  Name  (ifi'f/Si.lfmUlm.Sliakefiear, 
but  as  I  have  but  vfeiy  lately,  jeen  it,  without 
an  Opportunity  of  maiang  any  Judgment  upon 
it,  I  won't  pretend  ^tOdetciioiDeKAfbpto:  it 
behisorno.    :,:••-  >■         r  .  -., 
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ALonfO)  King  ^/Naples. 
Sebaftiani  his  Brother, 
Profpero,  the  right  Duke  of  Milkn. 

Anthonioj  his  Brother ^  the  ufurping  T)uke  of  Mil- 
lan. 

Ferdinand,  Son  to  the  King  of  Naples. 

Gonzalo,  an  honejl  old  Counfellor. 

Adrian!  ^^FrancifcO)  Lords. 

Caliban,  a  Salvage^  and  deformed  Slave. 

Trinculo,  a  Jefter. 

Stephanoi  a  drunken  Butler. 

Mafier  of  a  Ship^  Boat-Swain^  and  Marriners. 

Miranda,  Daughter  to  Profpero. 

Ariel,  an  aiery  Spirit. 

Iris. 

Ceres. 

Junoj        \  Spirits. 

J^mphs. 

jRiapers. 

SCENE,  an  uninhabited IJland. 
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ACT!    SCENE  I. 

A  tempeftums  Noife  of  Thunder  and  Lightning 
heard:  Enter  a  Ship-mafier,  and  a  Boatfv)ain, 

MASTER, 
Oatfvain. 
Voatf.  Here  Mafter:  What  cheer! 
Md(t.  Good,   fpeab  to  th' Mariners  t  Fall 
too'r,  yarel^,  or  we  run  our  felves  a^rounjL 
beflir.  beftir.  [Exit* 

Enter  Marineri. 

Boatf.  Hey  my  Heartf,  cheerly  my  Hearts;  yare,  yarej' 
takeinthcTc^fail;  tend  to  th' Mailer's  WhHUe;  BIoikJuU 
thou  burft  thy  Wind,  if  room  enough. 

Eftttr  Aloaib,    Sebaftian^     AnthoniOi    Ferdinand* 
Gonzalo,  and  others. 

jiUn.  Good  Boatfwain  have  care:  Where's  the  Mafter {    i 
Play  the  Men.  "■    [ 

BoMf,  I  pray  now  keep  belov.'  V  \ 

4m.  Wh«K  Js  eke  Mftftcr.  ]Bofin ;  ,f 

VoT-.  I.  B.»  ^Mtt^^ 


Bodtf.  Do  yoa  not  hear  him  ?   You  mar  our  Labour ; 
Keep  your  Cabins;  you  do  afliO:  the  Storm. 
Gonx,.  Nay,  good  be  patient. 

Bo4tf.  when  the  Sea  is;  hence.  What  care  thefe  Roa- 
rers for  the  Name  of  King  ?  To  Cabin;  filence  ;  trouble  us 
iior* 

Gonz,.  Good,  yet  remember  whom  thou  haft  aboard. 
Boatf.  None  that  I  more  love  than  my  felf.  You  are  a 
Counfelloi*;  if  you  can  command  thefe  Elements  to  Silence,^ 
and  work  the  Peace  of  the  prefent,  we  will  not  hand  a  Rope 
more;  ufe  your  Authority:  If  you  cannot,  give  thanks  you 
have  liv'd  k)  long,  and  make  your  felf  ready  in  your  Cabin 
/or  the  Mifchanceof  the  Hour>  if  it  fo  hap.  Cheerly  good 
Hearts :  Out  of  our  way,  I  fay.  \_Exit. 

Gonz,.  I  have  great  Comfort  from  this  Fellow ;  methinks 
lie  hath  no  drowning  Mark  upon  him;  his  Complexion  is 
perfe(%  Gallows.  Stand  faft,  good  Fate^  to  his  hanging; 
inake  the  Rope  of  his  Deftiny  our  Cable,  for  our  own  doth 
little  Advantage :  If  he  be  not  born  to  be  hang'd,  our  Cafe 
is  miferable.  [Exit. 

Enter  Boatjwawi 
BMtf.  Down  with  the  Top-Maft :   Yare,   lower,  lower ; 

bring  her  to  try  with  Main-courfe.     A  Plague — -^ «-^ 

A  crj  within.     Enter  Sebaftian,  Anthonio  and  Gonzalo. 
upon  this  Howling :  They  are  louder  than  the  Weather,  or 
our  OflSce.     Yet  again?  What  do  you  here?  Shall  we  give 
o'er  and  drown  ?  Have  you  a  Mind  to  fink  ? 

Sebdf.  A  pox  o*  your  Throat,  you  bawling,  blafphcmous, 
uncharitable  Dog. 

B$atf.  Work  you  then. 

•Ant.  Hang  Cur,  hang,  you  Whorefon  infolent  Noife- 
maker ;  we  are  lefs  afraid  to  be  drown'd  than  thou  art. 

Gonz^  rU  warrant  him  for  drowning,  though  the  Ship 
were  no  ftroHger  than  a  Nut-(hell,  and  as  leaky  as  an  un* 
ftanch'd  Wench. 

Boatf,  Lay  her  a  hold,  a  hold ;  fet  her  two  Courfes  off  to 
Sea  again,  lay  her  off. 

Enter  Mariners  wet. 
Mar.  AH  loft»  to  Prayers,  to  Prayers,  all  loft. 
Boatf.  What  muft  our  Mouths  be  cold  ? 
Gon.  The  King  and  Prince  are  at  Prayer^  let's  affift  theni^ 
ir  our  Cafe  is  s  tbeiw.   ^  "         ^^ 
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Sebaf.  I'm  out  of  Patience. 

^nu  We  are  meerly  cheated  of  our  Lives  bv  Drunkards," 
Thiswide-choptRafcal would  thou  might  ft  lye  drown- 
ing the  waftiing  of  tqn.  Tides. 

Gonz,.  He'll  be  hang'd  yer, 
Though  eveRy  Drop  of  Water  fwear  againft  it. 
And  gape  at  wid'ft  to  glut  him.      \A  confnfed Noife  within. 
I^ercy  on  us. 

We  Iplit,  we  fplit^  Farewel  my  Wife  and  Children, 
Farewel  Brother :  We  fplit,  we  fplit,  we  fplit. 

Ant.  Let's  all  fink  with  the  King. 

Seb.  Let's  take  leave  of  him.  [fi^it. 

Gonz,.  Now  would  I  give  a  thoufandpurlongs  of  Sea  for 
an  Acre  of  barren  Ground ;  Long  Heath,  brown  Furze,  any 
thing;  tl\e  Wills  ^bove  be  ^one^  but  I  would  fain  die  a  dry 
Death.  i^xitf 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Pro/pero  and  Miranda. 

Mira*  if  by  your  Art  (my  deareft  Father)  you  have 
Put  the  wild  Waters  in  this  Roar,  allay  them : 
The  Sky  it  feems  would  pour  down  ftinking  Pitch, 
But  that  thq  Sea^  mounting  to  the  Welkins  Cheek* 
Daflies  the  Fire  out.     Oh !  I  have  fuffered 
With  thofe  that  I  fa w  fuffer ;  A  brave  Veflel 
(Who  had,  no  doubt,  fome  noble  Creature  in  her) 
Dafli'd  all  to  Pieces.     Oh  f  the  Cry  did  knock 
Againft  ipy  very  Heart :  Poor  Souls,  they  perifli'd. 
Had  I  been  any  God  of  Power,  I  would 
Have  funk  the  Sea  within  the  Earth,  or  e'er 
It  ihould  the  good  Ship  fo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  fraughting  Souls  within  her. 

Pro.  Becojlefted; 
No  more  Amazei^ent ;  tell  your  piteous  Hearty' 
Thjerc's  no  harm  done. 

Mira.  Q  wo,  the  Day. 

Pro.  No  harm.  « 

I  have  done  nothing  but  in  Care  of  thee 
(Of  thee  my  dear  one,  thee  my  Daughter)  who 
Art  ignorant  of  what  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Pf  yrhencc  I  amj  nor  that  I  am  more  better 

B  J  tV 
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Than  ?roJpero\  Maftcr  of  a  full  poor  Ccll» 
And  thy  no  greater  Father, 

Mira.  More  to  know 
Pid  never  meddle  with  my  Thoughts. 

Pro.  'Tis  true, 
I  ihould  inform  thee  farther.    Lend  thy  Hand, 
•  And  pluck  my  magick  Garment  from  me :  So ! 
Lye  there  my  Art.    \yipe  thou  thine  Eyes,  have  Comfort^ 
The  direful  Spedacle  of  the  Wrack,  which  touched 
The  very  Virtue  of  Compaffion  in  thee, 
I  have  with  fuch  Compaffion  in  mine  Art 
So  fafely  order'd,  that  there  is  no  Soul  loft. 
No  not  fo  much  Perdition  as  an  Hair 
Betide  to  any  Creature  in  the  Veffel 
Which  thou  heard-ft  cry,  which  thou  faw*ft  fink; 
Sit  down»  for  thou  muft  now  know  farther. 

Mira.  You  have  often 
Begun  to  tell  me  what  I  am>  but  ftopt. 
And  left  me  to  the  bootlefs  Inquifition ; 
Concluding,  Stay ;  not  yet. 

Pro.  The  Hour's  now  come. 
The  very  Minute  bids  thee  ope  thine  Ear, 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.     Canft  thou  remember 
A  time  before  we  came  unto  this  Cell  ? 
I  do  not  chink  thou  canft,  for  then  thou  waft  not 
Out  three  Years  old. 

Mira.  Certainly,  Sir,  I  can. 

Pro.  By  what  ?  by  any  other  Houft,  or  Perfon  ? 
Of  any  thing  the  Image,  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  Remembrance. 

Mira.  *Tis  far  oflF; 
And  rather  like  a  Dream,  than  an  Affurance 
That  my  Remembrance  warrants.    Had  I  not 
Four  or  five  Women  onfce  that  tended  me  ? 

Pro.  Thou  hadft,  and  more,  Miranda :  But  how  is  it 
That  this  lives  in  thy  Mind  ?  What  feeft  thou  elfe 
In  the  dar^backwara  and  Abyfine  of  Time? 
If  thou  remembreft  ought  e*er  thou  cam'ft  here. 
How  thou  cam*ft  htre^thou  may*ftf 

Mira.  But  that  I  do  not* 

frg.  Twelve  Year  fiflce«  MiramLh  twdve  Year  fince 

^        Thy 
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Thy  Father  was  the  Duke  of  Millan,  and 
A  Prince  of  Power. 

Mira.  Sir,  are  not  you  my  Father  i 

Tro.  Thy  Mother  was  a  piece  of  Virtuei  and 
She  faidthou  waft  my  Daughter,  and  thy  Father 
Was  Duke  of  Millan,  and  his  only  Heir, 
And  Princefs ;  no  worfe  ifTu'd. 

Mira.  O  the  Heavens, 
*What  foul  Play  had  we  that  we  came  from  thence? 
Or  bleffed  was't  we  did  ? 

Pro.  Both,  both,  my  Girl: 
By  foul  Play  (as  thou  fayeft)  were  we  heav'd  thencei 
But  blefledly  holp  hither. 

Mira.  O  my  Heart  bleeds 
To  think  o'th'  teene  that  I  have  turn'd  you  to. 
Which  is  from  my  Remembrance*    Pleafe  you,  farther. 

Pro.  My  Brother  and  thy  Uncle,  calPd  Anthomoi 
I  pray  theje  mark  me,  that  a  Brother  (hould 
Be  fo  perfidious !  He,  whom  next  thy  felf 
Of  alt  the  World  I  lov*d,  and  to  him  put 
The  Manage  of  my  State ;  as  at  that  time 
Through  all  the  Signories  it  was  the  firft. 
And  Projpero  the  prime  Duke,  being  fo  reputed 
In  Dignity ;  and  for  the  Liberal  Arts, 
Without  a  Parallel ;  thofe  being  all  my  Study  ; 
The  Government  I  caft  upon  my  Brother, 
And  to  my  State  grew  Stranger,  being  tranfported 
And  rapt  in  fecret  Studies.     Thy  falfe  Uncle, 
CDoft  thou  attend)  ? 

Mira.  Sir,  moft  heedfully. 

Pro.  Being  once  perfeded  how  to  grant  Suits, 
*    How  to  deny  them ;  whom  t^^dvance,  and  whom 
To  trafli  for  over-topping ;  new  created 
The  Creatures  that  were  mine,  I  fay,  or  changed  *tm\ 
Or  elfe  new  form'd  'em ;  having  both  the  Key 
Of  Officer  and  Office,  fet  all  Hearts  o'ch*  Sute 
To  what  Tune  pleas'd  his  Ear,  that  now  he  was 
The  Ivy  which  had  hid  my  princely  Trunk,  .{ 

And  fuckt  my  Verdure  out  otft:  Thou  attcnd[ft  not?    1 

Mird.  O  good  Sir,  I  do.  1 

fr«,  I  pray  thee  maAme: 

B  4  1 
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I  thus  negkAiog  worldly  Ends,  al|  dedicate4 

To  Clofenefs,  and  the  bettering  of  mv  Mipd 

With  that  which  but  by  beinp  retirecl 

O'cr-priz'd  all  popular  rate ;  in  my  falfe  Brother 

A^ak'd  an  evil  Nature,  and  my  Truft, 

Like  a  good  Parents  did  beget  of  him  ' 

A  Falihood  in  its  contrary,  as  great  / 

As  my  Truft  was ;  whicn  had  indeed  no  Limit, 

A  Confidence  fans  bound*    He  being  thus  Lprded» 

^ot  only  with  what  my  Revenue  ymded. 

But  what  my  Power  might  elfe  txz6t ;  like  on^ 

Who  having  into  Truth,  by  telling  of  it. 

Made  fuch  a  Sinner  of  his  Memory 

To  credit  his  own  Lie^  he  did  beueve 

He  was  indeed  the  Duke,  out  o'th*  Subftitution 

And  executmg  th' outward  Face  of  Royalty 

With  s|Il  Prerogative^    Hence  his  Ambition  growing ;, 

Doft  thou  hear? 

Mira.  Your  Tale,  Sir*  would  cure  Deafnefs. 

Pro.  To  have  no  Screen  between  this  Part  he  plaidj^ 
And  him  he  plaid  it  for;  he  needs  will  be  ' 

Abfolute  MiiUn ;  me^  poor  Man,  my  Library 
Was  Dukedom  large  enough;  of  temporal  Royalties 
fie  thinks  me  now  incapable^    Confederates 
(So  dry  he  was  for  Sway)  wi'  th'  King  of  NapUs 
To  give  him  annual  Tribute,  do  him  Homage, 
Subjeft  his  Coronet  to  his  Crown,  and  bend 
The  Dukedom  yet  unbow'd  (alas  poor  Millan  /J| 
.To  much  ignoble  ftooping. 

Mira.  Oh  the  Heav'ns  \ 

Pro.  Mark  his  Condition,  and  th*  Event,  then  tell  n\c 
If  this  might  be  a  Brother. 

Mira.  lihould  (in» 
To  think  but  nobly  of  my  Grand-mother; 
Good  Wombs  have  born  bad  Sons. 

Pro.  Now  the  Condition : 
This  King  of  Nicies  being  an  Enemy 
To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  my  Brother's  Suit; 
Which  was.  That  he  in  lieu  o*  th'  Premifes, 
Of  Homage  and  I  know  not  how  much  Tribute^  . 
Should  prefently  extirpate  me  and  nine 
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Out  of  the  Dukedom,  and  confer  fair  MiUan^ 
With  all  the  Honours,  on  my  Brother.     Whereqp 
A  treacherous  Army  levy'd,  one  Mid-night 
Fated  to  th'turpofe,  did  ^nthonio  open 
The  Gates  oi  Millanj  and  i'th'dead  of  Darkncfs 
The  Minifter  for  th'Purpofe  hurry 'd  thence 
Me,  and  thy  crying  felf. 

Mira.  Alack  for  pity  I 
I  not  remembring  how  I  cry*d  out  theq 
Will  cry  it  o'er  again ;  it  is  a  hint 
That  wrings  mine  Eyes  to't. 

Pro.  Hear  a  little  further. 
And  then  I'll  bring  thee  to  the  prefent  Bufinefs 
Which  now'supon's,  without  the  which  this  Story 
Were  moft  inipertinentt 

Mir  a.  Wherefore  did  they  not 
That  Hour  deftroy  us  ? 

Pro.  Well  demanded.  Wench; 
My  Tale  provokes  that  Queftion.    Dear,  they  durft  not  j 
So  dear  the  Love  my  People  bore  me :  Nor  fet 
A  Mark  fo  bloody  on  the  Bufinefs;  but 
With  Colours  fairer  painted  their  foul  Ends. 
In  few;  they  hurry'd  us  aboard  a  Bark, 
Bore  us  fonje  Leagues  to  Sea,  where  they  prepared 
A  rotten  Carcafs  of  a  Boat,  not  rigg'd. 
Nor  Tackle,  nor  Sail,  nor  Maft;  the  very  Rats 
Inftindively  had  quit  it :  There  they  hoift  us 
To  cry  to  th'  Sea  that  roar'd  to  iw|  to  figh 
To  th'  Winds,  whofe  Pity  fighing  back  again 
Did  us  biit  loving  Wrong. 

Mira.  Alack  J  what  Trouble 
Was  I  then  to  you  ? 

Pro.  O!  a  Cherubim 
Tl^ou  waft  that  did  preferve  me:  Thou  didft  fmjie, 
Infufed  with  a  Fortitude  from  Heav'n, 
When  I  have  deck*d  the  Sea  with  Drops  full  fait. 
Under  my  Burthen  groan'd,  which  rais'd  in  me 
An  undergoing  Stomach,  to  bear  up 
Againft  what  fhould  enfue.  '| 

Mira.  How  came  we  a-fliorc  ?  I 

Pro.  By  Providence  divine  if 
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Some  Food  we  had>  and  fbme  frefh  Water,  that 

A  noble  Neapolitan  GonK,aUj 

Out  of  his  Charity  (who  being  then  appointed 

Matter  of  tl^is  Defign)  did  give  US:»  with 

Rich  Garments,  Linnens,  Stuffs,  and  Neceflaries 

Which  fince  have  fteeded  much.    So  of  his  Gentleneis, 

Knowing  I  lov'd  my  Books,  he  furniih*d  me 

From  mine  own  Library,  with  Volumes,  that 

J  prize  above  my  Dukedom. 

Mir.  Would  I  might 
But  ever  fee  that  Man. 

Pro.  Now  I  arife, 
Sit  flill,  and  hear  the  lafl  of  our  Sea-forrow. 
Here  in  this  Ifland  we  arriv*d,  and  here 
Have  I,  thy  School-mafterj  made  thee  more  profit 
•Than  other  Princes  can,  that  have  more  Time 
For  vainer  Hours,  and  Tutors,  not  fo  careful. 

Mira.  Heav'ns  thank  you  for't^  And  now  I  pray  you,  Sir^ 
(For  ftill  'tis  beating  in  my  Mind)  your  Keafon 
For  raifing  this  Sea-ftorm? 

Pro.  Know  thus  far  forth. 
By  Accident  moft  ftrange,  bountiful  Fortune 
(Now  my  dear  Lady)  hath  mine  Enemies 
Brought  to  this  Shore:  And  by  my  Prefcience 
I  find,  my  Zenith  doth  depend  upon 
A  moft  aufpitious  Star,  whofe  Influence 
If  now  I  court  not,  butomit,  my  Fortunes 
Will  ever  after  droop  :%lere  ceafe  more  Queftions, 
,Thou  art  inclin'd  to  fleep.    'Tis  a  good  Dulnefs, 
And  give  it  way;  I  know  thou  canft  not  chufe* 
Come  away.  Servant,  come;  I  am  ready  now, 
Approach,  my  Ariel.    Come. 

Enter  Ariel. 

Art.  All  hail,  great  Matter,  grave  Sir,  hail !  I  come 
To  anfwer  thy  beft  Pleafure.     Be  it  to  fly ; 
To  fwim,  to  dive  into  the  Fire;  to  ride 
0n  the  curl'd  Clouds :  To  thy  ftrong  biddfng,  task 
Ariely  and  all  his  (Quality. 

Pro.  Haft,  thou.  Spirit, 
perform'd  to  point  the  Tempeft  that  I  bad  thee  ? 

Ari.  To  ?vcry  Article. 
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I  boarded  the  King's  Ship:  Now  on  the  Beak, 
Now  in  the  Wafte,  the  Deck,  in  every  Cabin, 
I  flam^  Amazement.   Sometimes  I'ld  dividi?. 
And  jburn  in  many  Places ;  on  the  Top*maft» 
The  Yards  and  Bolt-fprit>  would  I  flame  diftinflJy:^ 
Then  meet,  and  join.    Jw^s  Lightning,  the  Precurfers 
0*th'  dreadful  Thunder-claps  more  momentary 
And  Sight  out-running  were  not;  the  Fire  and  Cracks 
Of  fulphurous  roaring,  the  imoft  mighty  Neptune 
Seem  to  befiege,  and  make  his  bold  Waves  tremblf) 
Yea,  his  dread  Trident  (hake. 

Pro.  My  brave  Spirit. 
Who  was  fo  firm,  fo  conftant,  that  this  Coyl 
Would  not  infed  his  ReafimJ 

jiru  Not  a  Sou] 
But  felt  a  Feaver  of  the  mad^  and  plaid 
Some  Tricks  of  Defperation :  All  but  Mariners 
Plung'd  in  the  foaming  Brine,  and  quit  the  VefTel, 
Then  all  a*fire  with  me :  The  King's  Son  Ferdinand 
With  Hair  up-ftaring  Cthen  like  Reeds,  not  Hair) 
Was^  the  firft  Man  that  leapt :  cry'd  Hell  is  empty»  and 
AIL  the  Devils  are  here. 

Pro.  Why  that's  my  Spirit : 
But  was  not  this  nigh  Shore  ? 

jiri.  Clofe  by,  my  Maftcr. 

Pro.  But  are  they,  uiriely  fafe  ? 

Arip  Not  a  Hair  perifiied : 
On  their  fuftaining  Garments  not  a  Blemifh, 
But  frefheir  than  before*     And  as  thou  badfl  me, 
In  Troops  I  have  difpers'd  them  'bout  the  Ifle: 
The  King's  Son  have  I  landed  by  himfelf. 
Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  Air  with  Sighs, 
In  an  odd  Ande  of  the  Ifle,  and  fitting. 
His  Arms  in  t^is  fad  Knot. 

Pro.  Of  the  Krag's  Ship, 
The  Murinen,  fay  how  thou  haft  difpos'd. 
And  all  the  reft  o'th'  Fleet? 

jiri.  Safely  in  Harbour, 
Is  the  Kmg^  Ship;  in  the  deep  Nook,  where  once 
Thou  call'dft  me  up  at  Midnight,  to  fetch  Dew 
fropi  the  ^-y%7xn§rm9tlpf^  there  ihe^  hid: 
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The  Mariners  all  under  Hatches  ftowed. 

Who,  with  a  Charm  jpin'd  to  their  fuffered  Labour^ 

I  have  left  afleep;  and  for  the  reft  o'th'  Fleet 

(Which  I  difpers*d)  they  all  have  met  again. 

And  are  upon  the  Mediterranean  Flote, 

Bojind  fadly  home  for  Naples^ 

Suppofing  that  they  faw  the  King's  Ship  wrackt. 

And  his  great  Perfon  periQi. 

Pro.  ^rfel,  thy  Charge 
Exaftly  is  perform'd ;  but  there's  more  Work ; 
What  is  the  Time  o'th'  Day? 

^ri.  Part  the  mid  Seafbn. 

Pro.  At  leaft  two  Glaffcs :  The  time  'twixt  fix  and  now 
Muft  by  us  both  be  fpent  moft  precioufly. 

^ri.  Is  there  more  Toil?  Since  thou  doft  give  mePains^ 
Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promis'd. 
Which  is  not  yet  performed  me. 

Pro.  How  now?  moodie? 
What  is'c  thou  can  ft  4^mand? 

-/*-/.  My  Liberty. 

Pro.  Before  the  time  be  out?  No  more. 

u4ri.  I  prcthee 
Remember  I  have  done  thee  worthy  Service, 
Told  thee  no  Lies,  made  thee  no  Miftakingf,  ferv'd 
Without  or  Grudge,  or  Grumblings;  thou  didft  proii^ife 
To  bate  me  a  full  Year. 

Pro.  Doft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  Torment  I  did  free  thee?  ^ri.  No, 

Pro.  Thou  doft ;  and  thinkeft  it  much  to  tread  the 
Doze  of  the  fait  Deep ; 
To  run  upon  the  fliarp  Wind  of  the  North, 
To  do  me  Bufinefs  in  the  Veins  o'th*  Earth 
When  it  is  bak'd  with  Froft. 

^ri.  I  do  nor.  Sir. 

Pro.  Thou  lieft,  malignant  Thing:  Haft  thou  forgot 
The  foul  Witch  Sycoraxj  who  with  Age  and  Envy 
\Vas  grown  into  a  Hoop  ?  Haft  thou  forgot  her  ? 
^^n.  No,  Sir. 
^Pro.  Thou  haft:  Where  was  fhe  born?  fpeak;  t^l]  xx^fu 

jtri.  Sir,  in  Argier. 

Pro.  Ob»  ^as  (he  fo:  I  muft 
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Once  in  a  Month  recount  what  thou  haft  been^' 
Which  thou  forgetft.    This  damn*d  Witch  SjcordM 
For  Mifbhiefs  ifnanifold,  and  Sorceries  too  terrible 
To  enter  hun^an  Hearing,  from  Jitgier 
Thou  know*ft  was  baniih'd :  For  pne  thing  (he  did 
They  would  not  take  her  Life^    Is  tlot  this^  true  \ 

Aru  Av,  Sir.  '         ^ 

Trtii  Tnis  bliie-ey'd  Hag  was  hither  brought  with  Childi 
And  here  was  left  byth*  Sailors;  thou  my  Slave,    • 
As  thou  report'ft  thy  felf,  waft  then  her  Servant. 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  Spirit  too  delicate 
To  ad  her  earthy  and  abhor*d  Commands, 
Refufing  her  grand  Hefts»  fhe  did  confine  thee. 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  Minifters, 
And  irif  her  moft  unmittigable  Kage, 
Into  a  cloven  Pyne;  within  which  Rift 
Imprifon'd>  thou  didft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  Years;  within  which  Space  (he  dy*d. 
And  left  thee  tKere :  Where  thou  didft  vent  thy  Groans  ^ 
As  faft  as  Mill  Wheels  ftrike.     Then  was  this  Ifland 
(Save  for  the  Son  that  (he  did  litter  here 
A  fifekel'd  Whelp,  hag-born)  not  hoiiour'd  with 
A  human  Shape. 

Aru  Yes ;  Caliban  her  Son. 

Pro.  Dull  Thing,  I  (ay  fo:  He,  that  CaUban 
Whom  now  I  keep  in  Service.     Thou  beft  know'ft 
What  Torment  I  did  find  thee  in ;  thy  Groans 
Did  make  Wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  the  Breafts 
Of  ever- angry  Bears;  it  was  a  Torment 
To  lay  upon  the  damn'd,  which  Sjcorax 
Could  not  again  undo:  It  was  mine  Art, 
When  I  arrived,  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape 
The  Pyne,  and  let  thee  our. 

Ari.  I  thank  thee,  Mafter. 

Pro.  If  thou  more  murmur'fti  I  will  *  rend  ftn  Oak 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  Entrails,  'till 
Thou  haft  howl'd  away  twelve  Winters. 

Ari.  Pardbn,  Mafter* 
I  will  be  correfpondciot  to  Command, 
And  do  my  Spriting  gently. 

Pro.  Do  fo:  And  jSter  two  Days 
K  will  difcharge  thce^ 
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Art.  That's  my  noble  Mafter: 
What  (hall  I  do?  Say  what?  What  fhall  I  do? 

Pro.  Go  make  thy  fclf  like  to  a  Njrmph  o*th*  SeaJ 
fie  fubjed  to  no  Sight  but  thine^  and  mine:  Invifible 
To  every  Eye-ball  elfe.     Go  take  this  Shape> 
And  hither  come  in't :  Go,  hence 
.With  Diligence.  lExitl 

Pre.  Awake>  dear  Heart  awake,  thou  baft  flept  weUji 
Awake* 

Mir  a.  The  Straogcnefs  of  your  Story  put 
Heavinefs  in  me« 

Pro.  Shake  it  ofiF:  Come  on>  - 

Well  vifit  Cdliban^  my  Slave,  who  never 
yields  us  kind  Anfwer. 

Aiira.  'Tis  a  Villain^  Sir^  I  do  not  love  to  look  00* 
Pro.  But  as  'tis 
V/e  cannot  mifs  him :  He  does  make  our  Fires 
Fetch  in  our  Wood,  and  ferves  Offices 
That  profit  us*    What  hoa !  Slave !  CaUbanl 
|Thou  Earth  thou!  fpeak* 

Cdl.  {within.)  There's  Wood  enough  withinJ 
Pro.  Come  forth,  I  fay,  there's  other  jBufinefs  for  thee  t 
Come  thou  Tortoys,  when  ? 

Enter  Ariel  like  a  Wdter^Nyn^bk 
Fine  Apparition :  My  quaint  Ariel^ 
Heark  in  thine  Ean 

Ari.  My  Lord,  it  (hall  be  done*  [Exit^ 

Pro.  Thou  poifonous  Slave,  got  by  the  Devil  himfelf 
.Upon  thy  wicked  Dam ;  come  forth. 

Emer  Caliban. 
Cal.  As  wicked  Dew»  as  e'er  my  Mother  bruih*d 
With  Ravens  Feather  from  unwholfome  Fen, 
Drop  on  you  both :  A  South- weft  blow  on  ye^ 
And  blifter  you  all  o'er. 

Pro.  For  this,  be  fure,  to  Night  thou  (halt  have  CraiilpS) 
Side-ftitches,  that  ihall  pen  thy  Breath  up.  Urchins 
Shall  for  that  wafte  of  Night,  that  they  may  work 
All  Exercife  on  thee :  Thou  flialt  be  pinch'd   • 
As  thick  as  Hony-comh,  each  Pinch  more  ftingiog 
^Tban  Bees  that  made  *em.  . 
CkU  I  muft  eat  my  Dtooer; 
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This  Ifland's  mine  by  Sycorax  my  Mother, 

Which  thou  tak'ft  from  me.    When  thou  ameft  firft 

Thou  flroak*dft  me,  and  mad'ft  much  of  me ;  Would'ft  give  mt 

Water  with  Berries  in't;  And  teach  me  how 

To  name  the  bigger  Light,  and  how  the  le& 

That  burn  by  Day  and  Night:  And  then  I  lov'dthee^ 

And  fhewed  thee  all  the  Qualities  o*  the  Ifle^ 

The  frefh  Springs^  Brine-pits ;  barren  Place  and  fertile. 

Curs'd  be  I  that  I  did  fo  f  All  the  Charms 

OFSjfcorax;  Toads,  Beetles,  Bats  light  on  you  I  - 

For  I  am  all  the  Subjeds  that  you  have, 

Which  firft  was  mine  own  King:  And  here  you  fty  me 

In  this  hard  Rock,  whiles  you  do  keep  from  me 

The  reft  of  the  Ifland. 

Pro.  Thou  moft  lying  Slave, 
Whom  Stripes  "may  move,  not  Kindnefs;  I  have  usM  thee 
(Filtbas  thou  art)  with  human  Care,  and  lodg'd 
In  mine  own  Cell,  *till  thou  didft  feek  to  violate 
The  Honour  of  my  Child. 

Cat.  Oh  ho,  oh  ho,  would't  had  been  done ! 
Thou  didft  prevent  me,  I  had  peopPd  ^Ife 
This  Hie  with  CaUhans. 

Mira.  Abhorred  Slave, 
Which  any  Print  of  Goodnefs  will  not  take^ 
Being  capable  of  all  111:  I  pitied  thee. 
Took  Pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee  each  Hour 
One  thing  or  other:  When  thou  didft  not.  Savage, 
Know  thine  own  Mining ;  but  wouldft  gabble,  like 
A  thing  moft  bruitifti,  I  cndowM  thy  Purpofes 
With  Words  that  made  them  known.    But  thy  vile  Race 
(Tho'  thou  didft  learn)  bad  that  in*t,  which  good  Natorei 
Could  not  abide  to  be  with;  therefore  waft  thou 
Defervedly  confined  into  this  Kock,  who  hadft 
Dcfcrv'd  more  than  a  Prifon. 

Cat.  You  taught  me  Language,  and  my  Profit  oo'c 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe:  The  Ked-plague  rid  you 
For  learning  me  your  Language. 

Pro.  Hag-feed,  hence  f 
Fetch  us  in  FeweL  and  be  quickt  thou  wer^t  beft 
To  anfwer  other BufindTsr  Shrug^ft  tHoti^  Malice? 
If  thou  ncgleaH^*  or  doft  unwilUzttly  - 
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What  I  commandy  111  rack  thee  with  old  Cramps,' 
Fill  all  thy  Bones  with  Aches,  make  thee  roar» 
[T^e  ^ealts  ihall  tremble  at  thy  dim 

OU.  No,  'pray  thee. 
I  muft  obey,  his  Art  is  of  fuch  Pow'r, 
It  would  control  my  Dam's  God  Setcbos^ 
And  make  a  Vaflal  of  him. 

Pro.  So  Slave,  hence*  [Exit  Odibaili 

Enter  Ferdinand,  and  Ariel  invifibUy  fUying  and  finding. 
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Come  unto  thefe  yellow  Sands^ 
And  then  take  Hands : 
Curffied  when  j  oh  have,  and  kjfij 
The  wild  Waves  whift; 
Foot  itfeatlj  here  and  there,  andjweet  Sprights  bear 

The  Burthen.  [Burthen  difperfedly* 

Hark^  hark^  bough^ovawgh :  The  Watch^Dogs  barl^ 
£ough'Wawgh. 
Ari.  Harl^  harl^Ihear  the  Strain  offtrjutting  Chanticlere» 
Cry  Cock^adoodle-do 

Fer.  Where  fliould  this  Mufick  be  ?  Fth'Air,  Or  th'Earth  ? 
It  founds  no  more:  And  fqre  it  waits  upon 
Some  God  o'th*'  Ifland,  fitting  on  a  Bank, 
Weeping^  againft  the  King  my  Father's  Wrack. 
This  Mufick  crept  by  me  upon  the  Waters, 
Allaying  both  their  Fury,  jand  my  Paffion 
With  its  fweet  Air :  Thence  I  have  foUow'd  it. 
Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather;  but  'tis  gone. 
Ko,  it  begins  again. 

ARIEL'S    SONG. 

Full  Fathom  Jive  thy  Father  lyes 
Of  his  Bones  are  Coral  made  t 
Thofe  are  Pearls  that  were  his  Eyes^ 
Nothing  of  him  that  dothfade^ 
But  dothjuffer  a  Sea-change, 
Into  fimething  rich,  andftrange.  : 
SeOfifjmpbs  hourly  ring  his  iSfofL 

[Burthen:  Didg-dong<r 
. .  Harkjnow  /  hitr  tbom.  ^ng^dong  HolL 
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hr.  The  Ditty  does  remember  my  drowned  Father; 
^his  is  no  mortal  Bufinefs,  nor  no  Sound 
That  the  £arth  owes  t  I  hear  it  now  above  me. 

Prd.  The  fringed  Curtains  of  thine  Eye  advance* 
And  fay  what  thou  fce'ft  yond. 

A^ird^  What  is*t,   a  Spirit  ? 
Lord,  how  it  looks  about !  Believe  me»  Sir^ 
It  carries  a  brave  Form.     But  'tis  a  Spirit. 

Pro.  No  Wench,  it  eats,  and  flcepSj  and  hath  fuch  Scnfci 
As  we  have ;  fuch.  This  Gallant  which  thou  fceft 
Was  in  the  Wreck :  And  but  he*s  fomething  ftain'd 
With  Grief  ^chat's  Beauty's  Canker)  thou  |night'<l:  call  him 
A  goodly  Perfon*   He  hath  loft  his  Fellows^ 
And  ftrays  about  to  find  'enu 

Mira.  I  might  call  him 
A  thing  divine,  for  nothing  natural  j' 

I  ever  faw  fo  noble* 

Proi,  It  goes  on,  I  fee^ 
As  my  Soul  prompts  it:  Spirit,  fine  Spirit,  I'll  free  thee 
Within  two  Days  for  this^ 

Fer.  Moft  fure  the  6oddeis 
On  whom  thefe  Ayres  attends    Vouchfafe  my  Pray'r 
May  know,  if  you  remain  upon  this  Ifland,  • 

And  that  you  will  fome  good  InftruSion  give- 
How  I  may  bear  me  here :  My  prime  Kequeft 
^  Which  I  do  laft  pronounce)  is,  O  you  Wondei^ 
If  you  be  made,  or  no?  ^ 

Mira.  No  Wonder,  Sir^ 
But  certainly  a  Maid. 

Per.  My  Language  I  Heavens  I 
I  am  the  heA  of  them  that  fpeak  this  Speech^ 
Were  I  but  where  *tis  fpofccn^ 

Prd.  How?  thebeft? 
^What  wer't  thou  if  the  King  of  Ni^ks  hettd  tWfci 

Fer.  A  fingle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wonders 
To  hear  thee  fpeak  of  J>T^s.    He  does  hear  me; 
And  that  he  does,  I  weept  My  felf  am  Ni^bSf 
Who,  with  mine  Eyes  (never  fince  at  Bbb)  beheld 
The  King  my  Father  wrackt*   - 

Mira.  Alack,  for  Mercy* 

fer.  Yeg  &iih,  aadalilvsJjonk,  the  Duie  oiMOim 
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.    And  his  brave  Soib  being  twain. 

Pro.  ThtDvkt^ MilUn 
And  his  more  braver  Daughter  could  control!  thel^ 
If  now  'ewcre  fit  to  do't :  At,the  firft  Sight 
They  have  chang'd  Eyes:  Delicate  -rfriW, 
PU  (et'thee  free  for  this.     A  Word,  good  Sir, 
I  fear  you  have  done  yoiur  felf  fonhe  Wrong:  A  Word.' 

Mira.  Why  fpeaks  my  Father  fo  ungently  ?  This 
Is  the  third  Man  that  e'er  I  faw  i^  the  hrft 
That  e'er  I  iigh'd  for :  Pity  movie  my  Father 
To  be  enclin*d  my  way. 
•  Fer.  O,  if  a  Virgin, 

And  your  AiFe^ion  not  gone  forth ;  I'H  make  yovt 
The  Queen  of  Nkples. 

Pre.  Soft  Sir,  one  Word  more^ 
They  are  both  in  eichersPow'r :  But  this  fwift  Bufinefs* 
I  muft  uneaHe  make>  left  too  light  winning 
Make  the  Prize  light.     One  Word  more;  I  charge  theo 
That  thou  attend  me ;  thou  doft  here  ufurp 
The  Name  thou  ow*ft  not,  and  haft  put  thy  felf 
Upon  this  Ifland>  as  a  Spy,  to  win  it 
Fromme>  the  Lord  on'r« 

Fer.  No,  as  I  am  a  Man. 

Mira.  There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  fucb  a  Templet 
If  the  ill  Spirit  have  fo  hit  an  Houfe, 
Good  thiags  will  ftriye  to  ^d well  with't. 

Pro.  Follqprme. 
Speak  not  you  for  him :  He*s  a  Traitor*    Come, 
ril  manacle  thy  Neck  and  Feet  together; 
Sea-^wtter  ftialt  thou  drink,!  thy  Food  ftiall  be 
The  frefti-broQJc  Mufcles,  withered  Roots,  and  Hu^s 
Wherein  the  Acorn  cradled*.   Follow. 

Per.  No, 
I  will  refift  fuch  Ent^inment,  'till 
Mine  Enemy  has  more^  PowV. 

[He  draivs^.  dnd  is  charmed  frrnn  moving. 

Mira.  O  dear  Father, :      . 
Make  not  too  nfh.  a  Trial  of  him,;  for 
He's  gentle,  and  not  fearful.    .       . 

Pro.  What  I  fay, 

Ajkt  Fobt'my  Tt]tof?:PuVdqr  Swcnid^^^^  * 

;  mko  mak'ft  a  Shew^  but  ffo'ft  aot  fbrike.;  thy.Cqofi^ieace 
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ts  poffeft  with  Guilt :  Come  from  thy  Ward, 

For  I  can  here  difarm  thee  with  this  oticlr^ 

And  make  thy  Weapon  drop.  .  , 

Mira.  Befeech  you.  Father^ 

Pro.  Hence :  Hang  not  on  my  Garments^ 

Mira,  Sir,  have  Pity }  "  ' 

I'll  be  his  Surety. 

Pro.  Silence:  One  Word  mote 
Shall  make  me  chide  theci  if  not  hate  thee*    What*  ^       '  *^ 
An  Advocate  for  an  Impoftor?  Hufh !  \\ 

Thou  tkink'ft  there  ate  no  more  fucb  Shapes  as  he,      '  *  '  p 
(Having  feen  but  him  and  Caliban)  fooliih  Wench»         ^  ^^ 
To  th'  moft  of  Men  this  is  a  Caliban^ 
And  they  to  him  are  Angeb. 

Mira.  My  AfiFeftions 
Are  then  moft  humble:  I  have  no  Ambition 
To  fee  a  goodlier  Man. 

Proi  Come  on^  obey  i 
Thy  Nerves  are  in  their  Infancy  agatn^ 
And  have  no  Vigour  in  them. 

Fer.  So  they  are : 
My  Spirits,  as  in  a  Dream,  are  all  bound  upw  -  ^ 

My  Father's  lofs,  the  Weaknefs  which  I  feel,  '  " 

The  Wrack  of  all  my  Friends,  and  this  Man's  Tj^ts}      "" 
To  whom  I  ani  fubdfu'd,  are  but  light  to  me,  * 

Might  I  but  through  my  Prifon  once  a  Day 
Behold  this  Maid :  All  Comtts  «!fe  o-  th'  EartK 
Let  Liberty  make  ufe  of;  Space  enough 
Have  I,  in  fuch  a  Prifon*  ■ 

Pro.  It  works :  Come  on. 
Thou  haft  done  well,  fine  ArieU  Follow^tet? 
Hark  what  thou  clfe  fhalt  do  me*  ' 

Mita:  Be  of  Comfbrt, 
Mv  Father's  of  a  better  Nature,  Sir,]  ^ 

Than  he  appears  by  Speech :  This  is  unwonted 
Which  now  came  from  him. 

Pro.  Thou  ftialt  be  as  free 
As  Mountain  Winds;  but  then  exaAly  do 
All  Points  of  my  Command.  ^ 

-A^'.  •Tath*  Syllable. -:/  » 

Pro.  Come  follow:  Speak  not  fee  lum;     ^        VEteainiu. 
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A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E    L 

Eft^er  Alonfoy  Sebaftian>  Anthonio,  Gonzalo,  AdriaDj 

Francifco,  and  others. 

OoHXn  "15  Efecch  you  Sir,  be  merry ;  You  have  Caufe, 

D  (So  have  we  all)  of  Joy;  for  our  Efcape 
Is  much  beyood  our  Lofs ;  our  Hint  of  Wo 
Is  common,  every  Day,  fome  Sailor's  Wife, 
The  Matters  of  fome  Merchant,  and  the  Merchant 
Have  juft  our  Theam  of  Wo:  But  for  the  Miracle, 
(I  mean  our  Prefervation)  few  ip  Millions 
Can  ipeak  like  us :  Then  wifely,  good  Sir,  weigh 
Our  Sorrow  with  our  Comfort. 

jilon.  Pre^hee  Peace. 

Seb.  He  receives  Comfort  like  cold  Porridge. 

jint.  The  Vifitor  will  not  give  o'er  fo. 

Seb.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  Watch  of  his  Wit,^ 
By  and  by  it  will  ftrike. 

Con.  Sir. 

Seb.  On:  TelL 

Gon.  When  every  Grief  is  entertained  ' 
^That's  offered;  comes  to  the  Entertainer 

Seb,  A  Dollor. 

Con.  Dolour  comes  to  him  indeed,  you  have  fpoken  truer 
than  you  purpos'd. 

Seb.  You  have  taken  it  wifdier  than  I  meant  you  ihould. 

Gon.  Therefore,  my  hotdm 

Jim.  Fie,  what  a  Spend-thrift  is  he  of  his  Tongue  ? 

jUoh.  I  prethee  ipare. 

Con.  Well#  I  have  done;  But  yet-      ■  ■ 

Seb.  He  will  be  talking.. 

Anu  Which  of  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good  Wagflri 
Firft  begins  to  crow  ? 

Seb.  The  old  Cock. 

Ant.  The  Cockrell. 

Seb.  Done:  The  Wager? 

Ant.  A  Laughter.  « 

Seb.  A  Match. 

Adr.  Though  this  Iflaod  fteoB  to.bt^  dcfcrt  i     I  » 

Sib.  Ha^  hat  luu 
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[i&^  So :  You're  paid.  .^^' 

Mr^  Uninhabitable,  and  ahdoft  ioacceffibte^iin    ^  * 

^f*.  Yet.  .; 

jidr.  Yet — ^ 

-^f.  He  could  not  mifs't.  ■ 

Mr.  It  mufl  needs  be  o£  fufade,  >  mider^  afid  dkfidtt 

Temperance. 
^t.  Tcmp€raf9ce  w^s  a  delicate  Wepok. 
jTf^.  Ay,  and  a  fubtle,  as  he  moft  leainedly  4diycP«l* 
..<^.  The  Air  breathes  upon  us  Itere  moft  iweetly^ 
Seb,  As  if  it  had  Lungs^  and  rotten  ones.  -? 

^»^  Or,  as 'twere  perfumed  by  a  Frt;  :     . 

GoH.  Herei^s  every  thing  advantageous  «>  LiAJ  '^'^i 

.^f.  True,  fave  Means  to  live.  ^ 

&^.  Of  tnat  there's  none,  or  little.  ' 

€m.  How  Iu(h  and  lufty  the  Gnfs  iMbt 

How  green?  ^'  .        ^ 

-/&f.  The  Ground  indeed  is  tawny.  ,         , 

-y^^.  With  an  Eye  of  green  in'tp 
jiHf.  He  miflcs  not  much. 
Seb.  No:  He  doth  but  miftake  the  Titdk  Conly^ 
iSof$.  But  the  Rarity  of  it  is,  whic^is  im}l&Dd  wdl^li^ 

yond  Credit -. 

Seb.  As  many  voucht  Rarities  are^  '  •  '    ' 
Gen.  That  our  iSarments,  being  (as  they  ware) 

in  the  Sea,  hold  notwithftanding  t£eir4^rtAnie6  ami 

being  rather  new  dy'd  than  ftain^d  with  fidt  Witfar. 
^m.  If  but  one  of  his  Pockets  irould  ^^cdl^  ir^mtcl 

fay  he  lies? 
Seb.  Ay>  or  very  falfely  pocket  up  hif  Rtoort,     • 
Gon.  Methinks  oar  Garments  are  now  fes  trefll  as  vhel 

we  piit  them  on  firft  in  jtffrick^  ^^klAm^ 

King's  fair  Daughter  CUtribel,  to  di^  King  of  Timii^    -  '  - 
Seb.  'Twas  a  fweet  Man'iage,  and  ^w6'proiper  well  iHVMr 

Return.  ^         .■.!•.:.•      ■ ;;  ^''j  :r.     ■•■  i  ■  ;^*  7  ■ 

Mru  TmU  vits  never  grac'd  before  widi  fuch  a  Pariqj^ 

to  their  Queen.  '       ■'-        '•*  ' '\^1 

Gm.  Nor  iince  Widow  DhW^  ximir   •  •  *, 

Ane.  Widow?  a  Pox  o'dhstt  MoW  tflM'tlut  WMow 

in?  WidowDfiaf  '^  '•'■^'  ^  '  '<'^  '^^^  •'^' '  *^' "^ ':'•-' H! 

^  sa.  ^WlMt  if  lie  b(l^  Widto^ttvflM^         '  ^'-^^ 
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Good  Lord,  how  you  take  it  I 

jidr.  Widow  Did»y  faid  you?  You  make  me  ftud^  of 
chat :  She  was  of  Carthage j  not  of  Turns. 

Gm.  This  Tmis^  Sir,  was  Carthage^ 

jidri.  Carthage. 

€i9n.  I  aflujre  you  Carthage. 

Ant.  His  Word  is  more  than  the  miraculous  Harp^  - . 

Seb.  He  hath  rais'd.  the  Wall,  and  Houfes  too. 

Ant.  What  impoffible  noatte'r  will  he  make  eafie  ne;ct  ? 

Seb.  I  think  he  will  carry  this  Ifland  home  in  his  Pocket, 
tnd  give  it  his  Son  for  an  Apple* 

Ant.  And  fowing  the  Kernels  of  it  in  the  Sea,  brjng 
forth  morp  Iflands. 

G^n.  Ay. 

Ant.  Why  in  good  time. 

Gm.  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  pur  Garments  feem  now 
'is  frefli  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis  at  the  Marriage  of  your 
Daughter,  who  is  now  Queen, 

:Ant^  And  the  rareft  that  e*er  came  therCf 

Seb.  Bate,  I  befeech  you.  Widow  DidQ. 

Ant.  O,  Widow  Dido  i  Ay,  Widow  Z^/W^ 
- .  Q§iu  Is  not  my  Doublet,  $ir>  as  frefh  as  the  fir  A  JDay  \ 
;WQFe  it  ?  I  mean  in  a  fort. 

Amt.  That  fort  was  well  fift'd  for. 

..  When  I  wore  it  at  your  Daughter's  .Marriagft 
}n^  You  crisiQi  thefe  Words  into  mine  Ears  againf^ 

le  Stomach  of  jny  Senfe.     Would  I  had  never 
|4irried  my  daughter  there !  For  coming  thence 
My  Son  is  loft,  and,  in  my  rate,  (he  too. 
Who  is  fp  i^t'ixxm  ftalj  removed, 
}  de^er  agaii)  (hall  fee  her:  O  thou  mine  Heir 
0f  NafU$  and  of  MUlin^  what  fitange  Filli 

flath  madfthi^  M^^'o"  tbcc  • 
.    frash  Sir,  he  may  live, 

X  faw  him  beat  the  Surges  under  him, 

'AiOd  ride,  uppn  ,(heir .  Qacfe ;  be  trod  the  Watetf  : 

Whofe  Enmity  he  flung  afide;  and  breafted 

The  Surge  mpft  fwoUen  that  met  him :  His  bcdd  H(«d . 

'Bove  the  conwu^ouf^  Waves  ht  kept»  and  oared      . 

MimfeUr  with  his  good  Arms  in  lufty  Strokes    \ 
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As  flooping  to  relieve  hfm:  I  not  doutiC 
He  came  alive  to  Land. 
jilon.  No,  no,  he's  gone* 

jSeb.  Sir,  you  may  cHank  your  felf  for  thisgre^tt  Lo(% 
That  would  not  blefs  our  Europe  with  your  Daughtery 
But  rather  lofe  her  to  an  -4^w^; 
Where  ihe,  at  lea(l,  is  banilh'd  from  your  Eye,  \     ' 
Who  hath  Caufe  to  wet  jtlie  Grief  on'r. 
jilon.  -Prethee  Peace* 

Seb.  You  were  kneel'd  to,  and  innportun'd  otherwife 
By  all  of  us :  And  the  fair  Soul  her  fdf 
Weighed  between  Loathnefs  and  Obedience,  at 
Which  End  o'th*  Beam  fliould  bow.  We  have  loft  your. Son 
I  fear  for  evej* :  MilUm  and  NapUs  have 
More  Widows  in  them  oJF  this  budnefs  making. 
Than  we  bring  Men  to  comfort  thepo; 
-  The  Fault's  your  own. 

jllon.  So  is  the  dear'ft  o^  th'  Lofs« 
Gon.  My  ILord  /^ebAftian, 
The  Truth  you  fpeak  doth  lade  fome  Gentleriefs 
And  Time  to  fpeak  it  in:  You  rub  the  Sore 
When  you  fliould  bring  the  Plaiftcr. 
Seb.  Very  well. 
jint.  And  moft  Chirurgeonly. 
Gon.  It  is  foul  Weather  in  us  all,  gDod  Sir,  . 
When  you  are  cloudy. 
Seb.  Foul  Weather? 
Ant.  Very  foul. 

Gon.  Had  I  the  Plantation  of  this  Ifle,  my  Lord. 
jifiU  He*d  fow*t  with  Nettle-feed. 
Seb.  Or  Docks,  or  Mallows. 
Gon.  And  were  the  King  on't,  what  would  I  doS 
Seb.  Scape  being  drunk,  for  want  of  Wine. 
Gon.  I'th'  Commonwealth  I  viwuld,  by  contraries^ 
Execute  all  things :  For  no  kind  of  Tramck 
Would  I  adi^it;  no  IJame  of  Magiftrate; 
Letters  fliould  not  be  known ;  Riches^  Poverty,  ,     * 

And  ufe  of  Service,  none;  Contrad,  SucceiQon, 
Born,  Bound  of  Land,  Tiltb^  VineyiMrd  node; 
No  ufe  of  Metal,  Gom,  or  Wine,  ,or  Qylj  .  ^ 

No  Occopack>n|  all  Men  idle,^allr 
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[And  Women  too;  but  innocent  and  pure: 
No  Soveraignty. 

Set.  Yet  he  would  be  King  ptft. 

u4fft.  The  latter  end  of  his  Commonwealth  foig^s  tiie 
beginning, 

(70;i.  All  things  in  common  Nature  fliould  produce 
Without  Sweat  or  Endeavour.    Treafon,  Felony, 
Sword,  Pike,  Knife,  Gun,  or  need  of  any  Eneine 
Would  I  not  have ;  but  Nature  (hould  bring  forth^ 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  Foyzon,  all  Abundance 
To  feed  my  innocent  People, 

Sch.  No  marrying  *mong  his  Subjefts  ? 

uint.  None,  Man;  all  idle;  Whores  and  Knaves* 

Con.  I  would  with  fuch  Perfedion  govern,  Sir^ 
T*  cxceil  the  Golden  Age* 

&b.  Save  his  Majefty. 

ulnt.  Long  live  Gonz^U. 

Gon,  And  do  you  mark  me,  Sir^ 

,Alon.  Prethee  no  more ;  thou  doft  talk  nothing  to  mt^ 

Gon.  I  do  well  believe  your  Highnefs,  and  did  it  to  ini« 
niftier  Occafion  to  thefe  Gentlemen,  who  are  of  fuch  fcnd- 
ble  and  nimble  Lungs»  that  they  always  ufe  to  laugh  at  no^ 
thing. 

jint.  'Twas  you  wejaugh'd  at* 

Gon.  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am  nothing  to 
you :  So  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at  nothing  ftill, 

jint.  What  a  Blow  was  there  given  ? 

Seb.  And  it  had  not  fallen  flat-long, 

Gon.  You  are  Gentlemen  of  a  brave  Metal ;  you  would 
lift  the  Moon  out  of  her  Sphere,  if  flie  would  continue  ia 
it  five  Weeks  without  changing. 

Enter  Ariel  pUji»g  fohf^n  Mufich 

Seb.  We  would  fo,  and  then  go  a  Bat-fowling, 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  be  not  angry, 

Gon.  No  I  warrant  you,  I  will  not  adventure  my  Di-* 
fcretion  fo  weakly :  Will  you  laugh  me  afleep^  for  I  am  ve* 
ty  heavy. 

uint.  Go  fleep^  and  hear  us. 

jihn.  What,aUib  foon  afleep?  I  wifli  mine  Eyes  would, 
with  themfelvesy  ihut  up  my  Thoughts  s 
I  find  they  are  indinM  lb  do  £>• 
^  M  Plcifeyqu,  Sir,  Do 
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po  not  omit  the  heavy  OflFer  of  it : 

It  feldom  vidts  Sorrow ;  when  it  doth,  it  is  a  Comforter* 

^»t.  We  two,  my  Lord,  will  guard  your  Perfon, 
while  you  take  your  Reft,  and  watch  your  Safety. 

^lon.  Thank  you :  Wondrous  heavy. 

[;jtU  jUip  but  Seb.  and  Anti 

Scb.  What  a  ftrtnge  Drowfinefs  pofTejOfes  them  ? 

jint.  It  is  the  Quality  o'th*  Climate. 

Sth.  Why 
Doth  it  not  then  our  Eye-lids  fink?  I  find 
Not  my  felf  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

jint.  Nor  I,  my  Spirits  are  nimble : 
They  fell  together  all,  as  by  Confent 
They  dropt,  as  by  a  Thunder-ftrcAe.    What  might. 
Worthy  Scbafiian—^  O,  what  might——  no  more* 
And  yet,  methinks  I  fee  it  in  thy  Face, 
What  thou  ihouldft  be :  The  Occafion  fpeaks  thee,  and 
My  ftrong  Imagination  fees  a  Crown 
Dropping  upon  thy  Head. 

Seb.  What,  art  thou  waking  ? 

jint.  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 

Seb.  I  do;  and  furely 
It  is  a  fleepy  Language,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
Out  of  thy  Sleep :  What  is  it  thou  didft  fay  ? 
This  is  a  ftrange  Repofe,  to  be  afleep 
With  Eyes  wide  open:  Standing,  fpeaking,  moving; 
And  yet  fo  faft  afleep. 

jinu  Noble  SebaftiMn^ 
Thou  let*ft  thy  Fortune  fleep;  die  rather:  Wink'ft 
Whilft  thou  art  waking. 

Seb.  Thou  doft  fnore  diftiiiftly; 
There's  Meaning  in  thy  Snores. 

jint.  I  am  more  ferious  than  my  Cuftom.     You 
Muft  be  fo  too,  if  you  heed  me ;  which  to  do, 
Trebbles  thee  o'er. 

Seb.  Well:  I  am  ftanding  Water. 

^nt.  PU  teach  you  how  to  flow. 

Seb.  Do  (b :  To  ebb. 
Hereditary  Sloth  inftrufts  me. 

jint.  O! 

If  you  but  knew  how  you  the  Purpofe  dMnCbr^ 
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Whilft  thus  you  mock  it ;  how  in  ftripping  it 
Ypu  more  inveft  it:  Ebbing  Men,  indeed, 
Moft  often  do  fo,  near  the  Bottom,  run^ 
By  their  own  Fear  or  Sloth. 

Set.  Prethee  fay  on, 
JThc  fetting  of  thine  Eye  and  Cheek  proclaim        * 
A  Matter  from  thee ;  and  a  Birth,  indeed. 
Which  throws  thee  jmuch  to  yield. 

-/i^/.  Thus  Sir : 
'Although  this  Lord  pf  weak  Remembrance;  thi$ 
Who  ihall  be  of  as  little  Memory 
When  he  is  earth'd,  hath  here  almoft  perfuaded 
/'For  he's  a  Spirit  of  Perfuafion,  only 
Profefles  to  perfuade)  the  King  his  Son's  ^livc; 
•Tis  as  impoffible  that  he*s  undrown'd, 
'As  he  that  fleeps  here,  fwims. 

$eL  I  have  no  Hope 
.That  he's  undrown*d. 

^»t.  O,  out  of  that  no  Hope, 
What  great  Hope  have  you?  No  Hope  that  way,  is 
Another  way  fo  high  an  Hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  Wink  beyond, 
But  doubt  Difcovery  there.     Will  you  grant,  with  me. 
That  Ferdinand  is  drown*d.? 

Seb.  He's  gone. 

^nt.  Then  tejl  me  who's  the  next  Heir  ofJVaples^ 

Seb.  CUribeL 

Anu  She  that  is  Queen  of  Tunis;  (he  that  dwells 
Ten  Leagues  beyond  Man's  Life;  (he  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  Note,  unlefs  the  Sun  were  Pofl, 
The  Man  i'th' Moon's  too  flow,  'till  new-born  Chins 
Be  rough,  and  razorable;  (he  from  whom 
We  all  were  Sea-fwallow'd,  tho'  fome  caft  again. 
And  by  that  Deftiny  to  perform  an  Aft ; 
Whereof,  what's  paft  in  Prologue,  what  to  come 
In  yours,  and  my  Difcharge 

Seb.  What  Stuff  is  this  ?  How  fay  you  ? 
*Tis  true,  my  Brother's  Daughter's  Queen  of  TumSy 
So  is  (he  Heir  of  Naples^  \mxi  v/hich  Regions 
There  is  fome  Space. 
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Anu  A  Space  whofe  ev'ry  Cubit 
Seems  to  cry  out,  How  (hall  that  CUribel 
Meafure  us  back  by  Naples  ?  keep  in  Tunisy 
And  let  &^ii/?/^«  wake.     Say,  this  were  Death 
That  now  hath  feiz'd  them,  why  they  were  no  worfe 
Than  now  they  are:  There  be  that  can  rule  Naples 
As  well  as  he  that  (lecps;  Lords,  that  can  prate 
As  amply,  and  unneceffarily 
As  this  Gonz,alo\  I  my  fclf  could  make 
A  Chough  of  as  deep  Chat;  O,  that  y^u  bore 
The  Mind  that  I  do;  what  a  Sleep  were  this 
For  your  Advancement?  Do  you  underftand tne ? 

Seb^  Methinks  I  do. 

jint.  And  how  dof s  your  Content 
Tender  your  own  good  Fortune  $ 

Seb.  I  remember 
You  did  fupplant  your  Brother  VrofperQ. 

Ant.  True: 
And  look  how  well  my  Garments  fit  upon  me. 
Much  feater  than  before.     My  Brother's  Servants 
Were  then  my  Fellows,  now  they  are  my  Men* 

Seb.  Byt  tor  your  Confcience. 

Anu  Ay,  Sir;  where  lyes  that?  If 'twere  a  Kybe 
'T would  put  me  to  my  Slipper:  But  I  feel  not 
This  Deity  in  my  Bofom.   Twenty  Conferences 
That  ftand  'twixt  me  and  MilUn,  candied  be  they. 
And  melt  e*er  they  moleft.  Here  lyes  your  Brother, 
No  better  than  the  Earth  he  lyes  uppn, 
If  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like,  that's  dead; 
Whom  I  with  this  obedient  Steel,  three  Inches  of  it, 
Can  lay  to  Bed  £br  eyer;.  Whilft  you  doing  thus. 
To  the  peipptual  Wink  for  ay  might  put 
This  ancient  Morfel,  this  Sir  Prudence,^  who 
Should  not  upbraid  our  Courfe.     For  all  the  reft 
They'll  take  Suggeftion,  as  a  Cat  laps  Milk; 
They'll  tell  the  Clock,  to  any  Bufinefs  that 
We  fay  befits  the  Hour. 

Seb.  Thy  Cafe,  dear  Friend, 
Shall  be  my  Prefident^  As  thou  got'ft  MiUan, 
I'll  come  by  Naples.    Draw  thy  Sword,  one  StroV.e 
Shall  free  thee  fromttie  Tribute  which  ttipu^a^dV^ 


{ 


Ks^« 


2  8  lbs    TE  M  F  tLS  T. 

And  I  the  Kir;g  (hall  love  ther, 

^!tt»  Dra>v  together: 
And  wh'.n  I  rear  rny  Hand,  do  you  the  like 
To  fall  ic  on  Gonz.al'j. 
Seb.  O,  but  one  Word. 

E-^7ter  Ariel  with  Jiitifick^  ^»d  Soug. 
An.  My  Mafter  through  his  Art  forefees  the  Danger 
That  you,  his  Friend,  are  in;  and  ftnds  mc  forth  i 

fFor  el(e  his  Projcd  dies)  to  keep  them  living.  ■■ 

i|  [,Si^g^  i»  Gonzalo'i  Ear.  { 

tVhile  joH  here  do  Snoaring  Ije^  I 

Open-efd  Confpiracy 

His  time  doth  taks  • 

If  of  Life  JOH  k^eep  a  Care^ 

Shake  off  Slnmber^  and  beware* 

Awal^j  au^ake. 

Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fudden* 

Con.  Now,  jgood  Angels  preferve  the  King.  [Th^j  wsi^^ 

Aloh.  Why  how  now  ho?  awjkei  why  are  you  drawn  $ 

Wherefore  this  ghaftly  Looking? 

Gon.  Whit's  the  Matter? 

Seb.  Whilft  we  flood  here  fecuring  your  Rcpofe, 

Even  now  we  heard  a  hollow  Burft  of  bellowing 

Like  Bulls,  or  rather  Lions;  did*t  not  wake  you? 

It  ftrook  mine  Ear  moft  terribly. 

Alon.  I  heard  nothing. 

Ant.  O,  'twas  a  Din  to  fright  a  Monfter's  Ear ; 
To  make  an  Earthquake:  Sure  it  was  the  Roar 
Of  a  whole  Herd  of  Lions. 
Alon.  Heard  you  this,  Gonz^alof 
Con.  Upon  mine  Honour^  Sir,  I  heard  a  Humming^ 
And  that  a  ftrange  one  too,  which  did  awake  me! 
I  ftiak'd  you.  Sir,  and  cry'd,  as  mine  Eyes  open'd, 
I  faw  their  Weapons  drawn :  There  was  a  Noife, 
That's  verily.    'Tis  beft  we  ftand  upon  our  Guard; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  Place ;  let's  draw  our  Weapons.  • 

Alon.  Lead  off  this  Ground,  and  let's  make  furcho^  Search 
For  my  poor  Son, 

Gon.  Heav'ns  keep  him  from  thefe  Bcafls : 
For  he  is  fure  i'tb'Ifltnd. 
Alon.  Lead  away. 

Aru 
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Ar'u  Profperoj  my  Lord,  ftiallknow  what  I  have  done. 
So,  King,  go  fafely  on  to  feek  thy  Son.  [Exeanti 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Caliban  with  a  Bnrden  of  Wood;  a  Noife  of 

Thunder  heard. 

Cal.  All  the  Infedions  that  the  Sun  fucks  up 
From  Bogs,  Fens,  Flats,  on  Profper  fall,  and  make  him 
By  Inch-meal  a  Difeafe :  His  Spirits  hear  me. 
And  yet  I  needs  muft  curfc.     But  they'll  not  pinch. 
Fright  me  with  Urchin  (hews,  pitch  mc  i'th'  Mire, 
Nor  lead  me,  like  a  Fire-brand,  in  the  Dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unlefs  he  bid  *em ;  but 
For  every  trifle  are  they  fet  upon  me ; 
Sometime  like  Apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me. 
And  after  bite  me;  then  like  Hedg-hogs,  which 
Lye  tumbling  in  my  Bare-foot-way»  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  Foot-fall ;  fometime  am  I 
All  wound  with  Adders,  who  with  cloven  Tongues 
Do  hifs  me  into  Madnefs.   Lo!  now!  lof  [Enter Txincnlol 
Here  comes  a  Spirit  of  his«  and  to  torment  me. 
For  bringing  Wood  in  flowly :  I'll  fall  flat. 
Perchance  he  will  not  mind  me. 

Tri.  Here's  neither  Bulh  nor  Shrub  to  bear  off  any  Wca^ 
ther  at  all,  and  another  Storm  brewing ;  I  hear  it  Hng  i'  th^ 
Wind :  Yond  fame  black  Cloud,  yond  huge  one,  looks  like 
a  foul  Bumbard  that  would  ihed  his  Liquor.  If  it  fhoQld 
Thunder^  afs  it  did  before,  I  know  not  where  to  hide  mf 
Head :  Yond  fame  Cloud  cannot  chufe  but  fall  by  Pailfuls; 
What  have  we  here,  a  Man  or  a  Fi(h  ?  dead  or  alive  ?  A 
Fi(h ;  he  fmells  like  a  Fifli :  A  very  ancient  and  fifli-'like 
Smell.  A  kind  of,  not  of  the  newefl  Poor  John :  A  ftrange 
Fi(h;  were  I  in  England  now,  as  once  I  was,  and  had  but 
this  Fifh  painted,  not  an  Holy-day-fool  there  but  would 
give  a  piece  of  Silver;  there  would  this  Monfter  make  a  Man  j 
any  ftrange  Bead  there  makes  a  Man :  When  they  will  not  give 
a  Doit  to  relieve  a  lame  Beggar,  they  will  lay  out  ten  to  fee 
a  dead  Indian*  Leg'd  like  a  Man  f  and  his  Fins  like  Arms! 
warm  o'  my  troth :  I  do  now  let  loofe  my  Opinion,  hold 
it  no  longer;  this  is  no  Filh^  but  an  lAander,  that  hath 
lately  fuffer'd  by  a  Thunderbolt :  Alas  I  the  Storm  is  com^ 


a{;ain.     My  bed  way  is  to  creep  under  his  Gabeni2iie| 
There  is  no  other  Shelter  hereabout;    Mifery    acquaints 
Man  with  ftrange  Bedfellows :    I  will  here  flirowd  'till 
Dregs  of  the  Storm  be  part, 

Erfter  Stephano  Jinging^ 

Ste,  I  pall  no  more  to  Sea^  to  Sea^  here  JImU  I  die  a^Jb$r(\ 
Thii  IS  a  very  fcurvy  Tune  to  fing  at  a  Man's 
Funeral:  Wei!,  here's  my  Comfort.  [^Drinki\ 

Sing*^.  735;^  Mafier^  the  Swabber,  the  Boaifivdin  suui  I^ 
The  Gnnner'j  and  his  Mate^ 
Lovd  Mall,  Meg,  and  Marrian  and  Margery^ 
Bf^t  none  of  hs  car'd for  Kate; 
For  Jhe  had  a  Tongue  with  a  Tang^ 
Would  cry  to  a  Sailor  go  hang  : 
She  lov'd  not  the  Savour  of  Tar  nor  of  Pitchy 
Tet  a  Taylor  might  fcratch  her  where-e^er  Jhe  did  itch. 
Then  to  Sea^  Bojfs,  and  let  her  go  hang. 
Tha:  is  a  fcurvy  Tune  too: 
But  here's  my  Comfort.  [Drinkfi 

CuL  Do  not  Torment  me :  Oh  ! 

Ste.  What's  the  Matter? 
Have  we  Devils  here? 

Do  you  put  Tricks  upon's  with  Salvages,  and  Men  oi Inde\ 
ha?  I  have  not  fcap'd  drowning  to  be  afraid  now  of  your 
four  Legs;  for  it  hath  been  faid,  as  proper  a  Man  as  ever 
went  on  four  Legs  cannot  make  him  give  Ground ;  and 
it  ihall  be  faid  fo  again,  while  Stephano  breathes  at  No-> 
ftrils. 

CaL  The  Spirit  torments  me  :  Oh  \ 

Ste.  This  is  fome  Monfter  of  the  Ifle,  with  four  Legs  ; 
who  has  got,  as  I  take  it,  an  Ague:  Where  the  Devil 
ihould  he  learn  our  Language?  I  will  give  him  fome  Reliefi 
if  it  be  but  for  that :  If  I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  him 
tame,  and  get  to  Naples  with  him,  he*s  a  Prefent  for  any 
Emperor  that  ever  trod  on  Neats-Leather. 

CaL  Do  not  Torment  me,  prethee :  I'll  bring  my  Wood 
home  fafter. 

Ste.  He's  in  his  Fit  now  ;  and  docs  not  talk  after  the  Wi- 
feft :  He  (hall  tafte  of  my  Bottle.  If  he  have  never  drunk 
Wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  remove  his  Fit:  If  I  can  re- 
cover him,  and  keep  him  tame,  I  will  not  take  too  much 
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of  or  him ;  he  (hall  pay  for  him  that  hath  him,   and  that 
i^undly. 

i  ,    Cat.  Thou  doft  me  yet  but  little  Hurt ;  thou  wilt  anon, 

J  know  it  by  thy  Trembling :  Now  Profper  works  i^on 

thee. 

I  ;   Ste.  Come  on  your  ways ;    open  your  Mouth;   here  is 

that  which  will  give  Language  to  youy  Cat;   open  yoiur 

Pi  Mouth;    this  will  fhake  your  Ihaking,   I  can  tell  you,  and 

^   that  foundly:   You  cannot  tell  who's  your  Friend;   open 

your  Chaps  again. 

Tri.  I  fliould  know  that  Voice : 
It  fliould  be,-^-^ 

But  he  is  drown'd;  and  thefe  are  Devils;  O!  defend  me.^ 
Ste.  Four  Le^,  and  two  Voices  ;>  a  moft  delicate  Mon- 
fier :  His  forward  Voice  now  is  to  fpeak  of  his  Friend ;  his 
backward  Voice  is  to  utter  foul  Speeches,  and  to  detra(^« 
If  all  the  Wine  in  my  Bottle  will  recover  him,  I  will  help 
his  Ague :  Come !  Amen,  I  will  pour  fome  in  thy  other 
Mouth. 

7r/.  Stephano* 

Ste.  Doth  thy  other  Mouth  call  me  ?  Mercy !  Mercy ! 
This  is  a  Devil,  and  no  Monfter :  I  will  leave  him ;  I  have 
no  long  Spoon. 

Tri,  Stephana:  If  thou  beeft  Stephiin§^  touch  mf,  and 
fpeak  to  me ;  for  I  am  Trinculo ;  be  not  afraid,  thy  good 
Friend  Trinculo. 

Ste.  If  thou  beeft  Trinculo,  come  forth,  I'll  pull  thee  by 
the  Icffer  Legs :  If  any  be  Trinculo*s  Legs,  thefe  are  they. 
Thou  art  very  Trinculo  indt^A :  How  cam'ft  thou  to  be  the 
Siege  of  this  Moon-calf?  Can  he  vent  Trinculo*s  I 

Tri.  I  took  him  to  be  kilfd  with  a  Thunder-ftroke ;  but 
art  thou  not  drown'd,  Stephanos  1  hope  now  thou  art  not 
drown'd :  Is  the  Storm  over-blown  ?  I  hid  me  under  the  dead 
Moon-calf s  Gaberdine,  for  fear  of  the  Storm:  And  art 
thonXWixx^,  St ephano?  OStephanOy  two  Neapolitanes  fczip^d^ 
Ste.  Prethee  do  not  turn  me  about,  my  Stomack  is  not 
conftant. 

CaL  Thefe  be  fine  things,  and  if  they  be  not  Sprights: 
That's  a  brave  God,    and  bears  Celeftial  Liquor :   I  will 
kneel  to  him.  . 
Ste.  How  did'ft  thou  fcjtpc  ?       . 


How  cam'ft  thou  hither  {  1 

Swear  by  this  Bottle  how  thou  cam'ft  hither :  Z.  efiaw  t\ 
upon  a  Butt  of  Sack,  which  the  Sailors  heav'd  o*cr»bbaB  J 
by  this  Bottle !  which  I  made  of  the  Baii  of  a  Tre^  wi9  1 
mine  own  Hands,  fince  I  was  caft  a-(horc.  T   « 

Cal.  ril  fwear,  upon  that  Bottle,  to  be  thy  true  Subjcfii 
for  the  Liquor  is  not  earthly :  ^  I  1 

Ste.  Here :  Swear  then  how  thou  efcap'dft.  ,     ,     I 

Tru  Sworn  a-fhore,  Man,  like  a  Duci;  I  can  fvimlW 
a  Duck,  I'll  be  fworn.  ^| 

Ste.  Here,  kifs  the  Book.  I 

Though  thou  canft  fwim  like  a  Duck,  thou  art  made  liim 
a  Goofe.  I 

Tru  O  Stephano,  haft  any  more  of  this  ?  ft. 

Ste.  The  whole  Butt,  Man ;  my  Cellar  is  in  a  Rode  bjf  1 
th'  Sea-fide,  where  my  Wine  is  hiil:  "       1 

How  now,  Moon.calf,  how  does  thine  Ague?  1 

CaL  Haft  thou  not  dropt  from  Heav*n  \  I 

Ste.  Out  o'  th'  Moon^  I  do  afTure  thee.    I  Was  the  MMi  ft 
in  th'  Moon  when  time  was.  I 

Cah  I  have  htn  thee  in  her;   and  I  do  adore  thee  t   My  I 
Miftrefs  (hew'd  me  thee>  and  thy  Dog,  and  thy  Bufli^  I 

Ste.  Come  fwear  to  that ;   kifs  the  Book :   I  will  furniih  I 
it  anon  with  the  new  Contents:  Swears  1 

TrL  By  this  good  Light,  this  is  a  very  (hallow  Monfters  | 
1  afraid  of  him?  a  very  fhallow  Monftert 
The  Man  i'th'Moon? 
A  moft  poor  credulous  Monfter  t 
Well  drawn>  Monfter,  in  good  footh* 

CaL  I'll  (hew  thee  every  fertile  Inch  o^  th'Ifle;  and  t  wili 
kifs  thy  Foot :  I  pretbee  be  my  God. 

Tri.  By  this  Lights  a  moft  perfidious  and  drunken  Moo* 
iler ;  when's  God's  afleep  he'll  rob  his  Bottle. 

CaL  ni  kifs  thy  Foot.    I'll  fwear  my  fclf  thy  Subjed: 

&f.  Come  on  then !  Down,  and  fwear* 

Tri.  I  (hall  laugh  my  felf  to  Death  at  this  Puppy-beaded 
Monfter:  A  moft  fcurvy  Monfter:  I  could  find  in  toy 
Heart  to  beat  him. 

Ste.  Come,  kifs. 

TrL  But  that  the  poor  Monfter*s  in  drinkt       - 
An  abominable  Monfter. 
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Cal.  ril  fliew  thee  the  beft  Springs ;  111  pluck  thee  Bcr- 
J  ^ks;  I'll  fifti  for  thee,  and  get  thee  Wood  enough. 
«HA  plague  upon  the  Tyrant  that  I  fervc; 
^  I'll  bear  him  no  more  Sttcks>   but  follow  thee>  thou  won<^ 

drous  Man. 
Sq      Tri.  A  mod  ridiculous  Monfter,  to  make  a  Wonder  of  a 
poor  Drunkardi 

Cal.  I  prethee  let  me  brin^  thee  where  Crabs  ^row,  and  I 

n  'Sifith  my  long  Nails  will  dig  thee  Pig-nuts ;   (how  thee  a 

Jay's  Neft,  and  inftrud  thee  how  to  fnare  the  nimble  Mar- 

imazet;  I'll  bring  thee  to  cluftring  Filberdsj  and  fbmetimes 

tk  I'll  get  thee  young  Scamels  from  the  Rock :  Wilt  thou  go 

with  me  ? 

Sfc.  I  prethee  now  lead  the  way  without  any  more  talk- 
i    ing.     Trmculoy  the  King    and  all  our  Company  elfe  being 
drown'd,  we  will  inherit  here;   here,  bear  my  Bottle;  Fel- 
low Trinculoy   we'll  fill  him  by  and  by  again. 

Caliban  y2)9r^/  drunkpflj* 
J   Farewel,  Mafter;  farewel,  farewe). 

TrL  A  howling  Monfter ;  a  drunken  Monfier* 
I  Cal.  No  more  Dams  Fll  make  for  Fijh^ 

Nor  fetch  in  firings  at  requiring. 
Nor  /crape  Trenchering^  nor  wajh  Dijh. 
Ban\  Ban\  Cacaljban 
Has  a  ntw  Mafier^  get  a  Hew  Man. 
Freedom,  hey-day,  hey-day  Freedom*  Freedom^  hey-^day 
Freedom. 
Ste.  O  brave  Monfter*  lead  the  way.  [Exetrnfm 


i^ati 


A  C  T    HI.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Ferdinand^  bearing  a  Log. 

Fer.  'Tp  H  E  R.  E  be  fome  Sp6rts  are  painful,  and  their  Labour 

X    Delight  in  them  fets  off:  Some  kinds  of  Bafenefs 
Are  nobly  undergone,  and  moft  poor  Matters 
Point  to  rich  Ends;  this  my  mean  Task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me,  as  odious^  but 
The  Miftrefs  which  I  ferve,  quidcens  what^s  dead. 
And  makes  my  Labours  Pleafures:  O  (he  is 
Vol.  L  D  Tttk 


Ten  times  more  gentle*  than  her  Father's  crabbed  i 

And  he's  composed  of  Harflinels.  I  muft  remove 

Som'e  thoufands  of  thefe  Logs^  and  pile  them  up^ 

Upon  a  fore  Injunftion ;  my  fweec  Miftrefs 

Weeps  when  (he  fees  me  work,  and  fays,  fuch  Baieoefi 

Hid  never  like  Executor;  I  forget ; 

But  thefe  fweet  Thoughts  do  even  refrefli  my  Ltboursi 

Moft  bufie  leaft.  when  I  do  iu 

Efucr  Miranda*  dnd  Profpero  m  n  DifiaMCe  UHfitn. 

Mira.  Alas  now  pray  yoUi 
Work  not  fo  hard ;  I  would  the  Lightning  had 
Burnt  up  thofe  Logs  that  thou  art  enjoyn'd  to  pile  i 
Pray  fet  it  down,  and  reft  you;  when  this  burns 
f Twill  weep  for  having  weary'd  you ;  my  Father 
Is  hard  at  Study,  pray  now  reft  your  feUi 
He's  fafe  for  thefe  three  Hours. 

Fcr.  O  moft  dear  Miftrefs, 
The  Sun  will  fet  before  I  fhsdl  difcharge 
What  I  muft  ftrive  to  do, 

Mira.  If  you'll  fit  down* 
1*11  bear  your  Logs  the  while.     Pray  give  me  that, 
I'll  carry  it  to  the  Pile. 

Fcr.  No>  precious  Creature, 
I  had  rather  crack  my  Sinews,  break  my  Back, 
Than  you  ftiould  fuch  Diftionor  undergo, 
yWiile  I  fit  lazy  by. 

Aiira.  It  would  become  me. 
As  well  as  it  does  you ;  and  I  fliould  do  it 
With  much  more  Eafe;  for  my  good- will  is  to  it* 
And  yours  it  i%  againft. 

Pro.  Poor  Worm,  thou  art  infeded, 
^This  Vifitation  ftiews  it. 

Mira.  You  look  wearily. 

Fcr.  No>  noble  Miftrefs^  'tis  fre(h  Morning  with  mejl 
When  you  are  by  at  Night.  I  do  befeech  you ; 
Chiefly  that  I  might  fet  it  in  my  Prayers, 
JVhat  is  your  Name  ? 

Mira.  Amanda.    O  my  Father, 
I  have  broke  your  Heft  to  fay  fo. 

Fcr.  Admir'd  Miranda^ 

Indeed  the  Top  of  Admiration,  worth 

Whati 
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What's  deareft  to  the  World;  full  many  a  Lady  ' 
I  have  ey'd  with  befl:  Regard,  and  many  a  time 
Th'  Harmony  of  their  Tortgucs  hath  into  Bondage 
,  Brought  my  too  diligent  Ear  j  for  fcveral  Virtues 
*  Have  I  lik'd  feveral  Women,  never  any 

With  fo  full  Soulj  but  fome  Defeft  in  her 
^  Did  quarrel  with  the  nobleft  Grace  ftie  ow'd. 
And  put  it  to  the  FoiK     But  you,  O  you. 
So  perfeft,  and  fo  peerlefs^  are  created 
Of  every  Creatures  beftb 

Mira.  I  do  not  know 
One  of  my  Sex;  no  Woman^s  Face  remeihberj^^ 
Save,  from  my  Glafs,  mine  own ;  nor  have  I  feen 
More  that  I  may  call  Men,  than  you  good  Friends' 
And  my  dear  Father;  how  Features  are  abroad 
I  am  skillefs  of;  but  my  Modefty, 
The  Jewel  in  my  Dower^  I  would  not  wilh 
Any  Companion  in  the  World  but  you; 
Nor  can  Imagination  form  a  Shapes 
BeHdes  your  felf,  to  like  of;  but  I  prattle 
Something  too  wildly,  and  my  Father's  Precepts 
I  therein  do  forget* 

Fer^  I  am>  in  my  Condition^ 
A  Prince,  Miranda^  I  do  think  a  King; 
I  would  not  fo,  and  would  no  more  endure 
This  wooden  Slavery,  than  to  fuflPer 
The  Flefh-flie  blow  my  Mouth.    Hear  my  Sold  fpeakji 
The  very  inftant  that  I  law  you>  did 
My  Heart  fly  to  your  Service,  there  refides 
To  make  me  Slave  to  it,  and  for  your  lake 
Am  I  this  patient  Log-man» 

Mira^  Do  you  love  me  I 

Fer.  O  Heit'fiy  O  Earth,  beat  Witnefi  to  this  SoUPdf, 
And  crown  what  I  profefs  with  kind  Events^ 
If  I  fpeaktruej  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  befl  is  boaded  me,  to  Mifchief ;  T; 
Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i*th*  Worlds 
Do  love,  prisbe,  honour  youk 

Mird^  I  am  a  Pool 
To  weep  8t  what  I  aln  1^  ofi  4 

fr^.  IHk  BMdulit«r    /  ^'^ 
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Of  two  moft  rare  Aflfeftions  I  Heav'ns  rain  Grace 
On  that  which  breeds  between  'em. 

Fcr.  Wherefore  weep  you? 

Alira.  At  mine  Unworthineft,  that  dare  not  o£FeF 
What  I  deHre  to  give,  and  much  lefs  take 
What  I  (hall  die  to  want:  But  this  is  triflings 
And  all  the  more  it  feeks  to  bide  it  felf, 
The  bigger  Bulk  it  ftiews^^    Henfce  bafliful  Cunning^ 
And  prompt  me  plain  and  holy  Innocence. 
I  am  your  Wife,  if  you  will  marry  me; 
If  not,  1*11  dye  your  Maid :  To  be  your  Fellow 
You  may  deny  me;  but  I'll  be  your  Servant^, 
Whether  you  will  or  now 

Fer.  My  Miftrefs,  deareft. 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mira.  My  Husband  then  ? 

Fer.  Ay,  with  a  Heart  fo  willing 
As  Bondage  e'er  of  Freedom;  here's  my  Hand. 

M$ra.  And  mine,  with  my  Heart  in't ;  and  now  farewe! 
'Till  half  an  Hour  hence. 

Fer,  A  thoufand^  thoufand.  [^ExeuM* 

Pro.  So  glad  of  this  as  they  I  cannot  be. 
Who  are  furpriz'd  with  all;  but  my  rejoycing 
At  nothing  can  be  more.  I'll  to  my  Book 
For  yet  e'er  Supperrtime  muft  I  perform 
Much  Bufinefs  appertaining.  {JExifm 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Caliban,  Stephano  and  Trinculo. 
Ste.  Tell  not  me,  when  the  Butt  is  out  we  will  drink 
Water,  not  a  Drop  before ;  therefore  bear  up,   and  board 
'em.  Servant  Monfter;  drink  to  me. 

..  7ri».  Servant  Monfter  ?  the  Folly  of  this  Ifland !  they  fiy 
there's  but  five  upon  this  Ifle;  we  are  three  of  them,  if  the 
other  two  be  brain'd  like  us,  the  State  totters. 

Ste.  Drink,  Servant  Monfter,  when  I  bid  thee;  thy  Eyes 
are  almoft  fet  in  thy  Head. 

7ri».  Where  fhould  they  be  fet  elfe  ?  he  were  a  brjr^^e 
Monfter  indeed  if  they  were  fet  in  his  Tail. 

Ste.  My  Man-monfter  hath  drown'd  his  Tongue  in  Sack; 

for  my  Part  the  Sea  cannot  drown  me.  I  fwam,  eet  I  could 

7'  »  '    recover 
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recover  the  Shore,  five  and  thirty  Leagues,  ofF  and  on ;  by 
this  Light  thou  fhalt  be  my  Lieutenant,  Monfter,  or  my 
Standara. 

Trin.  Your  Lieutenant,  if  you  lift,  he's  no  Standard* 

Ste.  We'll  not  run,  Monfieur  Monfter. 

Trin.  Nor  go  neither,'  but  you'll  lye  like  Dogs,  and  yet 
fay  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf>  fpeak  once  in  thy  Life^  if  thpu  beefl;  a 
good  Moon-calf. 

CaL  How  does  thy  Honour  ?  Let  me  lick  'thy  Shooe ; 
111  not  ferve  him,  he  is  not  vaUant. 

Trin.  Thou  Heft,  moft  ignorant  Monfter,  I  am  in  cafe  to 
juftle  a  Conftable;  why,,  thou  debofti'd  Fifti,  thou,  was 
there  ever  Man  a  Coward,  that  bath  drank  fo  much  S^ck  as 
I  to  Day?  wilt  thou  tell  me  a  monftrousLie^  being  but  half 
a  Fiih  and  half  a  Monfter? 

CaL  Lo,  how  he  mocks  me :  Wilt  thou  let  him,  tsxy 
Lord? 

Trin.  Lord,  quoth  he?  that  a  Monfter  ihould  be  fiich 
a  Natural! 

CaL  Lo,  lo,  again ;  bite  him  to  Death,  I  prethee. 

Ste.  Trinculoy  keep  a  good  Tongue  in  your  Head ;  if  you 

prove  a  Mutipteer,  the  next  Tree the  poor  Monfter's  my 

Subjeft,  and  he  (hall  not  fuffer  Indignity. 

CaL  I  thank  my  noble  Lord.  Wilt  thou  be  pleas'd  once. 
again  to  hearken  to  the  Suit  I  made  to  thee? 

Ste.  Marry  will  I ;  kneel  and  repeat  it» 
I  will  ftand,  and  fo  ftiall  TrincHh. 

Enter  Kxltl  wvifible. 

CaL  As  I  told  thee  before,  I  am  Subje<9:  to  a  Tyrant, 
A  Sorcerer*  that  by  his  Cunning  hath  cheated  me 
Of.tbelfland. 

^ri.  Thou  lieft. 

CaL  Thou  lieft,  thou  jefting  Monkey  thou; 
I  would  my  valiant  Mafter  would  deftroy  thee ; 
I  do  not  lie. 

Ste.  TrincuUf  if  you  trouble  him  any  more  in's  Tale, 
By  this  Hand,  I  will  fupplant  fome  of  your  Teeth. 

Trin.  Why,  Ifaid  nothing. 

Ste.  Mulnthen,  and.fio  more;  proceed*  . 

CaL  I  %  by  Sorcery,  he  got  thi$  I(U>  , 
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FnHn  me  he  got  it.    If  thy  Greatnefs  will 
Revenge  it  on  him,  for  I  know  thou  dai^ft. 
But  this  thing  dare  not. 

Ste.  That^s  moft  certain. 

Cal.  Thou  (halt  be  l^ord  of  it>  and  Til  ferve  thee* 

Ste.  How  now  (hall  this  be  conopaft  ? 
Canft  thou  bring  me  to  the  Party? 

Cal.  Yea,  yea,  my  Lord,  I'll  yield  him  thee  afleep^ 
3Vhere  thou  may'ft  knock  a  Nail  into  his  Head. 

u^#.  Thou  heft,  thou  canft  not, 

CaL  What  a  pydc  Ninny's  this  ?  Thou  fcurvy  Patch ! 
I  do  befeech  thy  Greatnefs  give  him  Blows, 
And  take  his  Bottle  from  him ;  when  that's  gone, 
H^fliall  drink  nought  but  Brine,  for  I'll  not  ihew  him 
Where  the  quick  Fre(hes  are, 

-Srf .  TriMCulo,  run  into  no  further  Danger : 
Interrupt  the  Monfter  one  Word  further,  and  by  this  Hand 
J*ll  turn  my  Mercy  out  o'  Doors,   and  make  a  Stock-fiih  of 
thee. 

Trin.  Why,  what  did  I  ?  I  did  nothing ; 
I'll  go  no  further  off. 

Ste.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  ly'di 

Ari.  Thou  lieftt 

Ste.  Do  I  fo  ?  Take  you  that.  [Bedts  him^ 

As*  you  like  this,  give  me  the  Lie  another  time. 

Trin.  I  did  not  give  thee  the  Lie;   out  o'your  Wits  and 
Hearing  too? 

A  pox  o'  your  Bottle,  this  can  Sack  and  Drinking  do : 
A  murrrain  on  your  Monfter,    and  the  Devil  take  your 
Fingers. 

CaL  Ha,  ha,  ha* 

$te.  Now  forward  with  your  Tale;    prethee  (land  fuiw 
ther  off. 

CaL  Beat  him  enough ;  after  a  little  time 
ril  be^t  hm  too* 

Ste.  Stand  further;  come  proceed. 

Cal.  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  'tis  a  Cuftom  with  him 
I*  th*  Afternoon  to  fleep;  there  ^hou  may'ft  brain  him. 
Having  firft  feiz-d  his  Books;  or  with  a  Log 
Bauer  his  SkuD,  or  paunch  him  with  a  Stake, 

Or  (u(  his  Wezttxl  witb  thy  JUrnft.   Knpeipber 
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Firft  to  poffefs  his  Books;  ibr  without  them 

He's  but  a  Sot»  as  I  am ;  nor  hath  not 

One  Spirit  to  command :  They  all  do  bate  him 

As  rootedly  as  h    Burn  hut  hi$  Books ; 

He  has  brave  Ucenfilsy  for  ib  he  calls  them,  • 

Which  when  he  has  an  Houfe*  hell  deck  withaL 

And  that  mod  deeply  to  coniidor*  is 

The  Beauty  of  his  Daughter;  be  himf^If 

Calls  her  a  Non-pareil:  I  never  faw  a  Woman 

But  only  Sjc^mx  my  Dam,  and  ihe; 

But  ihe  as  far  furpaficth  Sjcw^x 

As  greateft  does  the  leaft*. 

Ste.  Is  it  fo  brave  a  Lafs? 

Cal.  Ay,  LcN*d ;  ihe  wiU  becoiBQ  thy  Bedy  I  Wdrr;^iit» 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  Brood* 

Ste.  Monfler,  I  will  kill  this  Man :  Hi$  Daughter  and  I 
will  be  King  and  Queen,  fave  our  Graces;  aod  Trmcuhi  and 
thy  felf  ihall  be  Vice-Roys. 
Doft  thou  like  the  Plot>  Trtmuh  f 

Trin.  Excellent. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  Hand;  I  am  forry  I  beat  thee: 
But  while  thou  liv'fl  keep  a  good  Tongue  in  thy  Head* 

Cal.  Within  this  half  Hour  will  he  be  afleqp; 
Wilt  thou  deflroy  him  then  ? 

Ste.  Ayy  on  mine  Honour. 

Art.  This  will  I  tell  my  Mafter. 

Cal.  Thou  mak*ft  me  merry;  I  am  full  of  Pleafure: 
Let  us  be  jocund.    Will  you  troul  the  Catch 
You  taught  me  but  ^hileare  \ 

Ste.  At  thy  Requeft,  Monfter*  I  will  do  Reafon, 
And  Reafon :  Come  on,  Trinado^  kt  us  iing.  [,Si»g^» 

FUm  'em,  and  cam  W;  411^  skiHt  *im^  amd  fiem  *em; 
liemght  is  free. 

Cal.  That's  not  the  Tune. 

[Ariel /^^  the  Turn  m  a  Tahr  agti  Pipe. 

Ste.  What  is  this  fame  i 

Tritt.  This  is  the  Tune  of  our  Catch»  plaid  by  the  Pi- 
fture  of  No^body. 

Ste.  If  thou  he'ft  a  Mi.%  ihew  thy  felf  in  thy  likonefr: 
If  thou  be-ft  t  Devil,  taket  as  thou  lift. 

rm«  O  forgive  BK  my  Sill.      

"^    "  D  ^  Sic* 
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Ste.  He  that  dies  pays  all  Debts :  I  defie  thee. 
Mercy  on  us. 

CaL  Arc  thou  afraid  ? 

Ste.  No,  Monfter,  not  I. 

CaL  Be  not  afraid ;  the  lAe  is  full  of  Noifes, 
Sounds>  and  fweet  Airs,  that  give  Delight,  and  hurt  no& 
Sometimes  a  thoufand  twangling  Inftruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  Ears ;  and  fometimes  Voices> 
That  if  I  then  had  wak'd  after  long  Sleep, 
Will  make  me  fleep  again ;  and  then  in  dreaming. 
The  Clouds  methought  would  open,  and  ihew  Riches 
Ready  to  drop  upon  me,  that  when  I  wak'd 
I  cry'd  to  dream  again. 

Stc.  This  will  prove  a  brave  Kingdom  to  me, 
[Where  I  ihall  have  my  Mufick  for  nothing. 

CaL  When  Profpero  is  deftroy'd. 

Ste.  That  ihall  be  by  and  by: 
I  remember  the  Story. 

Trin.  The  Sound  is  going  away ; 
Let*s  follow  it,  and  after  do  our  Work. 

Ste.  Lead,  Monfter; 
We'll  follow.     I  would  I  could  fee  this  Taborcr: 
He  lays  it  on. 

Trin.  Wilt  come  ? 
I'll  follow  St^phano.  [^Exeuut. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Alonfb,  Sebaftian,  Anthonio,  Gonzalo,  Adrian^^ 

Francifco,  &c. 

Gon,  By^r  lakin,  I  can  go  no  further.  Sir, 
My  old  Bones  ake :  Here's  a  Maze  trod  indeed 
Through  Forth-rights  and  Meanders :  By  your  Patience, 
I  needs  muft  reft  me. 

jilvn.  Old  Lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee, 
V/ho  am  my  felf  attached  with  Wearinefs 
To  th'  dulling  of  my  Spirits;  fit  down  and  reft : 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  Hope,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  mj  Flatterer:  He  is  drown'd. 
Whom  thus  we  Icray  to  find,  and  the  Sea  mocks 
Our  fruftrate  Search  on  Land.    WelL  let  him  go. 
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'^nt.  I  am  right  glad  that  he's  Co  out  of  HopeJ 
Do  not,  for  one  Repulfe,  forego  the  Purpofe 
That  you  refolv'd  t'  effeft. 

Seb.  The  next  Advantage  will  we  take  throughly. 

^ftt.  Let  it  be  to  Night; 
For,  now  they  are  opprefs'd  with  Travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot  ufc  fuch  Vigilance 
As  when  they  are  frcfti. 

Sokmn  andjiran^e  Aiujickt  and  Profpero  on  the  Top  inviflfUm 
Enter  fever al  ft  range  Shapes^  bringing  in  a  Banquet ;  and 
dance  abom  it  with  gentle  ji£lions  of  Salutations^  and  in^ 
viting  the  King^  Sec.  to  eaty  they  depart. 

Seb.  I  fay  to  Night :  No  more. 

jilon.  What  Harmony  is  this  ?  My  good  Friends,  hark  I    . 

Gon.  Marvellous  fweet  Mufick! 

Mon.  Give  us  kind  Keepers,  Heav'ns;  what  are  thiTc? 

Seb.  A  living  Drollery.     Now  I  will  believe 
That  there  are  Unicorns ;  that  in  Arabia 
There  is  one  Tree,  the  Phcenix  Throne,  one  Phccnix 
At  this  Hour  reigning  there. 

Ant.  I'll  believe  both : 
And  what  does  elfe  want  Credit,  come  to  me. 
And  ril  be  fworn  'tis  true.    Travellers  ne'er  did  lie. 
Though  Fools  at  home  condemn  "em, 

Gon.  If  in  N^Us 
I  fhould  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  ? 
If  I  fhould  fay  I  faw  fuch  Iflanders: 
(For  certes  thefe  are  People  of  the  Ifland) 
Who  tho'  they  are  of  monftrous  Shape,  yet  note 
Their  Manners  are  more  gentle  kind,  than  of 
Our  human  Generation  you  (hall  find 
Many,  nay,  almoft  any. 

Pro.  Honeft  Lord, 
Thou  haft  faid  well;  for  ibme  of  you  there  prefent 
Are  worfe  than  Devils. 

Alon.  I  cannot  too  much  mufe. 
Such  Shapes,  fuch  Gefture,  and  fuch  Sound,  exprefling. 
Although  they  want  the  ufe  of  Tongue,  a  kind 
Of  excellent  dumb  Difcourfe. 

rro.  Praife  in  departing. 

Fy*< 
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Fra.  They  vanifli'd  ftrangely, 

Seb»  No  matter,  fince 
They  have  left  their  Viands  behind;  for  we  have  Seoraads^ 
Wilt  pleafe  you  tafte  of  what  is  here  ? 

Akn.  Not  I. 

Con.  Faith  Sir,  you  need  not  fear.  When  we  were  BoyS| 
Who  would  believe  that  there  were  Mountaine^rs> 
Dew-lapt  like  Bulls>  whofe  Throats. had  hanging  at  'em 
Wallets  of  Flefli  ?  or  that  there  were  fuch  Men 
Whofe  Heads  flood  in  their  Breads  ?  which  now  we  find 
Each  Putter  out  of  five  for  one  will  bring  us 
Good  warrant  of. 

j4lon.  I  will  fland  to,  and  fced> 
Although  my  lafl ;  do  matter,  fince  I  feel 
The  befl  is  paft.     Brother,  my  Lord,  the  Duke, 
Stand  to,  and  do  as  we. 

^under  and  Lightning.  Enter  Ariel  liki  a  Harpy ^  claps  his 
Tf^ings  upon  the  Tah]e,  and  with  (i  qneint  Device  the  Bam- 
quet  vanijhes. 

jiri.  You  are  three  Men  of  Sin,  whom  Deftiny, 
That  hath  to  Inftruments  this  lower  World, 
And  what  is  in't,  the  never-furfeited  Sea 
\i2xh  caus*d  to  belch  you  up;  and  oo  this  Ifland, 
Where  Man  doth  not  inhabit,  you  ^mongfl  Men 
iBeing  moft  unfit  to  live:  I  have  made  you  mad; 
And  even  with  fuch  like  Valour  Men  hang  and  drown 
Their  proper  felves :  You  Fools,  I  and  a»y  Fellows 
Are  Minifiers  of  Fate;  the  Elements 
Of  whom  your  Swords  are  tempered,  may  as  well 
\Vound  the  loud  Winds,  or  with  bemockt-at  Stabs 
Kill  the  flill  clofing  Waters,  as  diminiih 
One  Dowle  that's  in  my  Plume :  My  Pellaw^mtniflers 
Are  like  invulnerable.     If  you  could  hurt. 
Your  Swords  are  now  too  maffie  for  your  Strength, 
And  will  not  be  up-Iifted.     But  renumber. 
For  that's  my  Bufinefs  to  you,  that  ywi  three 
From  Millan  did  fupplatit  good  Profiov^ ; 
£xpos*d  unto  the  Sea,  which  hath  rcquit  it. 
Him  and  his  innocent  Child ;  For  which  foul  Deed 
The  Powers  delaying,  not  forgetting,  hare 
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Incens'd  the  Seas  and  Shores^  yea,  all  the  Crejitures^ 
Againft  your  Peace :  Thee  of  thy  Son,  ^h»jpy 
They  have  bereft;  and  do  pronounce  by  ixift 
Lingring  Perdition,  worfc  than  any  Death 
Can  be  at  once,  (hall  Step  by  Step  attend 
You  and  your  Ways,  whofe  Wraths  to  guard  you  from. 
Which  here,  in  this  moft  defoiate  Ifle,  elfa  falls 
Upon  your  Heads,  is  nothing  but  Heart's-forrow, 
And  a  clear  Life  enfuing. 

Jle  vanijhcs  in  Thunder :  Then^  to  foft  Mnpck^  Enter  the 
Shapes  again^  and  dance  with  Mocks  and  /kfowes^  and  car-* 
rjing  out  the  TabUm 

Pro.  Bravely  the  Figure  of  this  Harpy  haft  thou 
Perform'd,  my  jiriel\  a  Grace  it  had  devouring : 
Of  my  InftruAion  haft  thou  nothing  bated 
In  whit  thou  hadft  t;p  fay  1  So  with  good  Life, 
And  Obfervation  ftrange,  my  meaner  Minifters 
Their  feveral  Kinds  have  done;  my  high  Charms  work> 
And  thefe,  mine  Enemies,  are  all  knit  up 
In  their  Diftradions:  They  now  are  in  my  Power; 
And  in  thefe  Fits  I  leave  them,  while  I  viHt 
Young  Ferdinand^  whom  they  fuppofe  is  drown'd, 
And  his,  and  my  lov^d  Darling, 

Gon.  Pth*  Name  of  fomething  holy,  Sir,  why  ftand  yoii 
in  this  ftrange  Stare? 

^lon.  O,  it  is  monftrousi  monftrous! 
Methought  the  Billows  fpoke,  and  told  me  of  it; 
The  Winds  did  (ing  it  to  mc,  and  the  Thunder, 
That  deep  iind  dreadful  Organ-pipe,  propounc'd 
The  Name  of  Proffer ;  It  did  bafc  my  Trefpafs, 
Therefore  my  Son  i'th'  Oo2(e  is  bedckd;  ind 
I'll  feek  him  deeper  than  e*er  Plummet  foundedt 
And  with  him  there  Ive  mudded.  [J^^/V, 

Seb.  But  one  Fi^d  M  a  time, 
1*11  fight  their  Legioo^  o'er, 

uint.  V\\  be  thy  Second*  [E:(eunt. 

Gon.  All  three  of  dbem  ^re  defpertte;  their  great  Guilr, 
Like  Poifon  giv*n  to  work  ^  grf at  time  4fter« 
Now  'gins  to  bite  the  Spirits*    I  do  ^feecb  you. 
That  ar«  of  fuppltr  }o\m%  follow  them  fwiixV^* 
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And  hinder  thein  from  what  this  JExtafie 
May  now  provadke  them  to. 
Jc^ri.  Follow^  I  pray  you.  *  ^ExeMf$$  omms. 


ACT    IV.    S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Profpero,  Ferdinand,  and  Miranda* 

fro.  TF  I  havjB  too  auf^erely  puni(h*d  you, 

X  Your  Compenfation  makes  ^^ncnds?;'  for  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  Third  of  mine  own  Life, 
Or  that  for  which  I  live;  who  once  again 
I  render  to  thy  Hand :  AU  thy  Vexations 
Were  but  my  Trials  of  thy  Love,  and  thou ' 
Haft  ftrangely  flood  the  Teft.    Here  afore  Heav'n  ■ 
I  ratifie  this  my  rich  Gift :  Q  Ferdinand^      * 
Do  not  fmile  at  me  that  I  bbaft  her  off; 
For  thou  (halt  find  ftie  will  out-ftrip  all  Praife, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Fer.  I  do  believe  it 
Againft  an  Oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  Gift,  and  thine  own  Acquifition 
Worthily  purchased,  take  my  Daughtefti  * 
If  thou  doft  bi-eak  Ti|*>VJ?gin-thot  Before 
All  fanftimonious  Ceremonies  may. 
With  full  and  holy  Rite,  be  mJniftred, 
No  fweet  Afperfipns  ihall  the  Heav'ns  let  fall 
To  make  this  Contraft  grow ;  but  barren  Hate, 
Sour-ey'd  Difdain,  and  Difcord  (hall  beftrew     . 
The  Union  of  your  Bed  with  Weeds  fo  lothly 
That  you  Ihall  hate  it  both :  Therefore  take  heed. 
As  Hymen^s  Lamps  (hall  light  you. 

For.  As  I  hope 
For  quiet  Days,  fair  Iffiie,  and  long  Life, 
With  fuch  Love  as  'tis  now,  the  murkieft  Den, 
The  moft  opportune  Place,  the  ftrong'ft  Suggeftion, 
Our  worfer  Genius  can,  (hall  never  melt 
Mine  Honour  into  Luft,  to  take  away 
The  Edj^of  that  Da/s  Celebration, 
When  I  mail  think  or  Phmbt$s  Steeds  are  founder'dj 
.  Or  Night  kept  chained  below.  Pro. 
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Pro.  Fairly  fpoke; 
Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  ihe  is  thine  own. 
What,  JfriW;  my  induftrious  Servant,  jirkl. 

Enter  Ariel.     ^ 

jirL  What  would  my  potent  Matter  ?  here  I  am. 

Pro.  Thou,  and  thy  meaner  Fellows,  your  laft  Service 
Did  worthily  perform  ;  and  X  mutt  ufe  you 
In  fuch  another  Trick;  go  bring  the  Rabble, 
O'er  whom  I  give  thee  Power>  here,  to  this  Place; 
Incite  them  to  quick  Motion,  for  I  muft 
Beftow  upon  the  Eyes  of  this  young  Couple 
Some  Vanity  of  mine  Art;  it  is  my  Promife, 
And  they  expeft  it  from  me* 

jiri.  Prefently? 

Pro.  Ay,  with  a  Twink. 

Ari.  Before  you  can  fay  Come,  and  gOy 
And  breathe  twice;  and  cry.  So,  fo; 
Each  one  tripping  on  his  Toe, 
Will  be  here  with  Mop  and  Mow. 
Do  you  love  me.  Matter  ?  No. 

Pro.  Dearly,  my  delicate  Ariely  do  not  approach 
fTill  thou  do'tt  hear  me  call. 

Art.  Well,  I  conceive.  [Exiu 

Pro.  Look  thou  be  true;  do  not  give  Dalliance 
Too  much  the  Rein ;  the  ftrongeft  Oaths  are  Straw 
To  th'Fire  i'th* Blood:  Be  more  Abftemious, 
Or  elfe  good-night  your  Vow. 

Per.  I^prarraht  you.  Sir, 
The  white  cold  Virgin-Snow,  upon  my  Heart, 
Abates  the  Ardours  of  my  Liver. 

Pro.  Well. 
Now  come  my  Arieh  bring  a  Corolary, 
Rather  than  want  a  Spirit,  appear,  and  pertly.     [SoffMuJicki* 
No  Tongue ;  all  Eyes ;  be  filent. 

Enter  Iris. 

Iris.  Cens,  mott  bounteous  Lady,  the  rich  Leas 
Of  Whear,  Rye,  Barley,  Fetches,  Oats,  andPeafe; 
Thy  turfy  Mountains,  where  live  nibling  Sheep, 
And  flat  Meiies  thetch'd  with  Stover*  them  to  keep; 
Thy  Banks  with  pioned,  and  tulip'd  Brims, 
JVhich  fpungy  Afril,  at  thy  Heft  bctrims. 
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To  make  cold  Nymphs  chafte  Crowns ;  and  thy Brcx)iti-groye% 
Whofe  Shadow  the  difmifled  Batchelor  Jovesj 
Being  Lafs*-lornj  thy  pole-clipt  Vineyard, 
And  thy  Sea-marge  fteril,  and  rocky  hardi 
Where  thou  thy  ftlf  do'ft  Air;  the  Queen  o'th*Sky» 
Whof^  watry  Arch,  and  MefTenger,  am  h 
Bids  thee  leave  thefe,  and  with  her  Sov'raign  Grace, 
Here  on  this  Grafs-plot,  in  this  very  Place    [Juno  de/ccnds^ 
To  come,  and  fport ;  her  Peacocks  fly  amain : 
Approach,  rich  CertSy  her  to  entertain. 

E$U9r  Ceres* 

Cer.  Hail  many-colour'd  Meflengen  that  ne'er 
i)o'ft  difobey  the  Wife  of  jHfiter  t 
Who,  with  thy  SaflFron  Wings,  upon  my  Flowers 
DifFufeft  Honey  Drops,  refrelhing  Sbowen> 
And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  Bow  do'ft  Crown 
My  bosky  Acres,  and  my  unfhrub'd  Down, 
Rich  Scarf  to  my  proud  Earth;  why  hath  thy  Queen 
Summon  d  me  hither,  to  this  ihort*grafs*d  Green? 

Iris.  AContraft  of  true  Love  to  celebrate, 
And  feme  Donation  freely  to  eft  ate 
On  the  blefs*d  Lovers, 

Cer.  Tell  me  heav'nly  Bowj 
If  Venui  ox  her  Son,  as  thou  do'ft  know> 
Do  now  attend  the  Queen?  (ince  they  did  plot 
The  Meansj  that  .dusky  D//,  my  Daughter^  goti 
Her,  and  her  blind  Boy's  fcandal^d  Con]^ny, 
1  have  forfworn*  H 

Iris.  Of  her  Society 
Be  not  afraid;  I  met  her  Deity 
Cutting  the  Clouds  towards  PaphoSj  and  her  Son 
Dove-drawn  with  her;  here  thought  they  to  have  done 
Some  wanton  Charm  upon  this  Man  and  Maid^ 
Whofe  Vows  are,  that  no  Bed-right  (hall  be  paid 
*Till  Hjmen%  Torch  be  lighted  j  but  in  vain 
Mars^s  hoc  Minion  is  returned  again  ; 
Her  wafpiih-headed  Son  has  broke  his  Arrows^ 
Swears  he  will  ihoot  M  more,  but  play  with  Sparrow% 
And  be  a  Boy  right-out. 

Cer.  Higheft  Queeen  of  State, 
Great  jHn9  comes,  I  know  her  by  her  Gate* 

s 
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ypu  How  docs  my  bounteous  Sifter?  Go  with  me 
To  blefs  this  Twain^  that  they  may  profperous  be. 
And  honoured  in,  their  Iflue,  \J^^  fi'^K: 

JiU  HoMur^  Richs^  Marridge  Blejjingt 
Long  Continuance  and  encreajin^^ 
Hourly  J-ifjsbefiiU  uf^njou^ 
Jxinojings  her  Bleffings  on  jou  i 
Earth* s  Increafe^  and  Fojt^n  flentj. 
Barns  and  Garners  never  empty j 
yineSi  with  clufiring  Bunches  growings 
PlantSy  with  goodly  Burthen  bowing: 
Spring  come  to  jou  at  the  fartheft^ 
In  the  very  End  of  Harvefl : 
Scarcity  and  Want  /hall  punyou^ 
Ceres  BleJJiug  fo  is  on  you. 

fer.  This  is  a  moft  majeftick  ViHon,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly  \  may  I  be  bold 
To  think  thefe  Spirits  \ 

Pro^  Spirits,  which  by  mine  Art 
I  have  from  all  their  Confines  call'd,  to  enad 
My  prefent  Fancies. 

Per.  Let  me  live  here  ever ; 
So  rare  a  wondei*d  Father,  and  a  Wife, 
Makes  this  Place  Paradife* 

Pro.  Sweet  now.  Silence: 
Juno  and  Ceres  whifper  ferioufly; 
There's  fomething  elfe  to  do;  hufli,  and  be  mute^ 
Or  elfe  our  Spell  is  marr'd, 

Juno  and  Ceres  whifper^  and  fend  Iris  on  Imfloymtssti 

Iris.  You  Nymphs  call'd  Nayades  of  the  winding Bfeol^ 
With  your  fedg'd  Crowns,  ana  ever-harmlefs  Looks, 
Leave  your  crifp  Channels  and  on  this  Green*Iand 
Anfwer  your  Summons,  Juno  docs  Commands 
Come,  temperate  Nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  CoDcrad  of  true  Love;  be  not  too  late.  • 

Enter  certain  Nymphs* 
You  Sun-burnM  Sicklemen,  of  As^hJI  weary,' 
Come  hither  from  the  Furrow,  and  be  merry; 
Make  Holy-^day;  your  Rye-ftraw  Hats  put  on, 
And  thefe  frefh  Nymphs  encounter  every  one 
In  Country  footing*  EnXtx 
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What  I  command,  I'll  rack  thee  with  old  Cramps, 
Fill  all  thy. Bones  with  Aches,  make  thee  roar, 
IT^e  Biealts  (hall  tremble  at  thy  din« 

Cal.  No,  'pray  thee. 
I  muft  obey,  his  Art  is  of  fuch  Pow'r, 
It  would  control  my  Dam's  God  Setcbos^ 
And  make  a  Vaflfal  of  him. 

Pro.  So  Slave,  hence.  [Exit  C^Iibatl. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  and  .Ariel  invifibUy  playing  and  finding. 

ARIEV%    SON  G. 

tlomt  unto  thcfe  yellow  Sands^ 
And  then  take  Hands : 
Cnrffied  when  j oh  have,  and  kifi^ 
TToe  wild  Waves  whift; 
Foot  itfeatlj  here  and  there j  andjweet  Sprighti  hear 

The  Burthen.  [Burthen  difperfedly* 

Hark^  hark^  hough^wawgh :  The  Watch-Dogs  barl^ 
Bough'Wawgh. 
Ari.  Hurk^  hark^Ihear  the  Strain  offirjutting  Chant  icier e. 
Cry  Cocl^adoodle-do 

Fer.  Where  fliould  this  Mufick  be  ?  Fth'Air,  or  th'Earth  ? 
It  founds  no  more :  And  fure  it  waits  upon 
Some  God  o'th*'  Ifland,  fitting  on  a  Bank, 
Weeping^  againft  the  King  my  Father's  Wrack. 
This  Mufick  crept  by  me  upon  the  Waters, 
Allaying  both  their  Fury,  .and  my  Paflion 
With  its  fweet  Air :  Thence  I  have  follow'd  it> 
Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather;  but  'tis  gone. 
Ko,  it  begins  again. 

ARIEL'S    SONG. 

Full  Fathom  five  thy  Father  lyes 

Of  his  Bones  are  Coral  made: 

Thofe  are  Pearls  that  were  his  Eyes^ 

Nothing  of  him  that  dothfade^ 

But  dothjuffer  a  Sea'change^ 

Into  fomething  rich,  andftrange. 

Sea^Njmphs  hourly  ring  his  KnelU 

[Burthen:  Ding-dong* 
.    HarkjiQW  Ihear  them^  iing'dongBelL 
'    •  "   "  Fen 
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icr.  The  Ditty  docs  remember  my  drowned  Fathers 
^his  is  no  mortal  Bufinefs,  nor  no  Sound 
That  the  £arth  owes  t  I  hear  it  now  ahpvr  me, 

Prd.  The  fringed  Curtains  of  thine  Eyf  advance; 
And  (ay  what  thou  fee'f):  yond. 

Mirdf.  What  is't,   a  Spirit? . 
Lord,  how  it  looks  about  t  Believe  aie^  Sir^ 
It  carries  a  brave  Form.    But  'tis  a  Spjirk.  . 

Pro,  No  Wench,  it  cats,  and  fleeps^  afld  hath  fiichSerfd 
As  we  have;  fuch.  This  Gallant  which  tbou  fetft    . 
Was  in  the  Wreck :  And  but  he's  foihething  &^a'd 
WithGdef  Cchat's  Beauty's  Canker)  thou  fnigl^'ft  call  hW 
A  goodly  Perfoo,   He  hath  loft  hts  Fellow^      . 
And  ftriiys  about  to  find  'em^ 

Mird.  I  might  call  him 
A  thiag  divine^  for  nothing  natural 
I  ever  faw  fo  noble* 

Pro^  It  goeson,  I  fe^  ^ 

As  my  Soul  prompts  ite  Spirit^  fine  Spirit,  I'tt  freeihcf 
Within  two  Days  for  thir. 

Rr.  Moft  fare  the  66di^ 
On  whom  thefe  Ayres  attend,    Vouch(afe  my  Ptay't 
May  know,  if  you  remain  uponthb  Ifland,.  ^ 

And  that  you  will  ibme  good  Inftrudion  givet 
How  I  may  bear  me  here:  My  prime  ICequeft 
^  Which  I  do  laft  proopunce)  i^  O  yott  WoAdd^ 
If  you  be  made,  or  no?  —     »         ^ 

Mira.  No  Wonder,  Sit^ 
But  certainly  a  Maid. 

Fer.  My  Language !  HeaVns  1. 
I  am  the  beft  of  them  that  fpeak  this  Speech^ 
Were  I  but  where  *tis  fpoisen^. 

Pfd.  Howi  thebeft?  .  . 

yfhzt  wer*t  thou  if  the  King  of  Nifbi  heard  tlieiii 

Fir.  A  (ingle  thing,  as  I  atii  now,  tint  woodtis 
To  hear  thee  fpeak  of  Nifhs.^   He  does  heat  me; 
And  that  he  does»  I  weept  My  felf  am  A^^^    . 
Who,  with  mine  £y«i  (never  fince  at£U^  beheld 
The  Iting  my  Father  wradt*   •  '^ 

Mind.  Ahck,  for  Mercy*  ^        .  ^ 
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And  his  brave  Soti»  being  twain. 

Pro.  The  Duke  ofMUlan 
And  his  more  braver  Daughter  could  control!  the&y 
If  now  'twere  fit  to  do't:  At, the  firft  Sight 
They  have  chang'd  Eyes:  Delicate  uiriel, 
ril  fet  thee  free  for  this,     A  Word,  good  Sir, 
I  fear  you  have  done  ymir  felf  fooiie  Wrong:  A  Word.- 

Mira.  Why  fpeaks  my  Father  fo  ungently  ?  This 
Is  the  third  Man  that  e'er  I  faw  ;  the  hrft 
That  e*cr  I  (igh'd  for:  Pity  movie  my  Father 
To  be  enclin'd  my  way. 

Fer,  Oj  if  a  Virgin, 
And  your  AfFedion  not  gone  forth ;  TH  make  yovt 
The  Queen  of  Ndples. 

Pro.  Soft  Sir,  one  Word  more* 
They  are  both  in  eithers  Pow'r :  But  this  fwift  Bufinefr 
I  muft  uneade  make,  left  too  light  winning 
Make  the  Prize  light.     One  Word  more ;  I  charge  thee 
That  thou  attend  me ;  thou  doft  here  ufurp 
The  Name  thou  ow*ft  not,  and  haft  put  thy  felf 
Upon  this  Ifland,  as  a  Spy,  to  win  it 
From  me,  the  Lord  on't. 

For.  No,  as  I  am  a  Man. 

Aiira.  There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  fucb  a  Temple.^ 
If  the  ill  Spirit  have  fo  fair  an  Houfe, 
Good  thiags  will  ftrive  to. dwell  with't. 

Pro.  Follqitrme. 
Speak  not  you'for  him :  He's  a  Traitor.     Come, 
ril  manacle  thy  Neck  and  Feet  together; 
Sea*water  ftialt  thou  drink,:  thy  Food  (hall  be 
The  frefti-brook  Mufcles,  withered  Roots,  and  Husks 
Wherein  the  Acorn  cradled.     Follow. 

Fer.  No, 
I  will  refift  fuch  Entertainment,  'till 
Mine  Enemy  has  more.  Pow'r. 

[//if  drau^St,  and  is  charmed  from  mevlngl 

Mir  a.  O  dear  Father, 
Make  not  too  raih  a  Trial  of  him ;  for 
He*s  gentle,  and  not  fearful. 

Pro.  What  I  fay, 
IMhs  Foot' jny  Tutor? :  Piit  thy  Sword  up,  Traitor^ 
'  IWmo  mak'ft  a  Shew^  but  ^ft  not  ftrike.;  thy 
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Is  poffeft  with  Guilt ;  Come  from  thy  Ward, 
For  I  can  here  difarm  thee  with  this  Miclr; 
And  make  thy  Weapon  drop. 

Afira»  Beleech  you,  Fathen 

Pro.  Hence :  Hang  not  on  my  Garments^ 

Mira.  Sir,  have  Pity; 
I'll  be  his  Surety; 

Pro.  Silence :  One  Word  mote 
Shall  make  me  chide  thee^  if  not  hate  thecl    Whatjl  ^ 
An  Advocate  for  an  Impoftor?  Hufh !  .       . 

Thou  tbink'ft  there  ate  no  more  fuch  Shapes  as  he,      '  *  ^ 
(Having  feen  but  him  and  Caliban)  foolifli  Wench^ 
To  th'  moft  of  Men  this  h  a  Caliban^ 
And  they  to  him  are  Angels; 

Mira.  My  Affeftions 
Are  then  moft  humble :  I  have  no  Ambition 
To  fee  a  goodlier  Man, 

Proi  Gome  on^  obey  \ 
Thy  Nerves  are  in  their  Infancy  againj 
And  have  no  Vigour  in  them. 

Per.  So  they  are : 
My  Spirits,  as  in  a  i[>ream,  are  all  bound  upw 
My  Father's  lofs,  the  Weaknefs  which  I  feel. 
The  Wrack  of  all  my  Friends,  and  this  Man's 
To  whom  I  ani  fubdu'di  are  but  light  to  mej 
Might  I  but  through  my  Priibn  once  a  Day 
Behold  this  Maid:  All  Comers  elfe  o'th'Eai  _ 
Let  Liberty  make  ufe  of;  Space  enough         ^ 
Have  I,  in  fuch  a  Prifon*  ' 

Pro.  It  works:  Come  on. 
Thou  haft  done  well,  fine  'Ariel:  FoUow^iDfr? 
Hark  what  thou  elfe  (halt  do  me. 

i?/ir4.  Be  of  Comfbrt, 
Mv  Father's  of  a  better  Nature,  Sir,]  .       "• 

Than  he  appears  by  Speech :  This  is  unwonted 
Which  now  came  from  him. 

Pro.  Thou  (halt  be  as  free 
As  Mountain  Winds;  but  then  exaftly  do 
All  Points  of  my  Command. 

^*^\ -Tath*  Syllable.  -^         , 

Pro.  Come  foUow :  Speak  not  ibr  bilft*  tEoetiMU 

C»         "^  K.ci 
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ACT   IL     SCENE   L 

£«/€r  Alonib^  Sebaftian^  Anthonio,  Conzalo,  Adrkn^ 

'  Frandfco,  and  others. 

G^wft. "pt Efeech  you  Sir,  be  merry:  You  have  Caufe^ 

D  (So  have  we  aU)  of  Joy;  for  our  Eicape 
Is  much  beyood  our  Lofs ;  our  HiDt  of  Wo 
Is  commooy  every  Day^  fome  Sailor's  Wife, 
The  Mafters  of  fome  Merchant,  and  the  Merchant 
Have  juft  our  Theam  of  Wo:  But  for  the  Miracle, 
(I  mean  our  Prefervation)  f ew  ip  Millions 
Can  fpeaklike  us:  Then  wilely,  good  Sir,  weigh 
Our  Sorrow  with  our  Comfort. 

jiUn.  Prefhee  Peace. 

Scb.  He  receiver  Comfort  like  cold  Porridge. 

jint.  The  Vifitor  will  not  give  o'er  fo. 

Seb.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  Watch  of  his  Wit^ 
By  and  by  it  will  ftril^. 

Con.  Sir. 

Seb.  On:  TeU. 

Gon.  When  eveiy  Grief  is  entertained  * 
^That's  otfer'd;,  comes  to  the  Entertainer——^ 

Seb.  A  Dollar. 


Ge9$.  Dolour  ceoies  to  him  indeed,  you  have  fpoken  truer 
than  vou  purposed. 

Sep.  You  u^i'^ismXt  iraiUiec  than  X  meant  you  fhould. 

Can.  Therefore,  ipy  l^du 

Ant.  Fie,  what  a  Spend-thrift  is  he  of  his  Tongue? 

AUn.  I  prethee  Ipare. 

Con.  WeH#  .1^  i^ave  dpfie;;  But  yet— — 

Seb.  He  will  be  talking.,         v 

Anu  Which  of  he»  or  AdarUmr  £ox  ^  good  Wagisr^ 
Firft  begins  to  crow  ? 

Seb.  Thedd  Co^  [ 

Am.  The  Cockrell. 

Seb.  Done:  The  Wager? 

Anu  A  Laughirti-.  ^ 

Seb.  A  Match. 

Adr.  Though  this  Ifla^d  fcco  to.he  itfctt"  ■  ■  ■ 

.r^SiA.  Ha,  ha,  1%:. 


« 
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jint.  So:  You're  paid. 

^r^  Uninhabitable,  and  ahnoft  iaacceffiblc,  m    " 
Sel^.  Yet.  '  ; 

^^.  Yet 

uint.  He  could  not  mifs't. 

^r.  It  muft  needs  be  o£  fiibdei '  temler^  and  Midtt 
Temperance. 

.^^  TemperafKc  w^s  a  delicate  Wendi. 

/ir^ ^.  Ay,  and  a  fubtle,  as  he  moft  learnedly  dclivei^dl* 

.Mr.  The  Air  breathes  upon  us  here  moft  sweetly,. 

Seb.  As  if  it  had  Lungs,  and  rotten  ones.  "? 

Ant.  Or,  as 'twere  perfumed  by  a  Fen* 

Gon.  HtreAs  every  thing  advantageous  to  LiSu  '^< 

ulntk  Tru^,  fave  Means  to  live»  ^ 

Set.  Of  that  there's  none,  or  little.  ' 

4jo9f.  How  lufli  and  lufty  the  Grafs  toobt 
How  green? 

^f.  The  Ground  indeed  is  tawny. 

Seb.  With  an  Eye  of  green  in'tp 

jtint.  He  mi(fi»s  not  much. 

Set.  No:  He  doth  but  miftake  the  Titith  Cocaly^ 

e^H.  But  the  Rarity  of  it  is,  whidi^  is  indeed  miotk 
yond  Credit -. 

Set.  As  many  voudit  Rarities  are^     '  '    ' 

Gen.  That  our  Garments,  being  (as  tkey  ware) 
in  the  Sea,  hold  notwithftanding  tteir  l^reftinefi  and 
being  rather  new  dy'd  than  ftain^d  with  fdt  Wito*. 

Afft.  If  but  one  of  his  Pockets  could  ^eab  would  it  nofc 
fay  he  lies?  /^ 

Set.  A  J,  or  very  falfdy  po^et  up  hif  Ri^ort^ 

Gen.  Methinks  our  Garments  are  now  fe$  IreAi  as  whe9 
we  piit  them  on  fiiil  in  Affrick^  Hk  tlii  lAaniigt  dF  ift 
King's  fair  Daughter  Quitch  to  ^  King'  of  Tmeit^  '•"" 

Set.  *Twas  a  fweet  Marriage,  and^we  pro^  wdl  inxmr 
Return.  \^  "  '    *■     ''  '^ 

Adri.  Tmeis  was  never  grac'd  befere  widi  fttch  a  Par^^ 
to  their  Queen.  .  i 

Gm$.  Noriince  Widow  Duel's  timcff    '  • 

Ane.  Widow?  a  Pox  o*tliatt  Ha«r  damit  that  Widow 
in?  Widow  IWa/  ••  ■''  -       •'  '  -  <'i^  '-^^  ^'  '  ^'  '='^''^- 

Sik.  WlMt  if  jhc  Ii^^fiid  Wktowtt  t>fiM  '^  •  - 

/       "  C  5  ^6» 
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The  Mariners  all  under  Hatches  flowed. 

Who,  with  a  Charm  jpin'd  to  their  fuffered  Labour^ 

I  have  left  afleep;  and  for  the  reft  o'th'  Fleet 

(Which  I  difpers*d)  they  all  have  met  again. 

And  are  upon  the  Mediterranean  Flote, 

Boj^nd  fadly  home  for  Naples^ 

Suppofing  that  they  faw  the  King's  Ship  wrackr> 

And  his  great  Perfon  perifli* 

Pro.  jirfel,  thy  Charge 
Exaftly  is  perform'd;  but  there's  more  Work; 
^What  is  the  Time  o'th'  Day? 

^ru  Part  the  mid  Seafon. 

Pro.  At  leafl  two  GlaQes :  The  time  'twi^t  fix  and  no^ 
Muft  by  us  both  be  fpcnt  moft  precioufly, 

jiri.  Is  there  more  Toil?  Since  thou  doft  give  me  Pains^ 
Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promised. 
Which  is  not  yet  performed  me. 

Pro.  How  now?  moodie? 
What  i$*t  thou  can  ft  demand? 

uirL  My  Libisrty. 

P^ro.  Before  the  time  be  out ?  No  more. 

jiru  I  prethee 
Remember  I  have  done  thee  worthy  Service, 
Told  thee  no  Lies,  made  thee  no  Miftakingf,  ferv'd 
Without  or  Grudge,  or  Grumblings;  thou  didft  pron^ife 
To  bate  me  a  full  Year. 

Pro.  Doft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  Tornjent  I  did  free  thee  ?  ArL  No, 

Pro.  Thou  doft;  and  thinkeft  it  much  to  tread  the 
Ooze  of  the  fait  Deep ; 
To  run  upon  the  ftiarp  Wind  of  the  North, 
To  do  me  Bufinefs  in  the  Veins  o'thV  Earth 
.When  it  is  bak'd  with  Froft. 

jiri.  I  do  nor.  Sir. 

Pro.  Thou  lieft,  malignant  Thing :  Haft  thou  forgot 
The  foul  Witch  Sjcorax^  who  with  Age  and  Envy 
liVas  grown  into  a  Hoop  ?  Haft  thou  forgot  her  \ 
^ri.  No,  Sir. 

fvr«.  Thou  haft:  Where  was  fhc  born!  fpeak;  ti^U  iQe« 
Aru  Sir^  inAr^. 
Pro.  Oh»  was^efo:  I  muft 

♦  Once 
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Once  in  a  Month  recount  what  thou  haft  been,' 
Which  thou  forgetft.    This  damn'd  Witch  Sjcoraj$ 
For  MiRrhiefs  ftianifold,  and  Sorceries  too  terrible 
To  enter  hun&an  Hearing,  from  Jirgier 
Thou  know*ft  was  baniih'd :  For  pnc  thing  fhe  did 
They  would  not  take  her  Life*  .  Is  Hot  this  true  S 

ArL  Ay,  Sir.  '         ^ 

Proi  This  bliie-ey'd  Hag  was  hither  brought  widi  Child^ 
And  here  was  left  byth'  Sailors;  thou  my  Slave,    • 
As  thou  report'ft  thy  felf,  waft  then  her  servant. 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  Spirit  too  delicate 
^  To  ad  her  earthy  and  abhor'd  Commands, 
Refufing  her  grand  Hefts»  ihe  did  confine  thee. 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  Minifters, 
And  iff  \\tT  moft  unmittigable  Kage, 
Into  a  cloven  Pyne;  within  which  Rift 
Imprifon'd,  thou  didft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  Years;  within  which  Space  fhe  dy'd. 
And  left  thee  there :  Where  thou  didft  vent  thy  Groans  ^ 
As  faft  as  Mill  Wheels  ftrike.     Then  was  this  Ifland 
(Save  for  the  Son  that  (he  did  litter  here 
A  fifekel'd  Whelp,  hag-born)  not  hoUour'd  with 
A  human  Shape. 

uirh  Yes ;  CaUban  her  Son. 

Pro.  Dull  Thing,  I  fky  fo:  He,  that  Caliban  / 

Whom  now  I  keep  in  Service.     Thou  beft  know'fl 
What  Torment  I  did  find  thee  in ;  thy  Groans 
Did  make  Wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  the  Breafts 
Of  ever-angry  Bears ;  it  was  a  Torment 
To  lay  upon  the  damn'd,  which  Sjcorax 
Could  not  again  undo:  It  was  mine  Art, 
When  I  arrived,  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape 
The  Pyne,  and  let  thee  our. 

jiri.  I  thank  thee,  Mafter. 

Pro.  If  thou  more  murmur'ft,  I  will  rend  ftn  Oak 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  Entrails,  'till 
Thou  haft  howl'd  away  twelve  Winters,  . 

Art.  Pardbn,  Mafter*  i\ 

I  will  be  corre(ponde:nt  to  Command,  -  /I 

And  do  my  Spriting  gently.  :     '    .; 

Pro.  Do  fo:  And  after  two  Dayf 
^  M^ill  difchaige  rhee^  ^AV. 
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Women  too;  but  innocent  aed  pure : 
No  Soveraignty. 

Seb.  Yet  he  would  be  Kin^  prft.  \ 

Ant.  The  latter  end  of  his  Cooiinonwealth  foigeft  t(^e 
beginning,  ■ 

Gon.  AH  things  in  common  Nature  (hould  predofe 
Without  Sweat  or  Endeavour.    Treafon,  Felonjr, 
Sword,  Pike,  Knife,  Gun,  or  need  of  any  Engine 
Would  I  not  have;  but  Nature  (hould  bring  forth* 
Of  its  own  kind,  dl  Foyzon,  all  Abundant ' 
To  feed  my  innocent  People, 

S$b.  No  marrying  *mong  his  Subjefts? 

Ant.  None,  Man;  all  idle;  Whores  and  Knaves^ 

Gon.  I  would  with  fuch  Perfe&ion  govern,  Sir^ 
T*  excel!  the  Golden  Age* 

$eh.  Save  his  Majefiy. 

Ant.  Long  live  Ganz^U. 

Gon.  And  do  you  mark  me,  Sir^ 

Alon.  Prethee  no  more ;  thou  doft  talk  nothing  to  me^    ' 

Gon*  I  do  well  believe  your  Highnefs,  and  did  it  to  mi^ 
nifter  Qccafion  to  thefe  Gentlemen,  who  are  of  fuch  (ena- 
ble and  nimble  LungSj^  that  they  always  ufe  to  laugh  at  ixvr 
thing. 

^f.  'Twas  you  wejaugh'd  att 

Gon.  Wbo^  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am  nothing  to 
you :  So  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at  nothing  ftiU, 

Ant.  What  a  Blow  was  there  given  ? 
'    Sotf.  And  it  had  not  fallen  flat-long. 

Con.  You  are  Gentlemen  of  a  brave  Metal;  you  would 
lift  the  Moon  out  of  her  Sphere,  if  flie  would  contil!ii«  ill  ^ 
it  five  Weeks  without  changing. 

Enter  Ariel  fUjfing  fihmn  Mtffick* 

Sob.  yi^  would  (o,  and  then  go  a  Bat-fowling, 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  be  not  angry, 

Gon^  No  I  warrant  you,  I  will  not  adventure  my  Dff 
fcretion  fo  weakly :  Will  you  laugh  me  afleep^  for  I  am  ve« 
ly  heavy. 

Ant.  Gofleep^  and  hear  us. 

Alon.  What^iUfii'  foon  afleep?  I  wifli  i|iifieEyes  woult^ 
with  themfelve^  4bm  i^  m^  Thougbtfi 
T  £ad  they  are  ipdin*d  lb  do  |b»  '        i'- 

rm  fkdiyoa.  Sir,     Z  l^o 
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po  not  omit  the  heavy  Offer  of  it : 

Ic  feldom  vi(ics  Sorrow ;  when  it  doth,  it  is  a  Comforter. 

u4nt.  We  two,  my  Lord,  will  guard  your  Perfon, 
While  you  take  your  Reft,  and  watch  your  Safety. 

^lon.  Thank  you :  Wondrous  heavy. 

[;jtU  JUep  but  Seb.  and  hnu 

Seb.  What  a  firange  Drowfinefs  pofTeiTes  them  ? 

Ant.  It  is  the  Qiulity  o'th*  Climate. 

Seb.  Why 
Doth  it  not  then  our  Eye-lids  fink  ?  I  find 
Not  my  felf  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Ant.  Nor  I,  my  Spirits  are  nimble: 
They  fell  together  all,  as  by  Confent 
They  dropt,  as  by  a  Thunder-ftroke.    What  might. 

Worthy  Scbafiian .  O,  what  might——  no  more* 

And  yet,  methinks  I  (ee  it  in  thy  Face, 

What  thou  fhouldft  be:  The  Occafion  fpeaks  thee,  and 

My  ftrong  Imagination  fees  a  Crown 

Dropping  upon  thy  Head. 

Seb.  What,  art  thou  waking  ? 

Ant.  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 

Seb.  I  do ;  and  furely 
It  is  a  (leepy  Language,  and  thou  fpeaVft 
Out  of  thy  Sleep :  What  is  it  thou  didft  fay  ? 
This  is  a  firange  Repofe,  to  be  afleep 
With  Eyes  wide  open:  Standing,  fpeaking,  moving; 
And  yet  fo  faft  afleep. 

Ant.  Noble  ScbaftiMHy 
Thou  let*ft  thy  Fortune  fleep;  die  rather:  Wink'ft 
Whilft  thou  art  waking. 

Seb.  Thou  doft  fnore  diftinftly; 
There's  Meaning  in  thy  Snores. 

Ant.  I  am  more  ferious  than  my  Cuftom.     You 
Muft  be  fo  too,  if  you  heed  me ;  which  to  do, 
Trebbles  thee  o'er. 

Seb.  Well:  I  am  ftanding  Water. 

Ant.  I'll  teach  you  how  to  flow. 
Seb.  Do  fo :  To  ebb. 
Hereditary  Sloth  inftru6b  me.  / 

Ant.  Of  ' 

|f  you  but  knew  bow  you  the  Purpofe  cfaeriih. 


x6  The   TEMPEST. 

Whilft  thus  you  mock  it;  how  in  dripping  it 
You  more  inveft  it :  Ebbing  Men,  indeed, 
Moft  often  do  fo,  near  the  Bottom,  run, 
By  their  own  Fear  or  Sloth, 

Seh.  Prethee  fay  on, 
fThe  fetting  of  thine  Eye  and  Cheek  proclaim        * 
A  Matter  from  thee ;  and  a  Birth,  indeed. 
Which  throws  thee  jsixxch  to  yield. 

jint.  Thus  Sir : 
'Although  this  Lord  pf  weak  Remembrance;  thi$ 
Who  ihall  be  of  as  little  Memory 
When  he  is  earth'd,  hath  here  almoft  perfuaded 
/'For  he*s  a  Spirit  of  PerfuaHon,  only 
ProfefTes  to  perfuade)  the  King  bis  Son's  alive; 
•Tis  as  impoffible  that  he's  undrowp'd, 
'As  he  that  fleeps  here,  fwims. 

Seh.  I  have  no  Hope 
.That  he's  undrown'd. 

jint.  O,  out  of  that  no  Hope, 
What  great  Hope  have  you?  No  Hope  that  way,  is 
Another  way  fo  high  an  Hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  Wink  beyond. 
But  doubt  Difcovery  there.     Will  you  grant,  with  me. 
That  Ferdinand  is  drown'd .? 

Seb.  He's  gone. 

^nt.  Then  tejl  me  who's  the  next  Heir  oi  Naples  ? 

Seb.  ClaribeL 

Ant.  She  that  is  Queen  of  Tunis;  Ihe  that  dwells 
Ten  Leagues  beyond  Man's  Life;  (he  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  Note,  unlefs  the  Sun  were  Port, 
The  Man  i'th' Moon's  too  flow,  'till  new-born  Chins 
Be  rough,  and  razorable;  (he  from  whom 
We  all  were  Sea-fwallow'd,  tho'  fome  caft  again. 
And  by  that  Deftiny  to  perform  an  Ad ; 
Whereof,  what's  pan:  in  Prologue,  what  to  come  ] 

In  yours,  and  my  Difcharge < 

Seb.  What  Scuff  is  this?  How  fay  you?  /; 

*Tis  true,  my  Brother's  Daughter's  Queen  of  TuniSf 
So  is  (he  Heir  o£  Naples,  *twixt  which  Regions 
There  is  fome  Space. 
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^nt.  A  Space  whofe  evVy  Cubit 
Seems  to  cry  out,  How  (hall  that  CUrlbel 
Meafure  us  back  by  NapUs  ^  keep  in  Tunis^ 
Andht  Sehafiianw^kc.     Say,  this  were  Death 
That  now  hath  feiz'd  them,  why  they  were  no  worfc 
Than  now  they  are:  There  be  that  can  rule  Naples 
As  well  as  he  that  fleeps;  Lords,  that  can  prate 
As  amply,  and  unneceflarily 
As  this  Gonz,alo\  I  my  felf  could  make 
A  Chough  of  as  deep  Chat;  O,  that  y^  bore 
The  Mind  that  I  do ;  what  a  Sleep  were  this 
For  your  Advancement?  Do  you  underftand tne ? 

Sek.  Methinks  I  do. 

jint.  And  how  does  your  Content 
Tender  your  own  good  Fortune? 

Seb.  I  remember 
You  did  fupplant  your  Brother  VrofptrQ. 

Ant.  True: 
And  look  how  well  my  Garments  (it  upon  me. 
Much  feater  than  before.     My  Brother's  Servants 
Were  then  my  Fellows,  now  they  are  my  Men. 

Seb.  Byt  tor  your  Confcience. 

Ant.  Ay,  Sir;  where  lyes  that?  If  *twere a  Kybe 
*T  would  put  me  to  my  Slipper:  But  I  feel  not 
This  Deity  in  my  Bofom.   Twenty  Confcjences 
That  ftand  'twixt  me  and  AfilUn,  candied  be  they. 
And  melt  e*er  they  moleft.  Here  lyes  your  Brother^ 
No  better  than  the  Earth  he  lyes  uppn. 
If  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like,  that's  dead; 
Whom  I  with  this  obedient  Steel,  three  Inches  of  it, 
Can  lay  to  Bed  for  ever;.  Whilft  you  doing  thus. 
To  the  perpjetpal  Wink  for  ay  might  put 
This  ancient  Morfel,  this  Sir  Prudence,,  who 
Should  not  upbraid  our  Courfe.     For  all  the  reft 
They'll  take  Suggeftion,  as  a  Cat  laps  Milk; 
They'll  tell  the  Clocks  to  any  Buiinefs  that 
We  fay  befits  the  Hour. 

Seb.  Thy  Cafe,  dear  Friend, 
Shall  be  my  Prefident^  As  thou  got'ft  MilUfh 
I'll  come  by  Naples.    Draw  thy  Sword,  one  Strol^e 
Sh^U  free  thee  fromtiie  Tribute  which  tU9Ui^9Ly!tV\^ 
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And  I  the  King  (hall  love  thee. 

^>tt.  Draw  together: 
And  when  I  rear  my  Hand>  do  you  the  like 
To  fall  it  on  GonzMo. 
Scb.  O,  but  one  Word. 

Enter  Ariel  with  Muficl^  and  Song. 
Art.  My  Mafter  through  his  Art  forefees  the  Danger 
That  you,  his  Friend,  are  in;  and  fends  me  forth 
f  For  elfe  his  Projed  dies)  to  keep  them  living, 

^  [Sings  in  Gonzalo'j  Ear^ 

While  JOH  here  do  Snoaring  Ije^ 
Open-efd  Con/piracy 
His  time  doth  taks : 
If  of  Life  you  l^eep  s  Care^ 
Shake  off  Slnmber^  and  beware. 
jtwaJ^y  awake. 
Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fudden. 
Con.  Now,  good  Angels  preferve  the  King.  \Thij  wsfy, 
Aloh.  Why  how  now  ho  ?  awjke  ?  why  are  you  drawn  ? 
Wherefore  this  ghaftly  Looking? 
Gon.  What's  the  Matter? 
Seb.  Whilft  we  flood  here  fecuring  your  Repofe, 
Even  now  we  heard  a  hollow  Burft  of  bellowing 
Like  Bulls,  or  rather  Lions;  did't  not  wake  you? 
It  ftrook  mine  Ear  moft  terribly. 
Alon.  I  heard  nothing. 

Ant.  O,  'twas  a  Din  to  fright  a  Monfter's  Ear ; 
To  make  an  Earthquake :  Sure  it  was  the  Roar 
Of  a  whole  Herd  of  Lions. 
Alon.  Heard  you  this,  Gonz^lo  ? 
Con.  Upon  mine  Honour,  Sir,  I  heard  a  Humming^ 
And  that  a  ftrange  one  too,  which  did  awake  me! 
I  Ihak'd  you.  Sir,  and  cry'd,  as  mine  Eyes  opcn'd, 
I  faw  their  Weapons  drawn:  There  was  a  Noife, 
That's  verily.    ';ris  beft  we  ftand  upon  our  6uard; 
Of  that  we  quit  this  Place ;  let's  draw  our  Weapons.  . 

Alon.  Lead  off  this  Ground,  and  let's  make  furthq^  Search 
For  my  poor  Son, 

Gon.  Heav'ns  keep  him  from  thefe  Beafis : 
For  he  is  fure  i'tb'Kland. 
Alon.  Lead  away. 

Aru 
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^ru  Profperoj  my  Lord,  fhall  know  what  I  have  done. 
So,  King,  go  fafely  on  to  feek  thy  Son.  [Exefinti 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Caliban  with  a  Bnrden  of  Wood ;  a  Noife  of 

TTounder  heard. 

Cal.  All  the  Infeftions  that  the  Sun  fucks  up 
From  Bogs,  Fens,  Flats,  on  Profper  fall,  and  make  him 
By  Inch-meal  a  Difeafe:  His  Spirits  hear  roe. 
And  yet  I  needs  muft  curfc.     But  they'll  not  pinch. 
Fright  me  with  Urchin  Ihews,  pitch  me  i'th*  Mire, 
Nor  lead  me,  like  a  Fire-brand,  in  the  Dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unlefs  he  bid  *em ;  but 
For  every  trifle  are  they  fet  upon  me ; 
Sometime  like  Apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me. 
And  after  bite  me ;  then  like  Hedg-hogs,  which 
Lye  tumbling  in  my  Bare-foot- way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  Foot-fall ;  fomctime  am  I 
All  wound  with  Adders,  who  with  cloven  Tongues 
Do  hifs  me  into  Madnefs.   Lo!  now !  lof  [£»/^r  Trinculo* 
Here  comes  a  Spirit  of  his,  and  to  torment  me. 
For  bringing  Wood  in  flowly :  I'll  fall  flat. 
Perchance  ne  will  not  mind  me. 

Tri.  Here's  neither  Bufh  nor  Shrub  to  bear  off  any  Wea^ 
ther  at  al!,  and  another  Storm  brewing ;  I  hear  it  Hng  i'  th^ 
Wind :  Yond  fame  black  Cloud,  yond  huge  one,  looks  like 
a  foul  Bumbard  that  would  ihed  his  Liquor.  If  it  fhoald 
Thunder^  afs  it  did  before,  I  know  not  where  to  hide  vsxf 
Head :  Yond  fame  Ck)ud  cannot  chufe  but  fall  by  Pailfuk; 
What  have  we  here,  a  Man  or  a  Fi(h  ?  dead  or  alive  ?  A 
Fi(h ;  he  fmells  like  a  Fifti :  A  very  ancient  and  fifli^like 
Smell.  A  kind  of,  not  of  the  neweft  Poor  John :  A  ftrange 
Fiih;  were  I  in  England  nowy  as  once  I  was,  and  had  but 
this  Fifli  painted,  not  an  Holy-day-fool  there  but  would 
give  a  piece  of  Silver;  there  would  this  Monfter  make  a  Man  $ 
any  ftrange  Beaft  there  makes  a  Man :  When  they  will  not  give 
a  Doit  to  relieve  a  lame  Beggar,  they  will  lay  out  ten  to  fee 
a  dead  Indian*  Leg'd  like  a  Man  f  and  his  Fins  like  Arms! 
warm  o'my  troth:  I  do  now  let  loofe  my  Opinion,  hold 
it  no  longer;  this  is  no  Fiih^  but  an  Iflander,  that  hath 
lately  fuffci'd  by  a  Thunderbolt :   Alas  I  the  Stoim  \s  coccvit 
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again*  My  bed  way  is  to  creep  under  his  Gaberdine; 
There  is  no  other  Sbtlcer  hereabout;  Mifery  acquaints  a 
Man  with  flrange  Bedfellows:  I  will  here  fhrowd  'till  the 
Dregs  of  the  Storm  be  paft. 

Enter  Stephano  finging^ 

Ste.  1  pall  no  more  to  Sea^  to  Sea,  here  Jhall  I  diea-JIwe* 
This  is  a  very  fcurvy  Tune  to  fing  at  a  Man's 
Funeral :  Wei!,  here's  my  Comfort.  [Dritd^^ 

Sing*^.  T%e  Mafier^  the  Swabber »  the  Boaifivdin  anid  I^ 
The  Gunner*^  and  his  Mnte^ 
Lovd  Majl,  Megj  ^»^  Marrian  and  Margery, 
Bi^t  none  of  hs  cafdfor  Kate; 
For  Jhe  had  a  Tongue  with  a  Tangy 
Would  cry  to  a  Sailor  go  hang  : 
She  lov'd  not  the  Savour  of  Tar  nor  of  Pitchy 
Tet  a  Taylor  might  fcratch  her  where^e^er  Jhe  did  itch. 
Then  to  Sea^  Bojs,  and  let  her  go  hang. 
Thar  is  a  fcurvy  Tune  too: 
But  here's  my  Comfort.  [Drinkfi 

Cal.  Do  not  Torment  me :  Oh  ! 

Ste.  What's  the  Matter  ? 
Have  we  Devils  here? 

Do  you  put  Tricks  upon's  with  Salvages,  and  Men  oflnJei 
ha?  I  have  not  fcap'd  drowning  to  be  afraid  now  of  your 
four  Legs;  for  it  hath  been  faid,  as  proper  a  Man  as  ever 
went  on  four  Legs  cannot  make  him  give  Ground ;  and 
it  fhatl  be  faid  fo  again,  while  Stephano  breathes  at  No- 
ftrils. 

Cal.  The  Spirit  torments  me  :  Oji ! 

Ste.  This  is  fome  Monfter  of  the  Ifle,  with  four  Legs  ; 
who  has  got,  as  I  take  it,  an  Ague:  Where  the  Devil 
ihould  he  learn  our  Language?  I  will  give  him  fome  Relief^ 
if  it  be  but  for  that :  iF  I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  him 
tame,  and  get  to  Naples  with  him,  he's  a  Prefent  for  any 
Emperor  that  ever  trod  on  Neats-Leather. 

CaL  Do  not  Torment  me,  prethee :  I'll  bring  my  Wood 
home  fafter. 

Ste.  He's  in  his  Fit  now  ;  and  does  not  talk  after  the  Wi- 
fcft :  He  (hall  tafte  of  my  Bottle.  If  he  have  never  drunk 
Wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  remove  his  Fit :  If  I  can  re- 
cover him,  and  keep  him  tame,  I  will  not  take  too  much 

for 
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I  for  him ;  he  (hall  pay  for  him  that  hath  him,   and  that 
I  'foundly. 

J  .  Cal.  Thou  deft  me  yet  but  little  Hurt ;  thou  wilt  anon, 
I  know  it  by  thy  Trembling  :  Now  Pro/per  works  upon 
thee. 

,  Ste.  Come  on  your  ways ;  open  your  Mouth;  here  is 
that  which  will  give  Language  to  youy  Cat;  open  your 
Mouth;  this  will  ihake  your  fhaking,  I  can  tell  you,  and 
that  fbundly:  You  cannot  tell  who's  your  Friend;  open 
your  Chaps  again. 

7r/.  I  (hould  know  that  Voice : 
It  fliould  be,-^-^ 
But  he  is  drown'd;  and  thefe  are  Devils;  O!  defend  meJ 

Ste.  Four  Leg^,  and  two  Voices ;'  a  moft  delicate  Mon- 
iler:  His  forward  Voice  now  is  to  ipeak  of  his  Friend;  his 
backward  Voice  is  to  utter  foul  Speeches,  and  to  detrad'^ 
If  all  the  Wine  in  my  Bottle  will  recover  him,  I  will  help 
his  Ague :  Come !  Ameny  I  will  pour  fome  in  thy  other 
Moutfa. 

TrU  Stephano. 

Ste.  Doth  thy  other  Mouth  call  me  ?  Mercy !  Mercy ! 
This  is  a  Devil,  and  no  Monfter :  I  will  leave  him ;  I  have 
no  long  Spoon. 

Tri.  Stephano:  If  thou  beeft  Stephan^^  touch  mf,  and 
fpeak  to  me ;  for  I  am  Trincnlo ;  be  not  afraid,  thy  good 
Friend  Trincnlo. 

Ste.  If  thou  Beeft  Trinculoy  come  forth,  I'll  pull  thee  by 
the  Icffer  Legs :  If  any  be  TrincuWs  Legs,  thefe  are  they. 
Thou  art  very  7r/>r^/^  indeed :  How  cam'ft  thou  to  be  the 
Siege  of  this  Moon-calf?  Can  he  vent  Trinculo^s  \ 

Tri.  I  took  him  to  be  kilFd  with  a  Thunder-ftroke;  but 
art  thou  not  drown'd,  Stephano  i  I  hope  now  thou  art  not 
drown'd :  Is  the  Storm  over-blown  ?  I  hid  me  under  the  dead 
Moon-calf s  Gaberdine,  for  fear  of  the  Storm:  And  art 
thonliving.  Si ephdno?  OStephanOy  t^o  JVeapolitane J  fcd,lp>^di 

Ste.  Prethee  do  not  turn  me  about,  my  Stomack  is  not 
conftant. 

Cal.  Thefe  be  fine  things,  and  if  they  be  not  Sprights: 
That's  a  brave  God>  and  bears  Celeftial  Liquor :  I  will 
kneel  to  him.  . 

Ste.  How  did'ft  thou  fcape  ?       . 


How  cam'ft  thou  hither  { 
Swear  by  this  Bottle  how  thou  cam'ft  hither :  I  efad^il 
upon  a  Butt  of  Sack,  which  the  Sailors  heav*d  o*er-boan^ 
by  this  Bottle  I  which  I  made  of  the  Bark  of  a  Tree^  witk 
mine  own  Hands,  lince  I  was  caft  a-fliore. 

Cal.  I'll  fwear,  upon  that  Bottle,  to  be  thy  true  Subjefi; 
for  the  Liquor  is  not  earthly : 

Ste.  Here :  Swear  then  how  thou  efcap'dft^ 

Tru  Sworn  a-fhore,  Man,  like  a  Duck;  I  cto  fwim  lib 
a  Duck,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Ste.  Here,  kifs  the  Book* 
Though  thou  canft  fwim  like  a  Duck,  thou  art  made  likl 
a  Goofe. 

Tru  O  Stephana,  haft  any  more  of  this  ? 

Ste.  The  whole  Butt,  Man ;  my  Cellar  is  in  a  Kodc  hf 
tV  Sea-fide,  where  my  Wine  is  hicl: 
How  now.  Moon-calf,  how  does  thine  Ague? 

Cal.  Haft  thou  not  dropt  from  Heav'n  ? 

Ste.  Out  o'  th'  Moon,  I  do  affure  thee.  I  Was  the  Man 
in  th'  Moon  when  time  was. 

CaU  I  have  feen  thee  in  her;  and  I  do  adore  theet  My 
Miftrefs  ftiew'd  me  thee>  and  thy  Dog,  and  thy  Bufli^ 

Ste.  Come  fwear  to  that;  kifs  the  Book:  I  will  fumiih 
it  anon  with  the  new  Contents:  Swean 

Tru  By  this  good  Light,  this  is  a  very  ftiallowMonfler: 
t  afraid  of  him?  a  very  fhallow  Monfter: 
The  Man  i'th'Moon? 
A  nnoft  poor  credulous  Monfter : 
Well  drawn>  Monfter,  in  good  footh* 

Cal.  I'll  fliewthee  every  fertile  Inch  o*th'I(le;  and  I  wilt 
kifs  thy  Foot :  I  prethee  be  my  God. 

Tri.  By  this  Light,  a  moft  perfidious  and  drunken  Moa* 
fter ;  when's  God's  aileep  he'll  rob  his  Bottle. 

Cal.  I'll  kifs  thy  Foot.     I'll  fwear  my  felf  thy  Subjcflw 

&^.  Come  on  then !  Down,  and  fwear. 

Tri.  I  fhall  laugh  my  felf  to  Death  at  this  Puppy-headed 
Monfter:  A  moft  fcurvy  Monfter:  I  could  find  in  817 
Heart  to  beat  him, 

Ste.  Come,  kifs. 

Trs.  But  that  the  poor  Monfter's  in  drink i       ■ 
An  abominable  Monfter. 

Cdti 
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Cat.  ril  fhcw  thee  the  bcft  Springs ;  I'll  pluck  thee  Bcr-; 
ties;  I'll  fifli  for  thee,  and  get  thee  Wood  enough. 
A  plague  upon  the  Tyrant  that  I  ferve; 
I'll  bear  him  no  more  Sticks^   but  follow  thee,  thou  won^' 
drous  Man. 

TrL  A  moft  ridiculous  Monfter,  to  make  a  Wonder  of  a 
poor  Drunkardi 

CaL  I  prethee  let  me  brin^  thee  where  Crabs  grow,  and  I 
with  my  long  Nails  will  dig  thee  Pig-nuts;  ihow  thee  a 
Jay's  Neft,  and  inftrucb  thee  how  to  fnare  the  nimble  Mar* 
mazet;  I'll  bring  thee  to  duftring  Filberds^  and  fbmetimes 
I'Jl  get  thee  young  Scamels  from  the  Rock :  Wilt  thou  §0 
with  me  ? 

Ste.  I  prethee  now  lead  the  way  without  any  more  talk* 
ing.  TrincHloy  the  King  and  all  our  Company  elfe  being 
drown'd,  we  will  inherit  here;  here,  bear  my  Bottle;  Fel- 
low Trincuhy   we'll  fill  him  by  and  by  again. 

CTXihznJings  drHnkenlj. 
Farewel,  Mafter;  farewel,  farewe). 

7r/.  A  howling  Monfter;  a  drunken  Monfien 
Cal.  No  more  Dams  til  make  for  Fijb^ 
Nor  fetch  in  firing,  at  reqmringt 
Nor  fir  ape  Trencheringj  nor  wajh  Dijh. 
Ban\  Ban\  Cacaljban 
Has  a  new  Mafier^  get  a  Hew  Man. 
Freedom,  hey-day,  hey-day  Freedom^  Freedom^  hey-^day 
Freedom. 
Ste.  O  brave  Monfter^  lead  the  way.  \Ex9$mt^ 
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ACT  ill.   Scene  i. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  bearing  a  Log. 

F^^  'Tp  H  E  R.  E  be  fome  Sp6rts  are  painful,  and  their  Labour 

X    Delight  in  them  fets  oflF:  Some  kinds  of  Bafenefs 
Are  nobly  undergone,  and  moft  poor  Matters 
Point  to  rich  Ends;  this  my  mean  Task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me,  as  odious^  but 
The  Miftrefs  which  I  ferve,  quic&ens  what^s  dead^ 
And  makes  my  Labours  Pleafures:  O  (he  is 
yoi..l.  D  Tea 


Ten  times  more  gentlCi  than  her  Father's  crabbed  s 

And  he's  composed  of  Har(hnef5«  I  muft  remove 

Som'e  thoufands  of  thefe  Logs*  and  pile  them  up. 

Upon  a  fore  InjunAioni  my  fweet  Miftrefs 

Weeps  when  (he  fees  me  work,  and  fays,  fuch  BafeoeG 

Hid  never  like  Executor;  I  foi^ec ; 

But  thefe  fweet  Thoughts  do  even  refrefli  my  Labours, 

Moft  bufie  leaft>  when  I  do  ir« 

Emtr  Miranda,  and  Profpero  tu  n  Difiance  UHfitm. 

Mira.  Alas>  now  pray  youi 
Work  not  fo  hard ;  I  would  the  Lightning  had  I 

Burnt  up  thofe  Logs  that  thou  art  enjoyn'd  to  pile  i 
Pray  fet  it  down,  and  reft  you;  when  this  bums 
TTwill  weep  for  having  weary'd  you ;  my  Father 
Is  hard  at  Study,  pray  now  reft  your  feu> 
He's  fafe  for  thefe  three  Hours* 

Fer.  O  moft  dear  Miftrefs, 
The  Sun  will  fet  before  I  ftiall  difcharge 
What  I  muft  ftrive  to  do. 

Mir^.  If  you'll  fit  down, 
I'll  bear  your  Logs  the  while.     Pray  give  me  that, 
I'll  carry  it  to  the  Pile. 

Fer.  No,  precious  Creature, 
I  had  rather  crack  my  Sinews,  break  my  Back^ 
Than  you  ftiould  fuch  Diftionor  undergo, 
JVhile  I  fit  lazy  by. 

Mira.  It  would  become  me. 
As  well  as  it  does  you ;  and  I  ftiould  do  it 
With  much  more  Eafe;  for  my  good- will  is  to  it. 
And  yours  it  is  againft. 

Pro.  Poor  Worm,  thou  art  infeded, 
^This  Vifitation  fliews  it. 

Mira.  You  look  wearily. 

At.  No,  noble  Miftrefs,  'tis  fre(h  Morning  with  me^ 
When  you  are  by  at  Night.  I  do  befeech  you ; 
Chiefly  that  I  might  fet  it  in  my  Prayers, 
jWhat  is  your  Name  ? 

Mir4.  MirMd4.    O  my  Father, 
I  have  broke  your  Heft  to  fay  fo. 

Fer.  Admir'd  Mirsfuia^ 
Indeed  tjhe  Top  of  Admiration,  worth 
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What's  deareft  to  the  World;  full  many  a  Lady  ' 
I  have  ey'd  with  beft  Regard,  and  many  a  time 
Th'  Harmony  of  their  Tortgues  hath  into  Bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  Ear ;  for  feveral  Virtues 
Have  I  lik'd  feveral  Women,  never  any 
With  fo  full  Soul,  but  fome  Defeft  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  no bleft  Grace  (he  ow'd. 
And  put  it  to  the  FoiK     But  you,  O  you. 
So  perfeft,  and  fo  peerlefs^  are  created 
Of  every  Creatures  beft^ 

Mira.  I  do  not  know 
One  of  my  Sex;  no  Woman^s  Face  rememben^ 
Save,  from  my  Glafs,  mine  own  \  nor  have  I  feen 
More  that  I  may  call  Men,  than  you  good  Friends' 
And  my  dear  Father;  how  Features  are  abroad 
I  am  skillefs  of;  but  my  Modefty, 
The  Jewel  in  my  Dower^  I  would  not  wilh 
Any  Companion  in  the  World  but  you; 
Nor  can  Imagination  form  a  Shap^ 
Befides  your  felf,  to  like  of;  but  I  prattle 
Something  too  wildly,  and  my  Father's  Precepts 
I  therein  do  forget. 

Fer^  I  am>  in  my  Condition^ 
A  Prince,  AUranda^  I  do  think  a  King; 
I  would  not  fo,  and  would  no  more  endure 
This  wooden  Slavery,  than  to  fuffer 
The  Fleih-fiie  blow  my  Mouth.    Hear  my  Soul  fpeaUJi 
The  very  inftant  that  I  law  you,  did 
My  Heart  fly  to  your  Servict,  there  refides 
To  make  me  Slave  to  it,  and  for  your  (ake 
Am  I  this  patient  Log-man. 

Mira^  Do  you  love  me  f 

Fer.  O  Heair'oy   O  Earth,  beat  Witneis  to  this  SoUPd^y 
And  crown  what  I  profefs  with  kind  Event,r 
If  I  fpeaktrue;  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  beft  ts  boaded  me,  to  Mifchief ;  I; 
Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i*th*  Worlds 
Do  love,  priie,  honour  yoUk 

Mira.  I  am  a  Fool 
To  weep  It  what  I  am  |^  ei& 

fr^.  Fiir  Bmaohm    / 
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Of  two  moft  rare  Affieftions  I  Heav'ns  rain  Grace 
On  that  which  breeds  between  *eiD. 

Fcr.  Wherefore  weep  you? 

Afira.  At  mine  Unworthinefs,  that  dare  not  offer 
What  I  dedre  to  give,  and  much  lefs  take 
What  I  (hall  die  to  want:  But  this  is  trifling* 
And  all  the  more  it  feeks  to  bide  it  felf^ 
The  bigger  Bulk  it  fhews^    Hence  bafliful  Cunning^ 
And  prompt  me  plain  and  holy  Innocence. 
I  am  your  Wife,  if  you  will  marry  me; 
If  not,  I'll  dye  your  Maid :  To  be  your  Fellow 
You  may  deny  me ;  but  1*11  be  your  Servant^ 
Whether  you  will  or  no^ 

Fcr.  My  Miftrefs,  deareft. 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mira.  My  Husband  then  ? 

Per.  Ay,  with  a  Heart  fo  willing 
As  Bondage  e'er  of  Freedom;  here's  my  Hand. 

Mira.  And  mine,  with  my  Heart  in't ;  and  now  farewel 
*Till  half  an  Hour  hence. 

Fer,  A  thoufand^  thoufand«  J^ExcMms 

Pro.  So  glad  of  this  as  they  I  cannot  be. 
Who  are  furpriz'd  with  all;  but  my  rcjoycing 
At  nothing  can  be  more.  I'll  to  my  Book> 
For  yet  e'er  Supperrtime  muft  I  perform 
Much  Bufinefs  appertaining.  [Exif* 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Caliban,  Stephano  amd  Trinculo. 

Stc,  Tell  not  me,  when  the  Butt  is  out  we  will  drink 
Water,  not  a  Drop  before ;  therefore  bear  up,  and  board 
'em.  Servant  Monfter;  drink  to  me. 

Trin.  Servant  Monfter  ?  the  Folly  of  this  Ifland !  thev  fiy 
there's  but  five  upon  this  Ifle;  we  are  three  of  them,  if  tlie 
other  two  be  brain'd  like  us,  the  State  totters. 

Ste.  Drink,  Servant  Monfter,  when  I  bid  thee;  thy  EyiS 
are  almoft  fet  in  thy  Head. 

Trin.  Where  fhould  they  be  fet  elfe  $  he  were  a  brafve 
Monfter  indeed  if  they  were  fet  in  his  Tail. 

Ste.  My  Man-monfter  hath  drown'd  his  Tongue  in  Sack; 
ibr  my  Part  the  Sea  cannot  drown  me*  I  fwaiDi  <et  I  could 
'  •  ^    recover 
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recover  the  Shore,  five  and  thirty  Leagues,  ofF  and  on ;  by 
chis  Light  thou  ihalt  be  my  Lieutenant,  Monfter,  or  my 
Standard. 

Trin.  Your  Lieutenant,  if  you  lift,  he's  no  Standard* 

Ste.  We'll  not  run,  Monfieur  Monfter. 

Trin.  Nor  go  neither,*  but  you'll  lye  like  Dogs,  and  yet 
fay  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  fpeak  once  in  thy  Life,  if  thpia  b^eft  a 
good  Moon-calf. 

CaL  How  does  thy  Honour  ?  Let  me  lick  'tby  Shooe  i 
111  not  ferve  him,  he  is  not  vaUant. 

Trin.  Thou  lieft,  moft  ignorant  Monfter,  I  am  in  cafe  to 
juftle  a  Conftable;  why^.  thou  debofh'd  Fi(h,  thou,  was 
there  ever  Man  a  Coward,  that  hath  drunk  fo  much  &ck  as 
I  to  Day?  wilt  thou  tell  me  a  monftrousLie,  being  but  half 
a  Fifh  and  half  a  Monfter? 

CaL  Lo,  how  he  mocks  me :  Wilt  thou  let  him^  my 
Lord? 

Trin.  Lord,  quoth  he?  that  a  Monfter  ihould  be  (iich 
a  Natural! 

Cal.  Lo,  lo,  again ;  bite  him  to  Death,  I  prethee. 

Ste.  TrincHloy  keep  a  good  Tongue  in  your  Head ;  if  you 

prove  a  Muti^er,  the  next  Tree the  poor  Monfter's  my 

Subjed,  and  h^  (hall  not  fuffer  Indignity. 

CaU  I  thank  my  noble  Lord.  Wilt  thou  be  pleas*d  once. 
again  to  hearken  to  the  Suit  I  made  to  thee? 

Ste.  Marry  will  I ;  kneel  and  repeat  it, 
I  will  ftand,  and  fo  ftiall  TrincHla. 

Enter  hxlt\  invifible. 

CaL  As  I  told  thee  before,  I  am  Subjeft  to  a  Tyrant, 
A  Sorcerer,  that  by  his  Cunning  hath  cheated  me 
Oftbelfland. 

Ari.  Thou  lieft. 

CaL  Thou  lieft,  thou  jefting  Monkey  thou; 
I  would  my  valiant  Maftcr  would  deftroy  thee ; 
I  do  not  lie. 

Ste.  TrincuUf  if  you  trouble  him  any  more  in's  Tale, 
By  this  Hand,  I  will  fupplant  fome  of  your  Teeth. 

Trin.  Why,  I  faid  nothing. 

Ste.  Mulnthen,  and  so  more;  proceed.  . 

CaL  I  iay  by  Sorcery,  he  got  thi$  lUe*  . 

D  5  ^twsi 
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From  me  he  got  it.    If  thy  Greatners  will 
Revenge  it  on  him,  for  I  know  thou  dai^ft. 
But  this  thing  dare  not. 

Ste.  That's  moft  certain. 

CaL  Thou  fhalt  be  I^ord  of  it>  and  I'll  ferve  thee^ 

Stc.  How  now  (hall  this  be  compaft  ? 
Canft  thou  bring  me  to  the  Party? 

CaL  Yea,  yea,  mv  Lord,  I'll  ^ield  him  thee  aileep^ 
3Vhere  thou  may'ft  Knock  a  Nail  into  his  Head^ 

^r#.  Thou  lieft,  thou  canft  not* 

CaL  What  a  pyde  Ninny's  this  ?  Thou  fcurvy  Patch ! 
I  do  befeech  thy  Greatnefs  give  him  Blowsy 
And  take  his  Bottle  from  him;  when  that's  gone, 
H^ihall  drink  nought  but  Brine,  for  I'll  not  fliew  him 
Where  the  quick  Frelhes  are« 

Ste»  Trinculo,  run  into  no  further  Danger : 
Interrupt  the  Monfter  one  Word  further,  and  by  this  Hand 
I'll  turn  my  Mercy  out  o' Doors,   and  make  a  Stock»fiih  of 
thee. 

Trin.  Why,  what  did  I  ?  I  did  nothing ; 
I'll  go  no  further  off. 

Ste.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  ly'd: 

ArL  Thou  lieft. 

Ste.  Do  I  fo  ?  Take  you  that.  [Bedts  hiwh 

As*  you  like  this,  give  me  the  Lie  another  time. 

Trin.  I  did  not  give  thee  the  Lie;    out  o'your  Wits  and 
Hearing  too? 

A  pox  o'  your  Bottle,  this  can  Sack  and  Drinking  do : 
A  murrrain  on  your  Monfter,    and  the  Devil  take  your 
Fingers. 

CaL  Haj  ha,  ha. 

$te.  Now  forward  with  your  Tale;    prethee  fland  fuiw 
ther  oflF. 

CaL  Beat  him  enough ;  after  a  little  time 
ril  beat  him  too. 

Ste.  Stand  further;  come  proceed. 

Col.  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  'tis  a  Cuftom  with  him 
I' th' Afternoon  to  fleep;  there  \ho\x  may'ft  brain  him. 
Having  firft  feiz-d  his  Boob;  or  with  a  Lc^ 
Batter  his  SkuU,  or  paunch  him  with  a  Stake,     ' 

Or  ^t  his  Wcxuul  wltb  thy  l^ife.    Hcmeipber 

■'-'  -•      •  /■  ?vft 
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Firll  to  poffefe  his  Books;  for  without  them 
He's  but  a  Sot>  as  I  am :  nor  hath  not 
One  Spirit  to  command :  They  all  do  bate  him 
As  rootedly  as  L     Burn  but  his  Books ; 
He  has  brave  Ucen(ils»  for  lb  he  calls  them. 
Which  when  he  has  ao  Houfc>  hell  deck  witfaah 
And  that  moft  deeply  to  coniidar*  is 
The  Beauty  of  his  Daughter;  be  himfdf 
Calls  her  a  Non-pareil:  I  never  faw  a  Woman 
But  only  Sjctrsx  my  Dam,  aixl  ihe; 
But  Ihe  as  far  furpaUetb  Sjicinrax 
As  greateft  does  the  leaft*. 

Ste.  Is  it  fo  brave  a  Lafs? 

Cal.  Ay,  Lord ;  ihe  wfll  becomQ  thy  Bed,  I  w«rwt. 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  Brood* 

Sfe.  Monften  I  will  kill  this  Man :  Hi$  Daughter  and  I 
will  be  King  and  Queen,  fave  our  Graces;  aod  TriM€i(th  and 
thy  felf  ihall  be  Vice-Roys. 
Doft  thou  like  the  Pk)t>  TrimuU  ? 

Trin.  Excellent. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  Hand ;  I  am  forry  I  beat  thee : 
But  while  thou  liv'ft  keep  a  good  Tongue  in  thy  Head* 

Cdl.  Within  this  half  Hour  will  he  be  afteep; 
Wilt  thou  deftroy  him  then  ? 

Ste.  Ay,  on  mine  Honour. 

Art.  This  will  I  tell  my  Maften 

CaL  Thou  mak'ft  me  merry;  I  am  full  of  Pleafure: 
Let  us  be  jocund.    Will  you  troul  the  Catch 
You  taught  me  but  ^hileare  ? 

Ste.  At  thy  Requef(,  Monfter,  I  will  do  Reafon, 
And  Reafon :  Come  on,  Trkictthy  let  us  fing.  [<^^^^* 

FUttt  'em,  smd  cam  'nv;  411^  sksnt  *i^  Md  fiom  'em; 
Tlmngbi  is  free. 

Cat.  That's  not  the  Tune. 

[Ariel /^r^  th  Tune  im  ^  Tahr  ^md  Fife* 

Ste.  What  is  this  fame  i 

Trin.  This  is  the  Tune  of  our  Catchy  plaid  by  the  Pi- 
fture  of  No^body. 

Ste.  If  thou  be^ft  a  Man^  ihew  thy  felf  in  thy  Likwe6: 
If  thou  bt*ft  t  Devil,  iake*t  a$  thou  liCL       . 

Triih  O  forgive  me  my  Sin. 

D  4  Ste, 
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&e.  He  that  dies  pays  all  Debts :  I  defie  thee. 
Mercy  on  us. 

C4L  Art  thou  afraid  ? 

Ste.  No,  Monfter,  not  I. 

C4L  Be  not  afraid ;  the  Ifle  is  full  of  Noifes, 
Sounds^  and  fweet  Airs,  that  give  Delight,  and  hurt  nou 
Sometimes  a  thoufand  twangling  Inftruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  Ears;  and  fometimes  Voices^ 
That  if  I  then  had  wak'd  after  long  Sleep, 
Will  make  me  fleep  again ;  and  then  in  dreaming^ 
The  Clouds  mechought  would  open,  and  (hew  Riches       I 
Ready  to  drop  upon  me,  that  when  I  wak'd 
I  cry'd  to  dream  again. 

Ste.  This  will  prove  a  brave  Kingdom  to  me^ 
Where  I  ihall  have  my  MuHck  for  nothing. 

C4L  When  Proffero  is  deftroy'd. 

Ste.  That  ihall  be  by  and  by: 
I  remember  the  Story. 

Trin.  The  Sound  is  going  away ; 
Let's  follow  it,  and  after  do  our  Work. 

Ste.  Lead,  Monfter; 
We'll  follow.     I  would  I  could  fee  this  Taborer: 
He  lays  it  on. 

Trin.  Wilt  come  ? 
I'll  follow  Stephana.  [^Exe$i»$. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Alonfb,  Sebaftian,  Anthonio,  Gonzalo,  Adrian^i 

Francifco,  &c. 

Gon.  By'r  lakin,  I  can  go  no  further.  Sir, 
My  old  Bones  ake :  Here's  a  Maze  trod  indeed 
Through  Forth-rights  and  Meanders :  By  your  Patience, 
I  needs  muft  reft  me. 

jilon.  Old  Lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee> 
V/ho  am  my  felf  attach'd  with  Wearinefs 
To  th*  dulling  of  my  Spirits;  fit  down  and  reft : 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  Hope,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  my  Flatterer:  He  is  drown'd. 
Whom  thus  we  uray  to  find,  and  the  Sea  mocks 
Our  fruilrate  Search  on  Land.    Well,  let  him  go. 
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'jdnt.  I  am  right  glad  that  he's  fo  out  of  HopeJ 
Do  not,  for  one  Repulfe,  forego  the  Purpofe 
That  you  refolv^d  t'  effeft. 

Self.  The  next  Advantage  will  we  take  throughly. 

u4»t.  Let  it  be  to  Night ;  ' 

!   For,  now  they  are  opprcfs'd  with  Travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot  ufe  fuch  Vigilance 
As  when  they  are  frefti. 

Solemn  andfirdn^e  Mujich  dnd  Profpero  on  the  Top  invipbUm 
Enter  fever al  firdnge  ShapeSy  bringing  in  a  Banqnet ;  and 
dance  dhout  it  with  gentle  jiSlions  of  Salutdtions,  and  i»- 
viting  the  King^  &c.  to  eatj  thej  depart. 

Seb.  I  fay  to  Night:  No  more. 

j4lon.  What  Harmony  is  this?  My  good  Friends,  hark  I    . 

Gon.  Marvellous  fweet  Mufick ! 

Mon.  Give  us  kind  Keepers,  Heav'ns;  what  are  th^fc{ 

Seb.  A  living  Drollery.     Now  I  will  believe 
That  there  are  Unicorns ;  that  in  Arabia 
There  is  one  Tree,  the  Phcenix  Throne,  one  Phoenix 
At  this  Hour  reigning  there. 

Ant.  I'll  believe  both : 
And  what  does  elfe  want  Credit,  come  to  me, 
And  I'll  be  fworn  'tis  true.    Travellers  ne'er  did  lie. 
Though  Fools  at  home  condemn  'em. 

Gon.  If  in  Naples 
I  fhoutd  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  i 
If  I  Ihould  fay  I  faw  fuch  Iflanders: 
(For  certes  thefe  are  People  of  the  Ifland) 
Who  tho'  they  are  of  monftrous  Shape,  yet  note 
Their  Manners  are  more  gentle  kind,  than  of 
Our  human  Generation  you  (hall  find 
Many,  nay,  almoft  any. 

Pro.  Honeft  Lord, 
Thou  haft  faid  well ;  for  ibme  of  you  there  prefent 
Are  worfe  than  Devils. 

Alon.  I  cannot  too  much  mufe. 
Such  Shapes,  fuch  Gefture,  and  fuch  Sound,  expreffing. 
Although  they  want  the  ufe  of  Tongue,  a  kind 
Of  excellent  dumb  Difcourfe. 

Pro.  Praife  in  departing. 

Fya, 
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Fra.  They  vanifli'd  ftrangely.  K  It 

Seb»  No  matter,  (ince  ■    iK 

They  have  left  their  Viands  behind;  for  we  iuvc^Stenw  '  '^ 
[Wilt  pleafe  you  tafte  of  what  is  here  I  I    I 

jUon.  Not  I.  I    \ 

Con.  Faith  Sir>  you  need  not  fear.  Wbci)  we  wcrf  Bow 
Who  would  believe  that  there  were  Mountaineers*  | 

Dew-lapt  like  Bulls^  whofe  Throats,  had  hanging  at  'em    i 
Wallets  of  Flelh  ?  or  that  there  were  fuch  Men  I. 

Whofe  Heads  flood  in  their  Breafts?  which  now  we  find  1 
Each  Putter  out  of  five  for  one  will  bring  us  I 

6ood  warrant  of.  I 

jilon.  I  will  ftand  to,  and  fced>  I 

Although  my  laft ;  oo  matter,  fince  I  feel  I 

The  beft  is  pad.    Brother^  my  Lord>  the  Duke^  I 

Stand  to,  and  do  as  we.  I 

Thunder  and  Lightnings  Enter  Ariel  Uks  ^  t^^pj*  claf$)i\ 
Wings  upon  the  Tuple,  and  with  0  queint  Device  the  Bi»  \ 
quet  vanijhes.  I 

Ari.  You  are  three  Men  of  Sin,  whom  Deftiny»  I" 

That  hath  to  Inftruments  this  lower  World,  % 

And  what  is  in't,  the  never-furfeited  Sea  I 

)jarh  caused  to  belch  you  up;  and  oo  this  Ifland,  1 

Where  Man  doth  not  inhabit,  you  ""mongft  Men  I 

Being  mod  unfit  to  live:  I  have  made  you  mad;  I 

And  even  with  fuch  like  Valour  Men  hang  and  drowo  I 

Their  proper  felves :  You  Fools,  I  and  my  Fellows  I 

Are  Minifters  of  Fate;  the  Elements  I 

Of  whom  your  Swords  are  temper'd,  may  as  well 
\Vound  the  loud  Winds,  or  with  bemockt«at  Stabs 
Kill  the  ftill  cloHng  Waters,  as  diminiih 
One  Dowle  that's  in  my  Plume:  My  PeUow^minifiers 
Are  like  invulnerable.     If  you  could  hurt. 
Your  Swords  are  now  too  maffie  for  your  Strength, 
And  will  not  be  up-Iifted.     But  remember^ 
For  that's  my  Bufinefs  to  you,  that  you  three 
From  Millan  did  fuppiaot  good  Profieve ; 
£xpos'd  unto  the  Sea,  which  hath  requit  it. 
Him  and  his  innocent  Child :  For  which  foul  Deed 
The  Powers  delaying,  not  forgetting^  have 
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Incens'd  the  Seas  and  Shore$4  yea,  all  the  CrentureSi 
Againft  your  Peace :  Thee  of  thy  Son,  Jibmji^^ 
'  They  have  bereft;  and  do  pronounce  by  mh 
Lingring  Perdition,  worfe  than  any  Death 
Can  be  at  once,  (hall  Step  by  Step  attend 
You  and  your  Ways,  whofe  Wraths  to  guard  you  from, 
Which  here,  in  this  mod  defolate  Ifle,  elf^  falls 
Upon  your  Heads,  is  nothing  but  Heart's-forrow, 
And  a  clear  Life  eofuing. 

He  vanijhes  in  Thunder :  Them^  to  fefi  Afn/tckj  Enter  the 
Shapes  agMn^  and  dance  with  Mocks  and  Mowes^  and  car^ 
rjing  out  the  Tatle* 

Pro.  Bravely  the  Figurq  of  this  Harpy  haft  thou 
Perform'd,  my  jiriel;  a  Grace  it  had  devouring : 
Of  my  Inftruftion  haft  thou  nothing  bated 
In  what  thou  hadft  tQ  fay  i  So  with  good  Life, 
And  Obfervation  ftrange,  my  meaner  Minifters 
Their  feveral  Kinds  have  done;  my  high  Charms  work> 
And  thefe,  mine  Enemies,  are  all  knit  up 
In  their  Diftradions:  They  now  are  in  my  Power; 
And  in  thefe  Fits  I  leave  them*  while  I  yiCit 
Young  Ferdinand^  whom  they  fuppofe  is  drown'd. 
And  his,  and  my  lov'd  Darling* 

Gon.  I*th'  Name  of  fomething  holy,  Sir,  why  ftand  y(H| 
in  this  ftrange  Stare  ? 

^lon.  O,  it  is  monftrousi  monftrous! 
Methought  the  Billowy  fpoke>  and  told  m^  of  it; 
The  Winds  did  fing  it  to  mc*  and  the  Thunder, 
That  deep  and  dreadful  Organ-pipe,  propounc'd 
The  Name  of  Projper ;  It  did  bafc  my  Trefpafs, 
Therefore  my  Son  i'th'  Oo:Qe  is  bcdckd;  ind 
I'll  feek  him  deeper  than  e*er  Plummet  foundedt 
And  with  him  there  lye  mudded.  [£^/V, 

SeL  But  one  Fiena  «t  a  time* 
ril  fight  their  L^ioQ^  qV« 

u4nt.  V\\  be  thy  Second.  [Exeunt. 

Gon.  All  three  of  theoi  ar?  defpertte;  their  great  Guilr» 
Like  Poifon  giv*n  to  work  A  great  time  afier* 
Now  'gins  to  bite  the  Spirits*    I  do  ^feech  you» 
That  arc  of  fttppltr  Joiotf*  follow  them  fwiftly, 
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And  hinder  them  from  what  this  Extafie 
May  now  pcovsidke  them  to. 
jidri.  Follow^  I  pray  you.  ^  [Exeum  9mm$s. 


ACT    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Profp^ro^  Ferdinand,  and  Miranda. 

fro.  IF  I  havjB  too  au(lerely  punifli'd  you, 

1  Your  Compenfation  makes  Jlj^tn&si' fot  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  Third  of  mine  own  Xife, 
Or  that  for  which  I  live;  who  once  again 
I  render  to  thy  Hand :  All  thy  Vexations 
Were  but  my  Trials  of  thy  Love,  and  thou ' 
Haft  ftrangely  flood  the  Tcft.     Here  afore  Heav'n  • 
I  ratifie  this  my  rich  Gift :  Q  Ferdinand^      ' 
Do  not  fmile  at  me  that  I  bOaft  her  ofJF; 
For  thou  (hale  find  fhe  will  out-ftrip  all  Praife9 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Fer.  I  do  believe  it 
Againft  an  Oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  Gift,  and  thine  own  Acquifition 
Worthily  purchased,  take  my  Daughter  • 
If  thou  doft  bt-eak  ^^>Vif|in.lcbot  Before 
All  fanftimonious  Ceremonies  may. 
With  full  and  holy  Rite,  be  mJniftred, 
No  fweet  Afperfions  Ihall  the  Heav'ns  let  fall 
To  make  this  Contraft  grow ;  but  barren  Hate, 
Sour-ey'd  Difdain,  and  Difcord  (hall  beftrew     . 
The  Union  of  your  Bed  with  Weeds  fo  lothly 
That  you  Ihall  hate  it  both :  Therefore  take  heed. 
As  Hymen's  Lamps  (hall  light  you. 

Fer.  As  I  hope 
For  quiet  Days,  fair  KTue,  and  long  Life, 
With  fuch  Love  as  'tis  now,  the  murkieft  Den, 
The  moft  opportune  Place,  the  ftrong'ft  Suggeftion, 
Our  worfer  Genius  C2,n^  (hall  never  melt 
Mine  Honour  into  Luft,  to  take  away 
The  Edj^of  that  Da/s  Celebration, 
When  I  mall  think  or  Phoehns  Steeds  are  founder'd. 
Or  Night  kept  chained  below.  Pro. 
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^    Pro.  Fairly  fpoke; 

Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  (he  is  thine  own. 
What,  ^icl;  my  induftrious  Servant,  ^rieL 

Enter  Ariel.    ^ 

u4rl.  What  would  my  potent  Matter  ?  here  I  am. 

Pro.  Thou,  and  thy  meaner  Fellows,  your  laft  Service 
Did  worthily  perform  ;  and  J  mud  ufe  you 
In  fuch  another  Trick;  go  bring  the  Rabble, 
O'er  whom  I  give  thee  Power,  here,  to  this  Place; 
Incite  them  to  quick  Motion,  for  I  muft 
Beftow  upon  the  Eyes  of  this  young  Couple 
Some  Vanity  of  mine  Art;  it  is  my  Promife, 
And  they  exped  it  from  me* 

^ri.  Prefently? 

Pro.  Ay,  with  a  Twink. 

^i.  Before  you  can  fay  Come,  and  go. 
And  breathe  twice;  and  cry>  So*  fo; 
Each  one  tripping  on  his  Toe, 
Will  be  here  with  Mop  and  Mow. 
Do  you  love  me.  Matter  ?  No. 

Pro.  Dearly,  my  delicate  ^riel;  do  not  approach 
fTill  thou  do'ft  hear  me  call. 

^i.  Well,  I  conceive.  [Exit, 

Pro.  Look  thou  be  true ;  do  not  give  Dalliance 
Too  much  the  Rein ;  the  ftrongeft  Oaths  are  Straw 
To  th'Fire  i*th* Blood:  Be  more  Abftemious, 
Or  elfe  good-night  your  Vow. 

Fgr.  I^arraht  you.  Sir, 
The  white  cold  Virgin-Snow,  upon  my  Heart> 
Abates  the  Ardours  of  my  Liver. 

Pro.  Well. 
Now  come  my  ^riel»  bring  a  Corolary, 
Rather  than  want  a  Spirit,  appear,  and  pertly.     [SoffMaJicki* 
No  Tongue;  all  Eyes;  be  filent. 

Enter  Iris. 

Iris.  Ceres,  moft  bounteous  Lady,  the  rich  Leas 
OfWhear,  Rye,  Barley,  Fetches,  Oats,  and  Peafe; 
Thy  turfy  Mountains,  where  live  nibling  Sheep, 
And  flat  Medes  thetch'd  with  Stover,  them  to  keep  j 
Thy  Banks  with  pioncd,  and  tuliVd  Brims, 
^hich  fpungy  ^frih  at  thy  Heft  bctrims. 

To 
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To  make  cold  Nymphs  chafte  Crowns  \  and  thy Broom-gnmsj 
Whofe  Shadow  the  difroifled  Batchelor  iovcsj 
Being  Lafs^-lorn;  thy  pole-dipt  Vineyard, 
And  thy  Sea-marge  fteril,  and  rocky  hardi 
Where  thou  thy  ielf  do'ft  Air ;  the  Queen  o*  th*  Sky^ 
Whof^  watry  Arch,  and  Meflenger,  am  I, 
Bids  thee  leave  thefe,  and  with  her  Sov*raign  Graces 
Here  on  this  Grafs-plot,  in  this  very  Place    [Juno  dtfctnik 
To  come,  and  fport ;  her  Peacocks  fly  amain : 
Approach,  rich  Certi^  her  to  entertain. 

Entrr  Ceres* 

Cer.  Hail  many-coloufd  Meflenger>  that  ne*cf 
Do'ft  difobey  the  Wife  of  Jnfiur  r 
Who,  with  thy  SaflFron  Wings,  upon  my  Flowers 
DifFufeft  Honey  Drops,  refrefhing  Showers^ 
And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  Bow  do'ft  Crown 
My  bosky  Acres,  and  my  unflirub'd  Down, 
Rich  Scarf  to  my  proud  Earth;  why  hath  thy  Queen 
Summon  d  me  hither,  to  this  ihort-grafs*d  Green  ? 

Iris.  AContraft  of  true  Love  to  celebrate. 
And  feme  Donation  freely  to  eftate 
On  the  blefs*d  Lovers. 

Or.  Tell  me  heav'nly  Bow^ 
If  Venm  or  her  Son,  as  thou  do'ft  know. 
Do  now  attend  the  Queen?  (ince  they  did  plot 
The  MeanS)  that  .dusky  !>//,  my  Daughter^  got: 
Her,  and  her  blind  Boy*s  fcandalM  Company, 
t  have  forfworn*  H 

Iris.  Of  her  Society 
Be  not  afraid;  I  met  her  Deity 
Cutting  the  Clouds  towards  PaphoSj  and  her  Son 
Dove-drawn  with  her;  here  thought  they  to  have  done 
Some  wanton  Charm  upon  this  Man  and  Maid^ 
Whofe  Vows  are,  that  no  Bed-right  (hall  be  paid 
*Till  Hymens  Torch  be  lighted  ;  but  in  vain 
Mars*s  hoc  Minion  is  returned  again  ; 
Her  wafpith-headed  Son  has  broke  his  Arrows^ 
Swears  he  will  ihoot  no  more,  but  play  with  Sparrow% 
And  be  a  Boy  right-out. 

Cer.  Higheft  Queeen  of  State, 
Great  Jsino  comes.  I  know  her  by  her  Gate* 
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ypu  How  docs  my  bounteous  Sifter?  Go  with  me 
To  blefs  this  Twain,  that  they  may  pro(perous  be. 
And  honour'd  in.  their  I  flue.  [J^^fi^* 

Jvu  Hon9urj  Richts^  MarrUge  BUjJingt 
Long  Continuance  and  encreajin^^ 
Hourly  Jojsbefi'tll  up^njou^ 
Junoy&rgi  her  BleJJings  on  you  .* 
Earth's  Increaje^  and  Foyt^n  plenty. 
Barns  and  Garners  never  empty j 
Fines,  with  clufiring  Bunches  growing. 
Plants^  with  goodly  Burthen  bowing: 
Spring  come  to  you  at  the  fartheft. 
In  the  very  End  of  Harve^  : 
Scarcity  and  Want  fiall  Jbunyou^ 
Ceres  Blejfing  Jo  is  on  you. 

fer^  This  is  a  moft  majeftick  Vidon,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly;  may  I  be  bold 
To  think  thefe  Spirits  ? 

Pro.  Spirits,  which  by  mine  Art 
I  have  from  all  their  Confines  call'd,  to  enad 
My  prefent  Fancies. 

Fer.  Let  me  live  here  ever ; 
So  rare  a  wondei*d  Father,  and  a  Wife» 
Makes  this  Place  Paradife* 

Pro.  Sweet  now*  Silence: 
Juno  and  Ceres  whifper  ferioufly ; 
There's  fomething  elfe  to  do;  hu/h,  and  be  mute. 
Or  elfe  our  Spell  is  marr'd. 

Juno  and  Ceres  whi/per^  and  fend  Iris  on  Imploymtnti 

Iris.  You  Nymphs  call'd  Najades  of  the  winding B^Dok^ 
With  your  fedg'd  Crowns,  and  ever-harmlefs  Looks, 
Leave  your  crifp  Channel,  and  on  this  Green-land 
Anfwer  your  Summons,  Juno  docs  Command t 
Come,  temperate  Nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  Concrad  of  true  Love;  be  not  too  late.  » 

Enter  certain  Nymphs.  ^ 

You  Sun-burn'd  Sicklemen,  of  Augufi  weary,*  .  -^ 

Come  hither  from  the  Furrow,  and  be  merry;  i 

Make  Holy-^day;  your  Rye-ftraw  Hats  put  on,  \ 

And  thefc  frefh  Nymphs  encounter  every  one 
la  Country  footin^^  Env 
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Enter  certain  Reaper ii  properly  habited  i  thej  join  Tvitk  /ii] 
Njmfhs  in  a  graceful  Vance  \    tcwards  the  End   wi 
PrOfpcro  fiarts  fuddenljj   and  fpeaks ;    after   n/hich  t$  l| 
firangcy  hollow  and  confnfid  Noijij  they  heavily  ^ani/b. 

Pro.  I  had  forgot  that  foul  Confpiracy 
Of  the  Bead  Caliban^  and  his  Confederates, 
Againft  my  Life;  the  Minute  of  their  Plot 
Is  almoft  come.   Well  done,  avoid ;  no  more. 

Fer.  This  is  ftrange ;  your  Father's  in  fome  Paffion 
That  works  him  ftrongly. 

Adira.  Never  *till  this  Day 
Saw  1  him  touch'd  with  Anger,  fo  diftempcr*cl* 

Pro.  You  do  look,  my  Son,  in  a  mov'd  fort. 
As  if  you  were  difmay'd;  be  chearful.  Sir, 
Our  Revels  now  are  ended :  Thefe  our  Aftors, 
As  I  foretold  you,  were  all  Spirits>  and 
Are  melted  into  Air^  into  thin  Air ;  • 

And  like  the  bafelefs  Fabrick  of  their  Vifion, 
The  Cloud-capt  Towers,  the  gorgeous  Palaces, 
The  folemn  Temples,  the  great  Globe  it  felf. 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  (hall  diflblve^ 
And  like  this  inrubftantial  Pageant  faded, 
Leave  not  a  Rack  behind;  we  are  fuch  StufF 
As  Dreams  are  made  on^  and  our  little  Life 
Is  rounded  with  a  Sleep.    Sir,  I  am  vext;  . 
Bear  with  my  Weaknefs,  my  old  Brain  is  troubled : 
Be  not  difturb'd  with  my  Infirmity; 
If  you  be  pleas'd,  retire  into  my  Cell, 
And  there  repofe;  a  Turn  or  two  Til  walk 
Touill  my  beating  Mind. 

Fer.  Mira.  We  wifh  you  Peace.  \ExlU 

Pro.  Come  with  a  Thought;  Ithankthee^  Ariel:  Come. 

Enter  Ariel. 

Ari.  Thy  Thoughts  I  cleave  to;  what's  thy  Pleafure? 

Prtfi  Spirit,  we  muft  prepare  ro  meet  with  Caliban. 

Ari.  Ay,  my  Commander,  when  I  prefented  Cera 
I  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  it,  but  I  fear'd 
Left  I  might  anger  thee. 

Pro.  Say  again,  where  didft  thou  leave  thefe  Varlets? 

Ark 
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^  ^ri.  I  told  you,  Sir,  they  were  red  hot  with  drinking; 
^o  full  of  Valour,  that  thjey  fmote  the  Air 
ylFor  breathing  in  their  Faces ;  beat  the  Ground 
fJFor  kiffing  of  their  Feet;  yet  always  bending 
^Towards  their  Projed:  Then  I  beat  my  Tabori 
At  which^  like  unbackt  Colts,  they  prickt  their  Ears,^ 
Advanc'd  their  Eye^lids,  lifted  up  their  Nofes» 
As  they  (melt  MuHck;  fo  I  charm'd  their  Ears, 
That,  Calf-like^  they  my  Lowing  follow^  through 
Tooth'd  Briars,  iharp  Furzes,  pricking  Gofs  and  Thorn$> 
^Which  entered  their  frail  Shins :  At  laft  I  left  them 
J*  th'  filthy  mantled  Pool  beyond  your  Cell, 
There  dancing  up  to  th'  Chins,  that  the  foul  Lak« 
0*er-ftunk  their  Feet. 

Pro.  This  was  well  done,  my  Bird; 
Thy  Shape  invifible  retain  thou  ftill; 
The  Trumpry  in  my  Houfe,  go  bring  it  hithen 
For  ftale  to  catch  thefe  Thieves. 

^ri.  I  go,  1  go*  [Exit 

Pro.  A  Devil,  a  bom  Devil,  on  whofe  Nature 
Nurture  can  never  ftick;  on  whom  nay  Pains, 
Humanly  taken,  all,  all  loft,  quite  loft; 
And  as,  with  Age,  his  Body  uglier  grows. 
So  his  Mind  cankers;  I  will  plague  them  all. 
Even  to  roaring :  Come,  hang  them  on  this  Line,^ 

Enter  Ariel  loaden  with  gliflering  Afford^  &c.    Enttt 

Caliban,  Stephano,  and  Trinculo,  all  wet. 
CaU  Pray  you  tread  foftly,  that  the  blind  Mole  may  not 
hear  a  Foot  fall;  we  now  are  near  his  CelL 
Ste.  Monfter,  your  Fairy,  which  you  fay  is  a  harmlefs  FairjM 
^  Has  done  little  better  than  plaid  the  Jacl^mith  us. 
Trin.  Monfter,  I  do  fmell  all  Horfe-pifs,  at  which 
My  Nofe  is  in  great  Indignation. 

Ste.  So  is  mine:  Do  you  hear,  Monfter?  If  I  (hould 
Take  a  Difpleafure  againft  you ;  look  you— — 
Trin.  Thou  wert  but  a  loft  Monfter* 
CaL  Good  my  Lord,  give  me  thy  Favour  ftill : 
Be  patient,  for  the  Prize  rll  bring  thee  to  :   \  * 

Shall  hood- wink  this  Mifchance;  therefore  Cp^fc^ff 
All's  huflit  as  Midnight  yet.  *■.:;;.. 

Trin.  Ay,  but  to  lofe  our  Bottles  in  the1?oo\« 
Vol*  !•  .fi  Stt 
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Sit.  There  is  not  only  Di%race,  aod  Di(honour  in  dbti 
Monfter*  but  an  infinite  Lofs. 

Triff.  That's  more  to  me  than  my  wetting : 
Yet  this  is  your  harmlefs  Fdiry^  Monfter. 

Ste.  I  will  fetch  off  my  Bottle,  '. 

|Tho'  I  be  o*er  Ears  for  my  Labour. 

CaL  Prethee,  my  Kinjt,  be  quiet :  Seeft  thou  here 
This  is  the  Mouth  o'  th*  Cell ;  no  Noire,  and  mttt ; 
Do  that  good  Mifchief  which  may  make  this  Ifland 
Thine  own  for  ever ;  and  I,  thy  CMibm^ 
For  ay  thy  Foot^licker. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  Hand; 
I  do  begin  to  have  Uoody  Thoughts* 

Trin.  O  King  Stephdno!  O  Peer!  O  ^onhy  ^tfhMmS^ 
Look  what  a  Wardrobe  here  is  for  thee. 

CaL  Let  it  alone,  thou  Fool,  it  is  but  Trafh. 

Trin.  Oh,  ho,  Monfter;  we  know  what  beloi^s  to  a  Frip- 
pery, O  King  Stephdno. 

Sti.  Put  off  that  Gown>  Trincf^o,  by  this  Hand  I'll  litve . 
that  Gown. 

Trin.  Thy  Grace  (hall  have  if. 

CaL  The  Dropfie  drown  this  Fool;  what  do  you  mct& 
To  doat  thus  on  fuck  Luggaj^e  ?  Let's  alone. 
And  do  the  Murder  firft :  If  be  awake^ 
From  Toe  to  Crown  he'll  fill  our  Skins  with  Pinches; 
Make  us  ftrange  Stuff. 

Ste.  Be  yott  quiet,  Moofter.  Miftre6  Line,  is  not  this  my 
Jerkin?  Now  is  the  Jerkin  under  the  Line  s  Now  JedUo 
you  are  like  to  lofe  your  Hair>  and  prove  a  bald  Jeilua. 

Trin.  Do^  do  ;  we  fieal  iy  Lineacdi  Levels  and 't  lil»  yaox 
Grace. 

Ste.  I  thank  thee  for  that  Jeft,  here's  a  Garment  fioir^ ; 
Wit  ihall  not  go  unrewarded  while  I  am  King  of  this  Cmta* 
try :  Steal  by  Line  md  Levels  is  an  exoelkfit  Pafi  of  Pile; 
there's  another  Garment  for*t. 

Trin.  Monfter,  come  put  fbme  Lime  uf>of»  your  FlngCTTt 
and  away  with  the  reil. 

,C4l.  I  will  have  none  on't;  we  fhaH  We  ouv  Time^ 
And  all  be  ttim'd  to  Bamacles,-  <v  to  Ape% 
With  Foreheads  villanous  low# 
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Ste^  Monffer,  lay  to  your  Fingers;  help  to  bear  this  aMfiy, 
where  my  Hogihead  of  Wine  is,  or  1*11  turn  you  out  of  my 
Kingdom;  go  to,  Urry  this* 

Trm.  And  this. 

Stc.  Ay,  and  this. 

ji  Noife  of  Hunter t  heard.  Enter  divers  Spirits  in  Jbdft  of 
Hounds^  hunting  them  about ^  Profpero  and  Arid  fitting 
them  en. 

Pro.  Htj  Mountain^  hey. 
^ri.  Silver;  there  it  goes,  Silver. 
Pro.  Furjy  Fury;  then  Tjrant,  there;  hark,  hark; 
,   Go,  charge  my  Goblins  that  they  grind  their  Joints 
*   With  dry  Convulfions,  fhorten  up  their  Sinews 

With  aged  Cramps,  and  more  pinch-fpbtted  make  them» 
Than  Pard,  or  Cat  o*  Mountain. 
^ri.  Hark,  they  roar. 

Pro.  Let  them  be  hunted  foundly.  At  this  Hour 
Xve  at  my  Mercy  all  mine  Enemies: 
Shortly  ihali  all  my  Labours  end>  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  Air  at  Freedoiti;  for  a  little 
Follow,  and  do  me  Service.  ^Exeuuti 
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Enter  ProQxero  in  his  Magicl^  Rebes^  and  ArieL 

Pr^.T^  O  W  docs  my  l^rojeft  gather  to  a  head: 

JLN  My  Chdrflis  cfack  rtot;  my  Spirits  obey,  and  Timd 
Goes  upright  with  his  Carriage:  How's  the  Day  ? 

Ari.  On  the  flxth  Hour,  at  which  tinie>  my  Lord, 
Yoii  faid  our  Work  (hould  ceafc* 

Pre.  I  did  fay  fo 
Whep  firft  I  rafsM  the  Teiftpeft;  fay,  my  Spirit^ 
How  fares  the  King  ind*s  l^olto wers  \ 

Ari.  ConfinM  tdgetfidt 
In  the  fame  Fa(hioft  a^  y6ii  p^6  in  charge, 
Juft  as  you  left  tlifffi,  alt  JPirifdfierS)  Sir, 
In  the  Lime-ffo^e  ^Kiclk  Weaffief-ferids  y6nf  Ce1t| 
Th«y  cannot  \SiiAgt  'rill  yoo  /rfeife.  The  Kt6g> 
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Hi»  Brother*  and  yours,  abide  all  three  diAraded  ; 

And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them. 

Brim-full  of  Sorrow  and  Difmay ;  but  chiefly 

Him  that  you  term'd,  Sir,  the  good  oM  Lord  GomscMp* 

His  Tears  run  down  his  Beard,  like  Winter  Drops 

From  Eaves  of  Reeds;  yo*ir  Charm  fo  ftrongly  works  *m$ 

That  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  AfFedions 

Would  become  tender* 

Pro.  Do'ft  thou  think  fo,  Spirit  ? 

Aru  Mine  would.  Sir,  were  I  human. 

Pro.  And  mine  fliall. 
Haft  thou,  which  art  but  Air,  a  Touch,  a  Feeling 
Of  their  Affliftions,  and  fliall  not  my  felf. 
One  of  their  Kind,  that  relifli  all  as  ftiarply 
•Paffion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov'd  than  thou  art? 
Tho*  with  their  high  Wrongs  I  am  ftruck  to  th'  quick. 
Yet,  with  my  nobler  Reafon,  againft  my  Fury, 
Do  I  take  part;  the  rarer  Ad  ion  is 
In  Virtue  than  in  Vengeance ;  they  being  penitent. 
The  fole  Drift  of  my  Purpofe  doth  extend 
Not  a  Frown  further :  Go  releafe  them,  jiricli 
My  Charms  I'll  break,  their  Senfes  1*11  reftore, 
And  they  fliall  be  themfelves. 

Ari.  ril  fetch  them.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Pro.  Ye  Elves  of  Hills  Brooks,  ftanding  Lakes  and  Groves, 
And  ye  that  on  the  Sands  with  printlefs  Foot 
Do  Chafe  the  ebbing  Neptme^  and  do  fly  him 
When  he  comes  back;  you  Demy-puppets  that 
By  Moon-fliine  do  the  green  four  Kinglets  make9       . 
Whereof  the  Ewe  not  bites;  and  you  whofe  Paftime 
Is  to  make  Midnight  Muflirooms,  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  folemn  Curfew,  by  whofe  Aid, 
Weak  Matters  tho'  ye  be,  I  have  be-dimn*d 
The  Noon-tide  Sun,  call'd  forth  the  mutinous  Wmds> 
And  'twixt  the  green  Sea  and  the  azur'd  Vault 
Set  roaring  War :  To  the  dread  ratling  Thunder 
Have  I  given  Fire,  and  rifted  Jove^s  ftout  Oak 
With  his  own  Bolt ;  The  ftrong'd  bas'd  Promontory    ' 
Have  I  madt  fliake>  and  by  the  Spurs  pludct  up 
The  Pine  and  Cedar:  Graves  at  my  Command 
Have  wak'd  their  Sleeperst  op'd#  aiu}  let  *em  forth 
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By  my  fo  potent  Art.    But  this  rough  Magick 

I  here  abjure;  and  when  I  have  requir*d 

Some  heav'nly  Muficfc  which  even  now  I  do. 

To  work  mine  end  upon  their  Senfes,  that 

This  airy  Charm  is  for,  TU  break  my  Staff, 

Bury  it  certain  Fadoms  in  the  Earth, 

And  deeper  than-did  ever  Plummet  found 

1*11  drown  my  Book.  [Solemn  Mufkl^ 

Here  enters  Ariel  before  *y  then  Alonfo  mth  a  frantic!^  Gefiure^ 
attended  bj  Gonzalo.  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio  in  like 
manner  J  attended  by  Adrian  4/7^  Francifco.  They  all  enter 
the  Circle  which  Profpero  had  made,  and  there  ft  and  charm  d ; 
'ivhich  Profpero  ohferving,  fp^^ks: 

A  folemn  Air,  and  the  beft  Comforter 

To  an  unfetled  Fancy,  cure  thy  Brains, 

Now  ufelefs,  boil  within  thy  Skull ;  there  ftand, 

For  you  are  fpell-ftopc. 

Holy  Gontalo,  honourable  Man, 

Mine  Eyes,  even  fociable  to  the  (hew  of  thine, 

Fallfellowly  Drops:  The  Charm  diflblves  apace. 

And  as  the  Morning  ftcals  upon  the  Night, 

Melting  thjp  Darknefs,  fo  their  rifing  Senfes 

Begin  to  chafe  the  ignorant  Fumes  that  mantle 

Their  clearer  Reafon.     O  good  Gonz,aloy 

My  true  Preferver,  ancl  a  loyal  Sir 

To  him  thou  follow*ft;  I  will  pay  thy  Graces 

Home  both  in  Word  and  Deed.    Moft  cruelly 

Didft  thou,  jilonfo»  ufe  me,  and  my  Daughter: 

Thy  Brother  was  a  Furtherer  in  the  Ad; 

Thou  art  pinch'd  for*t  now,  Sebaflian.     Flefti  and  Bloo(|f 

You,  Brother  mine,  that  eiftertain'd  Ambition, 

Expeird  Remorfe  and  Nature,  who  with  Sebafiian^ 

Whofe  inward  Pinches  therefore  ^re  moft  ftrong. 

Would  here  have  killM  your  King ;  I  do  forgive  thee. 

Unnatural  though  thou  art.    Tljeir  Underftanding 

Begins  to  fwell,  and  the  approaching  Tide 

Will  ihortly  fill  the  reafonable  Sh  )re. 

That  now  lyes  foul  and  muddy.    Not  one  of  them 

That  yet  loob  on  me,  or  would  know  me;  Ariel^ 

Fetch  methe  Hatt  and  Rapier  in  my  CelV, 
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And  hinder  them  from  what  this  Extafie 
May  now  provake  them  to. 
Jkdri.  Follow^  I  pray  you.  *  \Exet§m  mma. 


ACT    IV.    S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Profpero,  Ferdinand,  and  Miranda. 

fro*  TF  I  havjB  too  aufterely  punifli'd  you, 

X  Your  Compenfation  makes  ijLinends;'  for  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  Third  of  mine  own  Life, 
Or  that  for  which  I  Uve;  who  once  again 
I  render  to  thy  Hand :  AU  thy  Vexations 
Were  but  my  Trials  of  thy  Love^  and  thou ' 
Haft  ftrangely  flood  the  Tcft.     Here  afore  Heav'n  • 
I  ratifie  this  my  rich  Gift:  Q  Ferdinandy      ' 
Do  not  fmile  at  me  that  I  bOaft  her  ofJF; 
For  thou  (halt  find  Ihe  will  out-ftrip  all  Praife, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Fer.  1  do  believe  it 
Againft  an  Oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  Gift,  and  thine  own  Acquifition 
Worthily  purchased  take,  my  Daughte'fti  *        • 
If  thou  doft  bteak  Ti|i*^Vir|in.tbot  Before 
All  fanftimonious  Ceremonies  may. 
With  full  and  holy  Rite,  be  mJniftred, 
No  fwcet  Afpcrfipns  Ihall  the  Heav'ns  let  fall 
To  make  this  Contraft  grow ;  but  barren  Hate, 
Sour-ey'd  Difdain,  and  Difcord  (hall  beftrew     • 
The  Union  of  your  Bed  with  Weeds  fo  lothly 
That  you  Ihall  hate  it  both :  Therefore  take  heed. 
As  Hjmen^s  Lamps  (hall  light  you. 

Fer.  As  I  hope 
For  quiet  Days,  fair  KTue,  and  long  Life, 
With  fuch  Love  as  'tis  now,  the  murkicft  Den, 
The  moft  opportune  Place,  the  ftrong'ft  Suggeftion, 
Our  worfer  Gcnms  C2,n^  (hall  never  melt 
Mine  Honour  into  Luft,  to  take  away 
The  Ed^;of  that  Da/s  Celebration, 
When  I  (hall  think  or  PhaetHs  Steeds  are  founder'd. 
Or  Night  kept  chained  below.  Pro. 
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Let  me  embrace  thine  Ag^  whofe  Honour  cMool 
Bemeafur'd,  orconfitfd, 
GoH.  Whether  thb  be. 
Or  be  not,  I'll  not  fwev. 

Pro.  You  do  yet  tafte 
Some  Subtilties  o'th'  Ifle,  fhtt  Will  KK  let  you 
Believe  things  certain;  Welcome,  ny  Friends  alli 
But  you,  my  brace  of  Lords  were  X  fo  minded,  ' 

I  here  could  pluck  his  Highnefs  Frown  upon  you, 
And  juftifie  you  Traitors;  at  this  time 
I  will  tell  no  Tales. 

Se^.  The  Devil  Tpeab  in  him. 

Pro.  No!       -        • 
For  you,  moft  wicked  Sir,  whom  to  call  Brother 
Would  even  infeft  my  Mouth,  I' do  forgive  ''' 

Thy  rankeft  Faults  ;  all  of  them ;  and  require 
My  Dukedom  of  thee,  which  perforce  I  know 
Thou  muft  reftgrc. 

^lon.  If  thou  beeft  Profpero, 
Give  us  Particulars  of  thy  Preftrvation, 
How  thou  haft  met  us  here,  who  thre?  Hours  Hrc? 
Were  wrackt  upon  this  Shore  ^  where  !  have  loft, 
(How  fharp  the  Point  of  this  Remembrance  is  1) 
My  dear  Son  FerdtHMd. 

Pro.  I  am  wo  for'r.  Sir. 

j4Ioh.  Irreparable  is  the  Lofs,  and  Patience 
Says,  it  is  paft  her  Cure. 

Pre.  I  rather  think 
You  have  not  fought  her  Help,  of  whofe  foft  Grace, 
For  the  like  Lofs,  I  have  her  fovcraign  Aid, 
And  reft  ray  felf  content. 

AUn.  You  the  like  Lofi  ? 

Pro.  As  great  to  me,  as  late,  and  infupporta^Ie 
To  make  the  dear  Lofc,  have  !■  Means  much  "WEakei    ,  ^ 
Than  you  may  call  to  comfort  you;  for  I  '  ^". 

Have  loft  my  Daughter. 

j4lon.   A  Daughter  ? 
Oh  Heavens!  that  they  wcreliving  both  in  NAplesy 
The  Kingand  Queen  there;  that  they  were,  I  wifli 
My  felf  were  mudded  in  that  Oozy  Btd 
Where  my  Son  lyes.  When  did  you  lofe  youi  "DaM^iw"^ 
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Pro.  In  this  laft  Tcmpeft*    I  perceive  thefe  Lords  - 
'At  this  Encounter  do  fo  much  admire. 
That  they  devour  their  Reafon,  and  fcarce  think 
Their  Eyes  do  Offices  of  Truth,  their  Words 
Are  natural  Breath ;  but  howfoever  you  have 
Been  juftled  from  your  Senfe$»  know  for  certain 
That  I  am  Profiero^  and  that  very  Duke 
Which  was  thruft  forth  of  MilUn ;  who  moil  ftrwgely 
Upof)  this  Shore,  where  you  were  wrackt,  was  hnded 
To  be  the  Lord  on'r.  No  more  yet  of  this; 
For  'tis  a  Chronicle  of  Day  by  Day, 
Not  a  Relation  for  a  Breakfaft>  nor 
Befitting  this  firft  Meeting.   Welcome,  Sir; 
This  Cell's  my  Court ;  here  have  I  few  Attendant^ 
And  Subjects  none  abroad ;  pray  you  look  in; 
My  Dukedom  fince  you  have  given  me  again> 
I  will  requite  you  with  as  good  a  thing, 
At  leaft,  bring  forth  a  Wonder,  to  content  ye. 
As  much  as  me  my  Dukedom. 

Here  Prolpero  difcovers  Ferdinand  and  Miranda  fUjiftg 

at  Chefs. 

Mira.  Sweet  I^ord,  you  play  me  falfc. 

Fer.  No,  my  deareft  Love, 
I  would  not  for  the  World. 

Adira.  Yes,  for  a  fcore  of  Kingdoms  you  ihould  wraogle» 
And  I  would  call  it  fair  Play, 

^lon.  If  this  prove 
A  Vifion  of  the  Ifland,  one  dear  Son^ 
Shall  I  twice  lofe, 

Seb.  A  moft  high  Miracle^ 

Fer.  Though  the  Seas  threaten,  they  are  merciful  3 
I  have  curs*d  them  without  Caufe. 

Alon.  Now  all  the  Blcffings 
Of  a  glad  Father  compafs  thee  about ; 
Arif<;,  tind  fay  how  thou  cam'ft  here. 

"Mira.  O  Wonder!  , 

Wow  many  goodly  Creatures  are  there  here^ 
How  beauteous  Mankind  is  I  O  brave  new  World, 
•That  has  fuch  People  in^t* 
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j4laiJ,  What  is  this  Maid,  with  whom  thou  wad  at  play  S 
Your  cld'ft  Acquaintance  cannot  be  three  Hours; 
Is  file  the  Goddefs  that  hath  fever'd  us. 
And  brought  us  thus  together? 

Fer.  Sir,  ftie  is  Mortal; 
But  by  Immorcal  Providence  flie'j  mine; 
I  chofe  her  when  I  could  not  ask  my  Father 
For  his  Advice;  nor  thought  I  had  one:  She 
Is  Daughter  to  this  famous  Duke  of  MilUn^ 
Of  whom  fo  often  I  have  heard  RenowH} 
But  never  faw  before;  of  whom  I  have 
Keceiv'd  a  fecond  Life;  and  fecond  Father 
This  Lady  mikes  him  to  me. 

jilon.  I  am  hers;  . 

But  O,  hov  odly  wilt  it  found,  that  I 
Mull  ask  my  Child  Forgivenefsj 

Pro.  There.  Sir,  flop; 
Let  us  not  burthen  our  Remembrances  with 
An  Heavinefs  that's  gone. 

Gen.  I  have  inly  wept, 
Or  fhould  have  fpoke  e'er  this.   Look  down,  youGods^ 
And  on  this  Couple  drop  a  bleffed  Crown: 
For  it  is  you  that  have  chalk'd  forth  the  Way 
Which  brought  us  hither. 

^Uti.  I  fay  Amcn^  Genz-itle, 

(?o».^Was  Millan  thruft  from  MilUttt  that  his  Iffue 
Should  become  Kings  of  Napltsf  O  rejoyce 
Beyond  a  common  Joy,  and  fet  it  down 
With  Gold  on  bfling  Pillars :  In  one  Voyage 
Did  CUribel  her  Husband  find  at  Tunis;  s 

And  Ferdinand^  her  Brother,  found  a  ,Wife. 
Where  he  himfelf  was  loft;  Profpertt  his  Dukedonij 
In  a  poor  Itle;  and  all  of  us,  our  felves. 
When  no  Man  was  his  own. 

Ahn.  Give  me  your  Hands : 
Let  Grief  and  Sorrow  ftill  embrace  his  Heart, 
That  doth  not  wifli  you  Joy. 

Con.   Be  it  fb,  Amen. 
Enter  Ariel,  with  the  Mafltr  And  Boat/wain  am43i.edljfollowin 

0  look  Sir,  look,  here  is  more  of  us ! 

1  pri  " '   '  ■ '    '''    ■"  "         fcre  on  Land 
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This  Fellow  could  not  drawn:  Now,  Blafpheoijr* 
That  fwear'ft  Grace  o'er-board,  not  an  Oath  on  Shore, 

Haft  thou  no  Mouth  by  Land? 
.What  is  the  News  ? 

Boat/l  The  beft  News  is,  that  we  have  faft  foufxl 
Our  King  and  Company;  the  nextt  our  Ship, 
Which  but  three  Glafles  fince  we  gave  out  fplit. 
Is  tite,  and  yare>  and  bravely  rigg'df  as  when 
yfe  firft  put  out  to  Sea. 

^ri.  Sir,  all  this  Service 
Have  I  done  fince  I  went. 
Pro.  My  trickfey  Spirit. 

uiloft.  Thefe  are  not  natural  Events;  they  ftrenigthen 
From  ftrange  to  ftranger^  Say,  how  came  you  hitner? 

Boat/l  If  I  did  think>  Sir»  I  were  well  awake, 
I'd  ftrive  to  tell  you  :  We  were  dead  of  fleep. 
And,  how  we  know  not,  all  clapt  under  Hatches, 
Where,  but  even  now,  with  ftrange  and  feveral  Noifes 
Of  roaring,  (hrieking,  howling»  gingling  Chains» 
And  more  diverfity  of  Sounds,  all  horrible. 
We  were  awak'd;  ftraightway  at  Liberty; 
Where  we,  in  all  our  Trim,  frelhly  beheld 
Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  Ship;  ourMafter 
Capring  to  eye  her;  on  a  trice,  fo  pleafe  you, 
£ven  in  a  Dream,  were  we  divided  from  them» 
And  were  brought  moping  hither, 
^r/.  Was*t  well  done? 

Pro.  Bravely,  my  Diligence ;  thou  (halt  be  free. 
^loK.  This  is  as  ftran^&a  Maze  as  e'er  Men  trod, 
^^nd  there  is  in  this  Bufinefs  more  than  Nature 
Was  ever  Conduft  of;  fome  Oracle 
Muft  redifie  our  Knowledge. 

Pro.  Sir,  my  Liege, 
Do  not  infed  your  Mind  with  beating  on 
The  ftrangenefs  of  this  Bufihefs;  at  pickt  Leifure^ 
'itVhicH  (hall  be  ftiortly  fingle.  111  refolve  you. 
Which  to  you  (hall  feem  probable,  of  every 
Thefe  happened  Accidents ;   'till  wheftj  be  chearful^ 
And  think  of  each  thing  well.  Come  hither,  Spirit; 
Set  Caliban  and  his  Companioq|  free : 
Untie  the  Spell.   How  fares  my  gracious  Sir  ? 
g  Therft 


There  are  yet  miffing  of  your  Company 
Some  few  odd  Lads,  that  you  remember  not. 

Sftter  Ariel,  driving  in  Calibin,    Stephano,  tuid  Triiw 

culo,  in  their  fiolUn  jinarel. 
Sie.  Every  Man  ftiifi  for  all  the  reir,  and  let 
No  Man  take  care  for  himfelff  for  alt  is 
But  Fortunei  Cor^io,  Bully-Monfter,  Coragie. 

Tritt.  If  thefe  be  true  Spies  which  I  wear  in  my  Head, 
Here's  a  goodly  Sight. 

Cat.  O  Setebtt^  thefe  be  brave  Spirits  indtedl 
How  fiae  mr  Mafter  it  1  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chauife  me.  •* 

Seh.  Ha,  har 
What  things  ara  thel<,  my  Lord  j1mh»m»\ 
Will  Mony  buy  'em? 

^r.  Very  like;  one  of  then 
Is  a  plain  Fiih,  and  no  doubt  marketable. 

Pro,  Mark  but  the  Badges  of  th^e  Men,  myLordi^ 
Then  fay  if  they  be  true :  This  milhapen  Knave, 
His  Mother  was  9  Witch,  and  one  {o  ftrong 
That  could  controul  the  Moon,  make  Flows  and  HUiOa 
And  deal  in  her  Command  without  ber  Power ; 
Thefe  three  have  robb'd  me,  and  this  Demy-Devil* 
For  he's  a  Baftard-onc,  had  plotted  with  them 
To  take  my  Life ;  two  of  thefe  Fellows  you 
Mufl:  know  and  own,  this  thing  of  Darkneft  I 
Acknowledge  mine. 

Cat.  I  fhall  be  pincht  to  Death. 
^loH,  Is  not  ttiit  Sttfluntt  ray  drurAen  Butler  { 
Stb.  He  is  drunk  now; 
Wlicrehad  he  Winei 
'       ^Un.  And  TWwfljKfoisreeling-rip*!  where  (hoqld  they 
Find  this  grand  Liquor  that  hath  gilded  'em? 
How  cam'ft  tbou  in  this  pickle  ? 

Trin.  I  have  been  in  iuch  a  pickle  fince  I  faw  you  lift. 
That  1  fear  me  will  never  out  of  my  Bones; 
I  fhall  not  fear  fly-blowinp. 

Sek,  Why,  how  now  Suphano  ? 

Ste.  Otouch  menot;   I  am  notSe/i/ntKo,  butaCramp. 

Pro.  You'd  beKin^  o'thTne,  Sirrah? 

Sre,  I  "   >uld  have  been  3  fore  one  then. 
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AUii.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  as  e'er  I  looked  otC 

Pro.  He  is  as  difprc^rtion'd  in  his  Manners 
As  in  his  Shape :  Go^  Sirrah,  to  my  Cell, 
T^e  with  you  your  Companions ;  as  you  look 
To  have  my  Pardon^  trim  it  handfomly. 

CdL  Ay,  that  I  will ;  and  PU  be  wife  hereafter9 
And  feck  for  Grace.    What  a  thrice  double  Afi 
Was  I  to  take  this  Drunkard  for  a  God  ? 
And  worihip  this  dull  Fool? 

Pro.  Go  to,  away. 

jilon,  Hence>  and  beftow  yourLuggage  where  you  found  it 

Seb.  Or  ftolc  it  rather. 

Pro.  Sir/ 1  invite  your  Highnefs  and  your  Train 
To  my  poor  Cell;  where  you  ihall  take  your  Reft 
For  this  one  Night,  which.  Part  of  it,  I'll  waftc 
With  fuch  Difcourfe,  as  I  not  doubt  (hall  make  it 
Go  quick  away;  the  Story  of  my  Life, 
And  the  particular  Accidents  gone  by 
Since  I  came  to  this  Ille :  And  in  the  Morn 
I'll  bring  you  to  your  Ship;  and  fo  to  Naples. 
Where  I  have  hope  to  fee  the  Nuptials 
Of  thefe  our  dear-beloved  folemniz'd  ; 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Millan^  where 
]5very  third  Thought  (hall  be  my  Grave. 

jilon.  I  long 
To  hear  the  Story  of  your  Life,  which  muft 
Take  the  Ear  ftrangely.  / 

Pro.  PU  deliver  all. 
And  promife  you  calm  Seas,  aufpicious  Gales, 
And  Sail  fo  expeditious,  that  fliall  catch 
Your  Royal  Fleet  far  off:  My  Ariel^  Chick, 
That  is  thy  Charge ;  then  to  the  Elements 
Be  free,  and  fare  thou  well,   Pleafe  you  draw  near. 
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EPILOGUE, 

spoken  by  Troffero.    . 


NO  Wi  nffw  my  Charms  are  all o'er-thrown^ 
And  what  Strength  I  have's  mine  9wn, 
Which  is  m»Ji  faint :  Now  'tis  true 
I  muji  be  here  confined  by  you, 
Orfent  to  Naples.  Let  me  not, 
Sijice  1  have  my  T)ukedom  got^ 
And  pardoned  the  Receiver y  dwell 
In  this  bare  IJland  by  your  Spell; 
But  releafe  me  from  my  Bands, 
With  the  help  of  your  good  Hands. 
Gentle  Breath  ofyoursy  my  Sails 
Mujifillj  or  elfe  my  TrojeB  fails, 
fVhich  was  to  pleafe.    Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enforce.  Arts  to  enchants 
And  my  ending  is  Hefpair, 
Unlefs  I  be  reUeifd  by  Grayer  5 
Which  pierces  fo,  that  it  affaults 
Mercy  it  felf,  and  frees  all  Vaults. 

As  you  from  Crimes  would  pardon*d  be, 

Let  your  Indulgence  fet  me  free. 
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DUKE,  Father  to  Slvia. 
Valentine,  ?    ,  „     , 

Protheus.     ^'*"^°  «'«""»'«• 
Anchonio,  Father  to  Protheus. 
Thurio,  a  fooUfi  Rmtl  to  Valentine. , 
Eglamorc,  ^gent  for  Silvia  in  her  Efcafe. 
Hoft,  niihere  Julia  lodges. 
Out-laws  -with  Valentine. 
Speed,  a  clonynijh  Servant  to  Valentine. 
Launce,  the  like  to  Protheus. 
Panthion,  Servant  to  Anthonio. 


Julia,  helo'ued  of  Protheus. 

Silvia,  heloved  of  Valentine. 

Lucetta,  Waiting-vioman  to  Julia.      / 
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A  C  T  I.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

"Enter  Valentine  and  Protheus. 

rALENTINE. 
EASE  to  perfuade,  my  loving  Protheus; 
Home-keeping  Youth  hate  ever  homely  Wits; 
Wer't  not  Affef^ion  chains  thy  tender  Days 
To  the  fweet  Glances  of  thy  honour'd  Love, 
I  rather  would  intreat  thy  Cpmpany, 
To  fee  the  Wonders  of  the  Wijrld  abroad. 

Than,  living  dully  fluggardiz'dat  home. 

Wear  out  thy  Youth  with  ftiapelefs  Idlenefi. 

But  fince  thou  lov'ft,  love  ftill,  and  thrive  therein, 

EvcD  as  I  would  when  I  to  love  begin. 
Pro.  Wilt  thou  be  gone?  Sweet  f^alemint,  adieu; 

Think  on  thy  Prtthems,  when  thou  haply  Teeft 

Some  rare  Note-worthy  Objeft  in  thy  Travel: 

Wilh  me  Partaker  in  thy  Happinefi 

When  thoudojOt  meet  good  Hap;  aiid  in  thy  Danger* 

If  evei  Dangecdo  eaviroD  thee. 

Vot.  I.  F  CestC-, 
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CommcDd  thy  Giievance  to  my  holy  Prayers; 
For  I  will  be  thy  Bead's-man,  Valentine. 

VkL  And  on  a  Love-book  pray  for  my  Succefs  ? 

Tro.  Upon  fpme  Book  I  love  I'll  pray  for  thee. 

VdL  That's  on  fome  ftiallow  Story  of  deep  Love, 
How  young  Leander  crofs'd  the  Hellejpont. 

Pro.  That's  a  deep  Story  of  a  deeper  Love; 
For  he  was  more  than  over  Shoes  in  Love. 

VkL  *Tis  true;  for  you  are  over  Boots  in  Love, 
And  yet  you  never  fwom  the  HelUffont. 

Pro.  Over  the  Boots?  Nay,  give  me  not  the  Boots. 

ykL  No,  I  will  not;  for  it  boots  thee  not. 

Pro.  What? 

VaL  To  be  in  Love  where  Scorn  is  bought  with  Groans, 
Coy  Loob>  with  htf  art-fore  Sighs ;  one  fading  Moment's  Mirth, 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  Nights^ 
If  haply  WOP,  perhaps  an  haplefs  Gain : 
If  loft,  why  then  a  grievous  Labour  won; 
However,  but  a  Folly  bought  with  Wit, 
Or  elfe  a  Wit  by  Folly  vanquiflied. 

Pro.  So,  by  your  Circumftance,  you  call  me  Fool. 

Val.  So,  by  your  Circumftanct,  I  fear  you'll  prove. 

Pro.  'Tis  Love  you  cavil  at ;  I  am  not  Love. 

Val.  Love  is  your  Matter;  for  he  matters  you. 
And  he  that  is  fo  yoked  by  a  Fool, 
Methinks  ftiould  not  be  chronicled  for  Wife. 

Pre.  Yet  Writers  fay,  as  in  the  fwectett  Bud 
The  eating  Canker  dwells;  fo  eating  Love 
Inhabits  in  the  fineft  Wits  of  all. 

Fdl.  And  Writers  fay,  as  the  mott  forward  Bud 
Is  eaten  by  the  Canker,  e  er  it  blow; 
Even  fo  by  Love  the  young  and  tender  Wit 
Is  turn'd  to  FoHy,  blafting  in  the  Bud, 
LoCng  his  Verdure  even  in  the  Prime, 
And  all  the  fair  Effeds  of  future  Mopes. 
But  wherefore  watte  I  Time  to  counfel  thee* 
That  art  a  Votary  to  fond  Defirc?     * 
Once  more  adieu :  My  Father  at  the  Road 
Expeds  my  comings  there  to  fee  me  (hipp'd. 

Pr#.  And  thither  will  I  bring  thee,  VkUnUmm 

m.  Sweet  ProthtHS,  no :  How  1«S  Uf  t^e  jQHf  £e|V6i* 
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At  Millan  let  me  hear  from  thee  by  Letters 
Of  thy  Succefs  in  Love;  and  what  News  elfe 
Betideth  here  in  Abfence  of  thy  Friend : 
And  I  likewife  will  vifit  thee  with  mine. 

Pro.  All  Happinefs  bechance  to  thee  in  AfilUn. 

f^al.  As  much  to  you  at  home ;  and  fo  fareweL      [Exiu 

Pro.  He  after  Honours  hunts,  I  after  Love ; 
He  leaves  his  Friends,  to  dignifie  them  more; 
I  love  my  felf>  my  Friends,  and  all  for  Love* 
Thou  JnUa^  thou  haft  metamorphosed  me; 
Made  me  negled  my  Studies,  lofe  my  Time^ 
War  with  good  Counfel,  fet  the  World  at  nought; 
Made  Wit,  with  Mufing,  weak;  Heart  fick>  with  Thought. 

Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  Sir  ProtheuSy  fave  you ;  faw  you  my  Mafter  ? 

Pro.  But  now  he  parted  hence  to  embark  for  Millan. 

Speed.  Twenty  to  one  then  he  is  fhipp'd  already* 
And  I  have  plaid  the  Sheep  in  lofing  him. 

Pro.  Indeed  a  Sheep  doth  Very  often  ftray. 
And  if  the  Shepherd  be  a  while  away* 

Speed.  You  conclude  that  my  Mafter  is  a  Shepherd  then,' 
and  I  a  Sheep  ?         ^ 

Pro.  I  do. 

Speed.  Why  then  my  Horns  are  his  Horns,  whether  B 
wake  or  fleep. 

Pro*  A  (illy  Anfwer,  and  fitting  well  a  Sheep. 

Speed.  This  proves  me  ftill  a  Sheep. 

Pro.  True ;  and  thy  Mafter  a  Shepherd. 

Speed.  Nay,  that  I  can  deny  by  a  Circamftatfce. 

Pro.  It  fhall  go  hard  but  Til  prove  it  by  another. 

Speed.  The  Shepherd  feeks  the  Sheep,  and  not  the  Steep 
the  Shepherd ;  but  I  feek  my  Mafter,  and  my  Mtaftia:*  feeks 
not  me ;  therefi)re  I  am  no  Sheep. 

Pro.  The  Sheep  for  Fodder  follow  the  Shepherd^  thd 
Shepherd  for  Food  follows  not  the  Sheep  ;  thou  for  Wagi^S 
foUoweft  thy  Mafter*  thy  Mafter  for  Wages  follows  noj 
thee;  therefore  thou  art  a  Sheep. 

^ed^  Such  anoili^  Proof  will  make  me  cry  Bsk. 

Pro.  But  doft  thou  hear  t  gaveft  thou  my  Letter  to  Jftfia  f 

Speedi  AyiL  &r^  I»  a>  h^ft-Mutmiy  gavtt  youi^  Imup  to 
hitv  ^  IliB^*(t^Mllli^  Mitti^i  a  lkc'di>Mttttgn,  gave  me>  a 
Mt-Muttqn^  nothing  for  my  Labour*  F  x        ?t«% 
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Pro.  Here's  too  fmall  a  Pafture  for  fuch  ftore  of  Mut- 
tons. 

Speed.  If  the  Ground  be  ovcr-charg'd,  you  were  befi  iUdt 
hen 

Pro.  Nay,  in  that  you  are  aftrayj    'twex  beft   pound 
you. 

Speed.  Nay,  Sir,  lefs  than  a  Pound  (hall  ferve  me  for  cai> 
rying  your  Letter. 

Pro.  You  miftake ;  I  mean  the  Pound,  a  Pin-foId» 
^ced.  From  a  Pound  to  a  Pin?  fold  it  over  and  over, 
'Tis  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  Letter  to  your  Lover. 
Pro.  But  what  faid  (he? 
Speed.  Ay. 

Pro.  Nod-I ;  why,  that's  Noddy.  \ 

Speed.  You  miftook,  Sir,  I  faid  (he  did  nod: 
And  you  ask  me  if  (he  did  nod>  and  I  faid.  Ay. 
Pro.  And  that  fet  together,  is  Noddy. 
Speed.  Now  you  have  taken  the  Pains  to  fet  it  together, 
take  it  for  your  Pains, 
Pro.  No,  no,  you  (hall  have  it  for  bearing  the  Letter* 
Speed.  Well,  I  perceive  I  mufi:  be  fain  to  bear  with  yoiu 
Pro.  Why,  Sir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me? 
Speed.  Marry,  Sir,  the  Letter  very  orderly. 
Having  nothing  but  the  Word  Noddy  for  my  Pains. 
Pro.  Belhrew  me,  but  you  have  a  quick  Wit. 
Speed.  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  flow  Purfe. 
Pro.  Come,  come,  open  the  Matter  in  brief;    what  (aid 
/he? 

Speed.  Open  your  Purfe,  that  the  Mony  and  the  Matter 
may  be  both  delivered. 
Pro.  Well,  Sir,  here  is  for  your  Pains;  what  faid  (he? 
Speed.  Truly,  Sir,  I  think  you'll  hardly  win  her. 
Pro.  Why?  could'ft  thou  perceive  fo  much  from  her? 
Speed.  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from  her; 
No,  not  (b  much  as  a  Ducket  for  delivering  your  LetteTf 
And  being  fo  hard  to  me  that  brought  your  Mind, 
I  fear  (hell  prove  as  hard  to  you  in  telling  her  Mind. 
Give  her  no  Token  but  Stones ;  for  (he's  as  hard  as  ^eL 
Pro.  What  faid  (he,  nothing? 
Speed.  No^  not  fo  much  as  take  this  for  thy  Pains : 
To  teftifie  jour  Bounty,  I  thank  you,  you  have  tefteitfdine : 
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In  requital  whereof,  henceforth  carry  your  Letter  your 
felf :  And  fo,  Sir,  I'll  commend  you  to  my  Matter. 

Pro.  Go,  go,  be  gone,  to  fave  your  Ship  from  wrack> 
Which  cannot  perifli,  having  thee  aboard. 
Being  deftin'd  to  a  drier  Death  on  Shore. 
I  muft  go  fend  fome  better  Mcffenger : 
I  fear  my  Jnlia  would  not  deign  my  Lines» 
Receiving  them  from  fuch  a  worthlefs  Poft.  \ExeHtft. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter   Julia  and   Lucetta. 

JhL  But  fay,  Lucetta,  now  we  are  alone, 
Wouldft  thou  then  counfel  me  to  fall  in  Love  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  Madani,  fo  you  ftumble  not  unheedfully. 

JhL  Of  all  the  fair  Refort  of  Gentlemen, 
That  every  Day  with  Parle  encounter  me. 
In  thy  Opinion  which  is  worthieft  Love  ? 

tjHc.  Pleafe  you  repeat  their  Names,  I'll  ftiew  my  Mind, 
According  to  my  (hallow  fimple  Skill. 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  Eglamour? 

Luc*  As  of  a  Knight  well-fpoken,  neat  and  fine ; 
But  were  I  you,  he  never  ftiould  be  mine, 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  rich  Aiercatio? 

Luc.  Well  of  his  Wealth;  but  of  himfelf  fo,  fb. 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  gentle  Protheus  ? 

Luc.  Lord,  L9rd  I  to  fee  what  Folly  reigns  in  us. 

Jul.  How  now?  what  means  this  PaflionathisName? 

Luc.  Pardon,  dear  Madam ;  'tis  a  palling  Shame, 
That  I,  unworthy  Body  as  I  am. 
Should  cenfure  thus  on  lovely  Gentlemen. 

Jul.  Why  not  on  Protheusy  as  of  all  the  reft  ? 

Luc.  Then  thus;  of  many  good,  I  think  him  bcft. 

Jul.  Your  Reafon  ? 

Luc.  I  have  no  other  but  a  Woman's  Reafon ; 
I  think  him  fo,  becaufe  I  think  him  fo. 

Jul.  And  wouldft  thou  have  me  caft  my  Love  on  him? 

Luc.  Ay,  if  you  thought  your  Love  not  caft  away. 

Jul.  Why  he,  of  all  the  reft,  hath  never  mov'd  me. 

Luc.  Yet.  he,  of  all  the  reft,  1  think  beft  loves  ye. , 

Jnl.  His  little  fpeakiog  ftiews  his  Loye  but  (mall.      -.  ^ 
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Lite.  Fire  that's  clofeft  kept  burns  mofl;  of  alL 

JuL  They  do  not  love  that  do  not  (hew  their  Love« 

Imc.  Oh*  they  love  leaft  that  let  Men  know  their  Love. 

Jul.  I  would  I  knew  his  Mind. 

Lncm  Perufe  this  Paper,  Madam. 

JuL  To  Julia  \  fay,  from  whom? 

Lhc.  That  the  Contents  will  (hew. 

ynl.  Say,  fay ;  who  gave  it  thee  ? 

Luc.  Sir  p^alcntine*sV^gc ;  and  fenr,  I  think,  from Prothens. 
He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  I  being  in  the  Way, 
Did  in  your  Name  receive  it;  pardon  the  Fault,  I  pray* 

^uL  Now,  by  my  Modefty,  a  goodly  Broker  j 
Dare  you  prefumeto  harbour  wanton  Lines? 
To  whifper  and  confpire  againft  my  Youth  ? 
Now  truft  me,  'tis  an  Office  of  great  Worth, 
And  you  an  Officer  fit  for  the  Place. 
There;  take  the  Paper;  fee  it  be  returned. 
Or  elfe  return  no  more  into  my  Sight. 

Luc.  To  plead  for  Love  deferves  more  Fee  than  Hate. 

Jul.  Will  ye  be  gone  ? 

Luc.  That  you  may  ruminate.  \^Exit. 

Jul.  And  yet  I  would  I  had  o'er-Iook'd  the  Letter. 
It  were  a  fhame  to  call  her  back  again, 
And  pray  her  to  a  Fault,  for  which  I  chid  her. 
What  Fool  is  (he  that  knows  I  am  a  Maid, 
And  would  not  force  the  Letter  to  my  View? 
Since  Maids,  in  Modefty,  fay  No  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  Profferer  conftrue,  Ay. 
Fie,  fie ;  how  way-ward  is  this  foolifh  Love, 
That,  like  a  tefty  Babe,  will  fcratch  the  Nurfe, 
And  prefently,  all  humbled,  kifs  the  Rod  ? 
How  churli(hly  I  chid  Lucetta  hence. 
When  willingly  I  would  have  had  her  here? 
How  angerly  I  taught  my  Brow  to  frown. 
When  inward  Joy  enforced  my  Heart  to  fmile? 
My  Penance  is^  to  call  Lucetta  back. 
And  ask  Remiffion  for  my  Folly  paft. 
What  ho !  Lucetta! 

Re-enter  Lucetta. 

Luc.  What  would  your  Ladyfliip  ? 

Jffh  ?«>n^I^iniicrrtimc? 
\ 
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Lmc*  I  would  it  were. 
That  you  might  kill  your  Stomach  on  your  Meat^ 
And  not  upon  your  Maid. 

JftL  What  is't  that  you 
Took  up  fo  gingerly  ? 

Lhc.  Nothing. 

JhU  Why  didft  thou  ftoop  then  ? 

Lhc.  To  take  a  Paper  up  that  I  let  fall. 

Jul.  And  is  that  Paper  nothing  ? 

Luc.  Nothing  concerning  me. 

Jul.  Then  kt  it  Jye  for  thofe  that  it  conceims, 

Luc.  Madam,  it  yrill  not  lye  where  it  concern^ 
Unlefs  it  have  a  falfe  Interpreter. 

Jul.  Some  Love  of  yours  hath  writ  to  you  in  Rime. 

Luc.  That  I  might  fing  it.  Madam,  to  a  Tune; 
Give  a  Note;  your  Ladyftiip  can  fet. 

Jul.  As  little  by  fuch  Toys  as  may  be  poffible; 
Beft  fing  it  to  the  Tune  of  Liiht  O  Love. 

Luc.  It  is  too  heavy  for  fo  light  a  Tun^. 

Jul.  Heavy  ?  belike  it  hath  fome  Burthen  then^ 

Luc.  Ay ;  and  melodious  were  it,  would  you  fing  it. 

Jul.  And  why  not  you  ? 

Luc.  1  cannot  reach  fo  high. 

Jul.  Let's  fee  your  Song : 
How  now  Minion  \ 

Luc.  Keep  Tune  there  ftill,  fo  you  will  fing  it  out: 
And  yet  methinks  I  do  not  like  this  Tune. 

Jul.  You  do  not? 

Luc.  No,  Madam,  'tis  too  (harp. 

JuL  You,  Minion,  are  too  fawcy. 

Luc.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  flat. 
And  ifiar  the  Concord  with  too  harfli  a  Defcant; 
There  wanteth  but  a  Mean  to  fill  your  Song. 

Jul.  The  Mean  is  drown'd  witn  your  unruly  Bafr. 

Lm.  Indeed  I  bid  the  bafe  for  Prothens. 

JuL  This  Babble  fhall  not  henceforth  trouble  me* 
Here  is  a  Coil  with  Proteftation ! 
Go,  get  you  gone ;  and  let  the  Papers  lye : 
You  would  be  fingrine  them  to  anger  me. 

Lkc.  She  makes  it  urange,  but  &e  would  be  beft  pleas'd 
To  be  fo  aDger'4  with  another  Letter*  \£xU. 
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Jul.  Nay,  would  I  were  fo  anger*d  with  the  fame ! 
Oh  hateful  Hands,  to  tear  fuch  loving  Words; 
Injurious  Wafps,  to  feed  on  fuch  fweet  Honey, 
And  kill  the  Bees  that  yield  it  with  your  Stings  I 
I'll  kifs  each  feveral  Paper  for  amends : 
Look,  here  is  writ,  kind  JnUa;  unkind  yulia! 
As  in  revenge  of  thy  Ingratitude, 
I  throw  thy  Name  againft  the  bruifing  Stones, 
Trampling  contemptuoufly  on  thy  Difdain, 
And  here  is  writ.  Love-wounded  Prothcus. 
Poor  wounded  Name ;  my  Bofom,  as  a  Bed, 
Shall  lodge  thee  'till  thy  Wound  be  throughly  heal'd ; 
And  thus  I  fearch  it  with  a  foveraign  Kifs. 
But  twice  or  thrice  was  Prothens  written  down: 
Be  calm,  good  Wind,  blow  not  a  Word  away, 
^Till  I  have  found  each  Letter  in  the  I-etter. 
Except  mine  own  Name:  That  fome  Whirl-wind  bear 
Unto  a  ragged,  fearful,  hanging  Rock, 
And  throw  it  thence  into  the  raging  Sea. 
Lo,  here  in  one  Line  is  his  Name  twice  writ: 
Poor  forlorn  Protheus,  pajjionate  Protheus : 
To  the  fweet  Julia:  That  I'll  tear  away; 
And  yet  I  will  not,  fith  fo  prettily 
He  couples  it  to  his  complaining  Names : 
Thus  will  I  fold  them  one  upon  another: 
Now  kif5,  embrace,  contend,  do  what  you  will. 

Enter  Lucetta. 

Luc.  Madam,  Dinner  is  ready,  and  your  Father  ftays. 

Jul.  Well,  let  us  go. 

Luc.  What,  Ihall  thefe  Papers  lye,  like  tell-tales  here? 

Jul.  If  you  refped  them,  beft  to  take  them  up. 

Luc.  Nay,  I  was  taken  up  for  laying  them  down  : 
Yet  here  they  fliall  not  lye  for  catching  cold. 

Jul.  I  fee  you  have  a  Month's  mind  to  them. 

Luc.  Ay,  Madam,  you  may  fay  what  Sights  you  fee  : 
I  fee  things  too,  although  you  judge  I  wink. 

Jul.  Come,  come,  wilt  pleafe  you  go  ?  [Epce$iHU 
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Enter  Anthonio   and  Panthion. 

^fst.  Tell  me,  Panthion,  what  fad  Talk  was  that 
Wherewith  my  Brother  held  you  in  the  Cloyfter  ? 

Pant.  'Twas  of  his  Nephew  Protheusy  your  Son. 

^nt.  Why,  what  of  him? 

Pant.  He  wonder'dthat  your  Lordihip 
Would  fuffer  him  to  fpend  his  Youth  at  home. 
While  other  Men  of  (lender  Reputation 
Put  forth  their  Sons  to  feek  Preferment  out: 
Some  to  the  Wars,  to  try  their  Fortune  there; 
Some  to  difcover  Iflandt  far  away; 
Some  to  the  ftudious  Univerfities, 
For  any,  or  for  all  thefe  Exercifes, 
He  faid,  that  Prothcusy  your  Son,  was  meet; 
And  did  requeft  me  to  importune  you  " 
To  let  him  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  home; 
Which  would  be  great  Impeachment  to  his  Age, 
In  having  known  no  Travel  in  his  Youth. 

^nt.  Nor  need'ft  thou  much  importune  me  to  that 
Whereon  this  Month  I  have  been  hammering, 
I  have  confider'd  well  his  lofs  of  Time ; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfed  Man, 
Not  being  try'd,  nor  tutor'd  in  the  World: 
Experience  is  by  Induftry  atchicv'd. 
And  perfected  by  the  fwift  Courfe  of  time ; 
Then  tell  me,  whither  were  I  beft  to  fend  hitn? 

Pant.  I  think  your  Lordfliip  is  not  ignorant. 
How  his  Companion,  youthful  Valentine^ 
Attends  the  Emperor  in  his  Royal  Court. 

Ant.  I  know  it  well. 

Pant.  'Twere  good,  I  think,  your  Lordfti  ip  fcnt  him  thither ; 
There  (hall  he  praftife  Tilts  and  Turnaments; 
Hear  fweet  Difcourfe,  convcrfe  with  Noblemen, 
And  be  in  Eye  of  every  Exercife 
Worthy  his  Youth,  and  Noblenefs  of  Birth. 

Ant.  I  like  thy  Counfel ;  well  haft  thou  ad vis'd : 
And  that  thou  may 'ft  perceive  bow  well  I  like  it» 
The  Execution  of  it  ihall  make  known ; 
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Even  with  the  fpeedieft  Expedition 

I  will  difpatch  him  to  the  Emperor's  Court* 

rant.  To  Morrow,  may  it  pleafe  you,  Dqh  jflfhoHfi^ 
With  other  Gentlemen  of  good  Efteem, 
Are  journeying  to  falute  the  Emperor, 
And  to  commend  their  Service  to  his  Will. 

Ant.  Good  Company  ^  With  them  {hiM  Protheus  go. 
And  in  good  time,  now  will  we  break  with  him* 

Enter  Protheus. 

Pro.  Sweet  Love,  fweet  Lines,  fweet  Life; 
Here  is  her  Hand,  the  Agent  of  her  Heart; 
Here  is  her  Oath  for  Love,  her  Honour's  Pawn* 
O  that  our  Fathers  would  applaud  our  Loves, 
To  feal  our  Happinefs  with  their  Confents. 
Oh  heav'nly  Julia  ! 

Ant.  How  now  ?  What  Letter  are  you  reading  there  ? 

Pro.  May't  pleafe  your  Lordfliip,  *tis  a  Word  or  two 
Of  Commendation  lent  from  Valentine  \ 
Delivered  by  a  Friend  that  came  from  him. 

Ant.  Lend  me  the  Letter ;  let  me  fee  what  News. 

Pro.  There  is  no  News,  my  Lord,  but  that  he  writes 
How  happily  he  lives,  how  well  belov'd. 
And  daily  graced  by  the  Emperor; 
Wilhing  me  with  him.  Partner  of  his  Fortune. 

Ant.  And  how  ftand  you  afFefted  to  his  Wifli  ? 

Pro.  As  one  relying  on  your  Lordfliip's  Will, 
And  not  depending  on  his  friendly  Wifh. 

Ant.  My  Will  is  fomething  forted  with  his  Wifti: 
Mufe  not  that  I  thus  fuddenly  proceed; 
For  what  I  will,  I  will;  and  there's  an  End.| 
I  am  refolv'd  that  thou  (halt  fpend  fome  timie 
With  Valentino  in  the  Emp'ror's  Court : 
What  Maintenance  he  from  his  Friends  receives. 
Like  Exhibition  thou  (halt  have  from  me : 
To  Morrow  be  in  readinefi  to  go. 
Excufe  it  not,  for  I  am  peremptory. 

Pro.  My  Lord,  I  cannot  be  fo  foon  provided; 
Pleafe  you  deliberate  a  Day  or  two* 

Ant.  Look  what  thou  want'ft  (hall  be  fent  after  thee; 
No  more  of  Stay ;  to  Morrow  thdu  muft  go. 
Come  on,  Panthion;  you  fliall  be  ioiplo/a 

To 
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To  haften  on  his  Expedition.  f  £x/.  Ant.  and  Pant. 

Pf^  Thus  have  i  (hunn'd  the  Fire  for  fear  of  burnings 
And  drench'd  me  in  the  Sea,  where  I  am  drown'd: 
I  ftary  to  ihew  my  Father  JhUo^s  Letter, 
Left  he  fhould  take  Exceptions  to.  my  Love; 
And  with  the  vantage  of  miAe  own  Excufe^ 
Hath  he  excepted  moft  againft  my  Love. 
Oh>  how  this  Spriiig  of  Love  refembleth 
The  uncertain  ©bry  of  an  jifril  Day, 
Which  now  (hews  ail  the  Beauty  of  the  Sun, 
And  by  and  by  a  Cloud  takes  all  away. 

Enfer  Pantfaion. 

Pant.  Sir  PrHheus^  your  Father  calls  for  you; 
He  is  in  hafte,  therefore  I  pray  you  go. 

Pro.  Why  this  it  is :  My  Fkart  accords  thereto. 
And  yet  a  thoufand  times  it  anfwers  no.  \Exem9n. 


A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

Speed.  QIR,  your  Glove. 

v3  FaU  Not  mine ;  my  Gloves  are  on. 

Speed.  Why  then  this  may  be  yours,  for  this  is  but  one^ 

Val.  Ha?  let  me  fee >  Ay,  give  it  me,  it's  mine: 
Sweet  Ornament  that  decks  a  Thing  divine. 
Ah  Silviay  Silvia  ! 

Speed.  Madam  Silvia  !  Madam  Silvia  f 

Vol.  How  now  Sirrah? 

Speed.  She  is  not  ix^ithin  hearing.  Sir. 

FaU  Why  Sir,  who  bad  you  call  her  \ 

Speed.  Your  Worfhip,  Sir,  or  elfc  I  miftook. 

Val.  Well,  you'll  ftill  be  too  forward. 

Speed.  And  yet  I  was  laft  chidden  for  being  too  flow, 

yd.  Go  to  Sir,  tell  me,  do  you  know  Madam  Silvia  i 

Spied.  She  that  your  Worihip  loves  ? 

yal.  Why«  how  know  you  that  I  am  in  Love? 

^p9$d.  Marry»  by  thefe  fpecial  Marb:  Firft,  you  have 
liearn'd,  like  Sir  pT9th$teu  to  wreath  your  Arms  like  a  Male- 
coptcnr,  to  rclilh  t  Love-Soi^  like  a  M!dniirfUr\n%0^^ .  to 
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walk  alone  like  one  that  had  the  Peftilence,  to  iigh  like  i 
School-boy  that  had  loft  his  ^,  fi,  C,  to  weep  like  a  yonif 
Wench  that  had  loft  her  Grandam^  to  faft  like  one  chat 
takes  Diet,  to  watch  like  one  that  fears  robbing  to  ipeak 
puling  like  a  Beggar  at  HolUwrnnfs:  You  were  wont9  whcQ 
you  laugh'd,  to  crow  like  a  Cock;  when  you  walk'd,  to 
walk  like  one  of  the  Lions;  when  you  faft^d,  it  was  pr^ 
fently  after  Dinner;  when  you  look'd  fadly,  it  was  fbr 
want  of  Mony:  And  now  you  are  metanoiorphos'd  with  a 
Miftrefsy  that  when  I  look  on  you,  I  can  hardly  think  yon 
my  Mafter. 

FaL  Are  all  thefe  things  perceiv'd  in  xne  ? 

Speed.  They  are  all  perceiv'd  without  ye. 

Vdl.  Without  me  ?  they  cannot. 

Speed.  Without  you  ?  nay,  that's  certain ;  for  without  you 
were  fo  fimple,  none  elfe  would :  But  you  are  fo  withoue 
thefe  Follie$,  that  thefe  Follies  are  within  you,  and  ftiine 
through  you  like  the  Water  in  an  Urinal;  that  not  an  £ye 
that  fees  you,  but  is  a  Phyfician  to  comment  on  your  Ma- 
lady. 

Fal.  But  tell  me,  doft  thou  know  my  Lady  Silvid  i 

Speed.  She  that  you  gaze  on  fo  as  (he  (its  at  Supper? 

f^aL  Haft  thou  obferv'd  that?  Even  (he  I  mean. 

Speed.  Why,  Sir,  I  know  her  not. 

VaL  Doft  thou  know  her  by  gazing  on  her,  and  y^t 
know'ft  her  not? 

Speed.  Is  (he  not  hard-favour'd.  Sir? 

Fal.  Not  fo  fair.  Boy,  as  well  favour'd.^ 

Speed.  Sir,  I  know  that  well  enough, 

VaL  What  doft  thou  know  ? 

Speed.  That  (he  is  not  fo  fair,  as  of  you  well  favout'd. 

VaL  I  mean  that  her  Beauty  is  exquidte. 
But  her  Favour  infinite. 

Speed.  That's  becaufe  the  one  is  painted,  iand  the  other 
out  of  all  Count. 

VaL  How  painted?  and  how  out  of  Count? 

Speed.  Marry  Sir,  (b  painted  te  make  her  fair,  that  no 
Man  counts  of  her  Beauty. 

VaL  How  efteem*ft  thou  me?  I  account  of  her  Beaut)\ 
Speed.  You  never  faw  her  fince  (he  was  defon&*d» 
VaL  How  loog  hath  ihe  been  deform'd? 
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speed*  Ever  fince  you  lov'd  her. 

FkL  I  have  lov'd  her  ever  fince  I  faw  her. 
And  ftill  I  fee  her  beautiful. 

Speed.  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  fee  her. 

Fkl.  Why  ?  ^ 

Speed.  Becaufe  Love  is  blind.  O  that  you  had  mineEyes, 
or  your  own  Eyes  had  the  Lights  they  were  wont  to  have, 
when  you  chid  at  Sir  Protheus  for  going  ungarter'd. 

rdl.  What  ftiould  I  fee  then  ? 

Speed.  Your  own  prefent  Folly,  and  her  paffing  Defor- 
mity :  For  he,  being  in  Love,  could  not  fee  to  garter  his 
Hofe;  and  you,  being  in  Love,  cannot  fee  to  put  on  your 
Hofe. 

f^a/.  Belike,  Boy,  then  you  are  in  Love;  for  laft  Morn- 
ing you  could  not  fee  to  wipe  my  Shoes. 

Speed.  True,  Sir,  I  was  in  Love  with  my  Bed;  I  thank 
you,  you  fwing'd  me  for  my  Love,  which  makes  me  the 
bolder  to  chide  you  for  yours. 

Fal.  InConclufion,  I  ftand  afftdcd  to  her. 

Speed.  I  would  you  were  fet,  fa  your  AfFcSion  would 
ceafe. 

f^al.  Laft  Night  (he  enjoin'd  me 
,   To  write  fome  Lines  to  one  ftie  loves. 

Speed.  And  have  you? 

Fal.  I  have. 

Speed.  Are  they  not  lamely  writ? 

f^aL  No,  Boy,  but  as  well  as  I  can  do  them: 
Peace,  here  flie  comes. 

Enter  Silvia. 

Speed.  Oh  excellent  Motion!  Oh  exceeding  Puppet! 
Now  will  he  interpret  to  her. 

Fdl.  Madam  and  Miftrefs,  athoufand  Good-morrows* 

Speed.  Oh !  'gi\  e  ye  Good-ev'n ;  here's  a  million  of  Manners* 

Sil.  Sir  ydlentinej  and  Servant,  to  you  two  thoufand. 

Speed.  He  ihould  give  her  Intereft;  and  (he  gives  ithiiD# 

Fal.  As  you  have  injoin'd  me,  I  have  writ  your  Letter 
Unto  the  fecret,  namelefs  Friend  of  yours; 
Which  I  was  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in, 
But  for  my  Duty  to  your  Lady(hip. 

SiL  I  thank  you,  gentle  Servant,,  'tis  very  Clerkly  done. 

Vdl.  Now  truft  me,  Madam,  it  came  hardly  off: 

For 
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For  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
I  writ  at  random^  very  doubtfully. 

SiL  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  fo  much  Pains§ 

FaL  No,  Madam,  fo  it  fteed  you,  I  will  write, 
Pleafe  you  command,  a  thoufand  times  as  much. 
And  yet— 

Sil.  A  pretty  Period;  well,  I  gucfs  the  Sequel; 
And  yet  I  will  not  name  it,  and  yet  I  care  not. 
And  yet  take  this  again,  and  yet  I  thank  you ; 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Speed.  And  yet  you  will ;  and  yet,  another  yet.     [^^^sU. 

VaL  What  means  your  Ladyfliip  ? 
Do  you  not  like  it  ? 

Sil.  Yes,  yes;  the  Lines  are  very  quaintly  writ; 
But,  fince  unwillingly,  take  them  again ; 
Nay,  take  them. 

Fal.  Madam,  they  are  for  you. 

Sil.  Ay,  Ay?  you  writ  them.  Sir,  at  my  Requeft; 
But  I  will  none  of  them;  they  arc  for  you: 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly. 

FaL  Pleafe  you,  I'll  write  your  Ladyfliip  another. 

SiU  And  when  it's  writ,  for  my  fake  read  it  over  ; 
And  if  it  pleafe  you,  fo ;  if  not,  why  fo. 

Fal.  If  it  pleafe  me,  Madam,  what  then  ? 

Sil.  Why,  if  it  pleafe  you,  take  it  for  your  Labour; 
And  fo  Good-morrow,  Servant.  [Exit. 

Speed.  Oh  Jcft  unfeen,  infcrutible,  invifible. 
As  a  Nofe  on  a  Man's  Face,  or  a  Weathercock  on  a  Steeple; 
My  Mafter  fues  to  her,  and  flie  hath  taught  her  Sutor, 
He  being  her  Pupil,  to  become  her  Tutor: 
Oh  excellent  Device !  was  there  ever  heard  a  better  ? 
That  my  Mafter  being  iScribe, 
To  himfelf  fhould  write  the  Letter? 

Fal.  How  now.  Sir  ? 
3'Wiat  are  you  reafoning  with  your  felf  ? 

Speed.  Nay,  I  was  riming;  'tis  you  that  have  the*Re;i(bn. 

Fal.  To  do  what  ? 

Speed.  To  be  a  Spokes-man  from  Madam  Silvia. 

Fal.  To  whom? 

Speed.  To  your  felf ;  wbyi  (he  woes  you  by  a  Figured 

F4A  WhttFiguit? 

Sficd. 
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speed.  By  a  Letter>  I  (hould  (ay. 

VkL  Whyt  (he  bath  not  writ  to  me  ? 

Speed.  What  nqed  (he. 
When  (he  hath  isade  you  write  to  your  felf  ? 
Why,  do  you  not  perceive  the  Jeft? 

Val.  No,  believe  me. 

Speed.  No  believing  you  indeed.  Sir : 
But  did  you  perceive  h«r  Earncft  ? 

Fal.  She  gave  me  none,  except  an  angry  Word. 

Speed.  Why,  (he  hath  given  you  a  Letter. 

Fal.  That's  the  Letter  I  writ  to  her  Friend. 

I^eed.  And  that  Letter  hath  (he  deliver'd>  and  there's  aot  endk 

Pal.  I  would  it  were  no  worfe. 

Speed.  I'll  warrant  you  'tis  as  weH : 
For  often  have  you  writ  to  her,  and  (he  in  Modefty, 
Or  elfe  for  want  of  idfe  Time,  could  not  again  reply; 
Or  fearing  elfe  fome  Me(renger  that  might  her  Mind  difi:over> 
Her  felf  hath  taught  her  Love  himfelf  to  write  unto  her  Lover* 
AH  this  I  fpeak  in  Print;  for  in  Print  I  found  it. 
Why  mufe  you.  Sir?  'tis  Dinner*time. 

FdL  I  have  din'd. 

Speed.  Ay^.  but  hearken.  Sir ;  though  the  Camele^n  Love 
can  feed  on  the  Air,  I  am  one  that  am  nouri(h'd  by  my  Viftit- 
ajs;  and  would  fein  have  Meat:  Oh  be  not  like  your  Mih 
flrefs;  be  moved,  be  moved.  [£;afMfp% 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Protheus   and  Julia. 

Pr§.  Have  Patience,  gentle  yuliou 

JmL  I  muflt^  where  is  no  Remedy. 

Pro.  When  poffibly  I  cao>  I  will  return. 

Jul.  If  you  turn  not,  vou  will  return  the  (boner : 
Keep  t^is  Remembrance  for  thy  JfiUa*s  fake*  \Giv$»£  a.  Sut/^* 

Pro.  Wny  then  we'll  make  Exchange; 
Here*,  tdice  you  this. 

JmL  And  fed  this  Bargain  with  a  holy  Kifs. 

Frou.  Here  is  my.  Hand  for  my  true  Conftancy : 
And  when-  that  Hour  o'er-flips  me  in  the  Dayi 
Whercia  I  figh.not^  7^^'^>  ^  ^^^y  ^^^^ 
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The  next  enfuing  Hour  fome  foul  Mifchance' 
Torment  me,  for  my  Love*s  Forgetfulnefs. 
My  Father  ftays  my  coming  j  anfwer  not : 
The  Tide  is  now ;  nay,  not  thy  Tide  of  Tears; 
That  Tide  will  ftay  me  longer  than  I  fliould:    [^Exif  Julia. 
j^i^/iVi,  farewel.  Wharl  gone  without  a  Word  ? 
Ay,  fo  true  Lovelliould  do;  it  cannot  fpeak; 
For  Truth  hath  better  Deeds  than  Words  to  grace  it. 

E»ter  Pan th  ion. 

Pan.  Sir  Protheusj  you  arc  ftaid  for. 

Pr«.  Go;  I  come,  I  come; 
Alas!  this  Parting  ftrikes  poor  Lovers  dumb.  [^ExeM»t. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Launce. 
Laun.  Nay,  'twill  be  this  Hour  e'er  I  have  done  weep- 
ing; all  the  Kind  of  the  Launces  have  this  very  Fault :  I 
have  received  my  Proportion,  like  the  prodigious  Son,  and 
am  going  with  Sir  Protheus  to  the  Imperial's  Court.  I  think 
Crah^  my  Dog,  be  the  fowrcft  natui'd  Dog  that  lives :  My 
Mother  weeping,  my  FathtT  wailing,  my  Sifter  crying,  our 
Maid  howling,  our  Cat  wringing  her  Hands,  and  all  our 
Houfe  in  great  Perplexity;  yet  did  not  this  cruel-hearted 
Cur  Ihed  one  Tear:  He  is  a  Stone,  a  very  Pibble-ftone, 
and  has  no  more  Pity  in  him  than  a  Dog :  A  Jcu^  would 
have  wept  to  have  fecn  our  Parting;  why,  my  Grandam;. 
having  no  Eyes,  look  you,  wept  her  felf  blind  at  my  Part- 
ing. Nay,  ril  ftiow  you  the  manner  of  it:  This  Shoe  is 
my  Father;  no,  this  left  Shoe  is  my  Father;  no,  no,  this 
left  Shoe  is  my  Mother ;  nay,  that  cannot  be  fo  neither ; 
yes,  it  isfo,  it  is  fo;  it  hath  the  worfer  Sole;  this  Shoe 
with  the  Hole  in  it  is  my  Mother,  and  this  my  Father ;  a 
Vengeance  on't,  there  'tis :  Now,  Sir,  this  Staff  is  my  Si- 
fter; for  look  you,  fhe  is  as  white  as  a  Lilly,  and  as  fmall  as 
a  Wand;  this  Hat  is  Ndn^  our  Maid;  I  am  the  Dog;  no, 
the  Dog  is  himfelf,  and  I  am  the  Dog :  Oh,  the  Dog  is 
me,  and  I  ^m  my  felf;  ay,  fo,  fo  :  Now  come  I  to  my  Fa* 
ther;  Father,  your  Blcffing:  Now  fliould  not  the  Shoe 
ipeak  a  Word  for  weeping;  now  fliould  I  kifs  my  Father; 
well,  he  weeps  on :  Now  come  I  to  my  Mother;  obthat 
flie  could  fpeak  now  like  a  Would- woman ;  weD^  I  kifs  her ; 
^  ""  why 
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^  ipyhy  there  'tisi  here's  nay  Mother's  Breath  up  and 
down  :  Now  come  I  to  my  Sifter ;  mark  what  Moan 
ihe  makes:  Now  the  Dog  all  this  while  fheds  not  a  T<?ar> 
nor  fpeab  a  Word;  Ibiit  fee  how  I  lay  the  Duft  with  my 
Tears* 

Enfer  Panthiom 

Pant.  Ldunce^  away,  away,  aboard ;  thy  Mafter  is  (hipp'd 
and  thou  art  to  poft  after  with  Oars:  What'^  the  Matter? 
why  weep'ft  thou,  Man  ?  away  Afs^you  will  lofe  the  Tide 
if  you  tarry  any  longer* 

Lann.  It  is  no  matter  if  the  Tide  were  loft»  for  it  is  the  ^ 
unkindeft  Tide  that  ever  any  Man  ty'd. 

Punt.  What's  the  unkindeft  Tide? 

Lam,  Why,  he  that* s  ty'd  here ;  CrAb^  my  Dog. 

Pant.  But,  Man^  I  mean,  thoult  lofe  the  Flood ;  and  in 
lofing  the  Flood>  lofe  thy  Voyage;  and  in  lofing  thy  Voyi 
age,  lofe  thy  Mafter;  and  in  lofing  thy  Mafter,  lofe  thy 
Service;  ana  in  lofing  thy  Service,— -—Why  doft  thofuftop 
my  Mouth? 

La$in.  For  fear  thou  (hould^ft  lofe  thy  Tongue* 

Pant.  Where  ftiould  I  lofe  my  Tongue  ? 

Laun.  In  thy  Tale, 

Pamt.  In  thy  Tail* 

Laun^  Lofe  the  Tide,  and  the  Voyage^  and  the  Mafter^ 
and  the  Service,  and  the  Tide;  why,  Man,  if  the  River  were 
dry,  I  am  able  to  fill  it  with  my  Tears;  if  the  Wind  were 
down,  I  could  drivfcthe  Boat  with  my  Sighs. 

Pant.  Come,  come  away,  Man ;  I  was  knt  to  call  thee. 

Laun.  Sir,  call  me  what  thou  dar*ft# 

Pant.  Wilt^hougo? 

Laun.  WeQ,  I  willgo»  [jEx^trnt^ 

S  C  EN  E    IV.        ^         ' 

Bmtr  Valendnci  Silvia,  Thurio  ami  Speed# 

Sil.  Servant. 

FaL  Miftreis. 

i^eeJU  Mafter,  ^ixTlmrU  frdwns  oA  you#  :    ; 

Vol.  Ay  Boy,  it*s  fprr  (.ove^  j 

Spedi  Not  .dF  you*                               v.  "  ^        \ 

^^bfmylfiftwfitlwt  ^ 
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Speed.  'Twere  good  you  knockt  hinu 

SiL  Servant,  you  are  fad* 

Fkl.  Indeed,  Madam,  I  feem  (o. 

Thu.  Seem  you  that  you  are  not? 

VkL  Haply  I  do. 
.  Thu.  So  do  Counterfeits. 

VkL  So  do  you. 

Tb9$.  What  feem  I  that  I  am  not? 

VkL  Wife. 

Thu.  What  Inftaoce  of  the  contrary? 

VkL  Your  Folly. 

Thn.  And  how  quote  you  my  Folly  ? 

Vdl.  I  quote  it  in  your  Jerkin. 

71w.  My  Jerkin  is  a  Doublet. 

VdL  Well  then,  I'll  double  your  Folly. 

Th$$.  How? 

SiL  What,  angry,  SkThHriof  doyou  changeCc^ur? 

VmI.  Give  him  leave.  Madam;  he  is  a  kindofCiiifr/liM' 

7%!^.  That  hath  more  mind  to  feed  on  your  Bloody  thtf 
live  in  your  Air. 

VaL  You  have  faid.  Sir. 

Thti.  Ay  Sir,  and  done  too>  for  this  time. 

VdL  I  know  it  weU,  Sir ;  you  always  end  eTer  you  hepf^ 

SiL  A  fine  Volly  of  Words,  Gentlemen,    and-  qmtUy 
fliot  off. 

VdL  Tis  indeed.  Madam ;  we  thank  the  Given 

SiL  Who  is  that.  Servant? 

VmL  Your  felf,  fweet  Lady,  for  you  gave  thcFirer 
Sir  Thmio  borrows  his  Wit  from  vour  Ladyfliip*$  Lodb^ 
And  fpends  what  he  borrows  kindly  in  your  CoiDt>a0]r. 
'  ThM.  Sir,  if  you  fpend  Word  for  Word  with  me^  I  ihaB 
make  your  Wit  bankrupt. 

VaL  I  know  it  w^U>  Sir,  you  have  an  Exchequer  of  Woidli 
And>  I  think>  oa  othes  Treafure  to  give  your  Followers:    . 
For  it  appears,  by  their  bare  Liveries, 
That  they  live  by  your  bare  Words. 

SiL  No  more,  Gentlemen,  no  more:       . 
Here  comes  my  Father. 

Effter  the  Dvikff: 

Dukg.  Now,  Daughter  ^#/ivis  yiM  lure  IM  ii^jG^ 
SkVklifffif^f  your  Fathar  is iti^cioiitaMii    ^ 


\: 


«■*•- 


,^  The  Two  GgntJemm  of  Vaxmst.  ^       8j 

What  fay  you  to  a  Letter  from  your  Friends 
Of  much  go*d  News  ? 

f^^l.  My  Lord,  I  will  be  thankful 
To  any  Meflenger  from  thence. 

Dnkf.  Know  you  D§n  jimonh^  your  Countryman  § 

FaL  Ayi  my  good  Lord,  I  know  the  Gentlenoan 
To  be  of  Worth,  and  worthy  Eftimation, 
And  not  without  Defert  fo  well  reputed. 

Dukf.  Hath  he  not.  a  Son  } 
.    VkL  Kj^  my  good  Lord>  a  Son  that  well  deferve$ 
The  Honour  and  Regard  of  fuch  a  Father. 

Duke.  You  know  him  well? 

FaL  I  knew  him  as  my  felf>  for  from  our  Infancy 
We  have  converft*  and  fpent  our  Hours  together: 
And  tho'  my  felf  have  been  an  idle  Truant,  ^ 

Omitting  the  fwect  Benefit  of  Time, 
To  clothe. mine  Age  with  Angel-like  Perfe&ion; 
Yet  hath  Sir  Prothemsy  for  that's  his  Nam^ 
Made  Ufe  and  .fair  Advantage  of  his  Days : 
His  Years  but  young,  but  his  Experience  olds 
His  Head  unmellow'd,  but  his  Judgment  ripe; 
And  in  a  Word,  for  far  behind  his  Worth 
Come  all  the  Praifes  that  I  now  beftow. 
He  is  compleat  in  Feature  and  in  Mind, 
With  all  good  Grace  to  grace  a  Gentleman. 

Dnke*  Beflirew  me.  Sir,  but  if  he  makexhis  good» 
He  is  as  worthy  for  an  Emprefs'  Love, 
.As  meet  to  be  an  Emperor  s  Counfellor : 
Well,  Sir,  this  Gentleman  is  come  to  me. 
With  Commeindation  from  great  Potentates; 
And  here  he  means  to  fpend  his  Time  a  while. 
I  think  'tis  no  welcome  News  to  you. 

FaL  Should  I  have  wi<h*d  a  thing,  it  had  been  he. 

Dukf.  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  Worth : 
Silvia^  I  fpeak  to  you;  and  you,  Sir  Thurhi 
For  FkUntinty  I  need  not  cite  him  to  it: 
I  will  fend  him  hither  to  you  prefently.  {Exit  Duke. 

Vol.  This  is  the  Gentleman  I  told  your  Ladyfhip 
Had  come  akNig  with  me,  bm  that  his  Miftrefs 
Did  hold  hit  Eyes  lodtt  in  her  Chriftal  Loob.  i 

Sil.  Belike  tliua  aow  A0  htth  enfiMcbii'd  tl^    v     ^     '  '■ 
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Upon  fome  other  Pawn  for  Fealty.  ] 

Fkl.  Nay  Aire,  I  think  fhe  holds  them  Prifbdiers  firS,  ' 

Sil.  Nay>  then  he  (hould  be  blind;  and  being  Uiod, 
How  could  he  fee  his  Way  to  fcek  out  you? 

Fal.  Why  Lady,  Love  hath  twenty  Pair  of  Eyes. 

Thu.  They  fay  that  Love  hath  not  an  Eye  at  alL 

FaL  To  fee  fuch  Lovers,  Thur$9^  as  your  fclf : 
Upon  a  homely  Objeft  Love  can  wink. 

Enter  Protheus. 

Sil.  Have  done,  have  done;  here  comes  the  GentlemaOi 

VUl.  Welcome,  dear  Protheus :  Miftrefs,  I  belccch  yon 
Confirm  this  Welcome  with  fome  fpecial  Favour.    - 

SiL  His  Worth  is  Warrant  for  his  Welcome  hither. 
If  this  be  he  you  oft  have  wiih'd  to  hear  from. 

yaU  Miftrefs,  it  is:  Sweet  Lady,  entertain  htm 
To  be  my  Fellow-fervant  to  your  Ladyfhip* 

Sil.  Too  low  a  Miftrefs  for  fo  high  a  Servant. 

Pro.  Not  fo,  fweet  Lady ;  but  too  mean  a  Servant 
To  have  a  Look  of  fuch  a  worthy  Miftrefi. 

ykl.  Leave  off  Difcourfe  of  Difability: 
Swaet  Lady  entertain  him  for  your  Servant, 

Pro.  My  Duty  will  I  boaft  of,  nothing  elfe. 

Sil.  And  Duty  never  yet  did  want  his  Meed : 
Servant,  you  are  welcome  to  a  worthlefs  Miftrefs. 

Pro.  I'll  die  on  him  that  fays  fo  but  your  felf. 

SiL  That  y#u  are  welcome  ? 

Pro.  That  you  are  worthlefs. 

Thu.  Madam,  my  Lord,  your  Father,  would  (deak  withyoa« 

SiL  I  wait  upon  his  Pleafure :  Come,  Sir  narh^ 
Go  with  me.  Once  more,  new  Servant,  welcome: 
ril  leave  you  to  confer  of  home  Affairs ;  ' 

.When  you  have  done,  we  look  to  hear  from  you. 

Pro.  We'll  both  attend  upon  your  Ladyihip. 

\Ex.  SiL  Md  Thu: 

VkU  Now  tell  me  how  do  all  from  whence  you  came{ 

Pro.  Your  Friends  are  weU,and  have  them  much  CMmaeixMi 

FkL  And  how  do  yours  { 

Pro.  I  left  them  all  in  Healths 

FdL  How  does  your  Lady?  and  how  thrives  your  Love? 

Pro.  My  Tales  of  Love  were  wont  to  wetry  you; 
I  know  you  joy  not  in  a  LoT^dlifo»llc; 
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^/.  Ay,  Prothem^  but  that  Life  is  alter'd  now ; 
I  have  <lone  'Penance  for  contemning  LoVe, 
Whofe  high  imperious  Thoughts  have  puniih'd  me    . . 
i  With  bitter  Fails,  with  penitential  Groans»   . 
,i  With  nightly  Tears  and  daily  heart-fore  Sighs : 
For  in  revenge  of  my  Contempt  of  Love, 
Love  hath  chac'd*  Sleep  from  my  enthralled  Eyes, 
^  And  made  them  Watchers  of  mine  own  Heart's  Sorrow* 
'  O  gentle  Protheus^  Lov(e*s  a  mighty  Lord,  ::> 

And  hath  (o  humbled  me,  as  I  confeis 
There  is  no  Wo  to  his  Correftion ; 
Nor  to  his  Service,  no  fuch  Joy  on  Earth. 
'■■  Now  no-^Difcourfe,  except  it  be  of  Love;  ^ 

V  Now  can  I  break  my  Faft,  dine,  fup  and  fleep 
■    Upon  the  very  naked  Name  of  Love.  v 

Pro.  Enough:  I  read  your  Fortune  in  your  Eye. 
Was  this  the  Idol  that  you  worihip  fo? 

Fak  Even  ihc;  and  is  (he  not  a  heav'nly  Sai^t? 

Pro.  No;  but  Ihe  is  an  earthly  Paragon.  ^' 

VaU  Call  her  divine. 

Pro.  I  will  not  flatter  her.  ^ 

FdL  O  flatter  me;  for  Love  delights  in  Praife. 

Pro.  When  I  was  fick  you  gave  me  bitter  Pills, 
.    And  I  mud  minider  the  like  to  you. 

-  f^dU  Then  fpeak  the  Truth  by  her :  If  not  divine. 
Yet  let  her  be  a  Principality^ 
Soveraign  to  all  the  Creatures  on  the  Earth. 

Pro^  Except  my  Miftrefs. 

VaU  Sweet,  except  not  any, 
Except  thou  will:  except  againfi  my  Love. 

Pro.  Have  I  not  Rcafon  to  prefer  mine  own  ? 

Fkl.  And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too: 
She  ihall  be  digoify'd  with  this  high  Honour, 
To  bear  my  JLady's  Train,  left  the  bafe  Earth  ^ 
Should  from  her  Vefture  chance  to  fteal  a  Kifi; 
Arid  of  (o  great  a  Favour  growing  proud, 
Difdain  to  root  the  Siinuner^fwelling  Flower, , 
And.  make  rough  Winter  everhftingly. 

Pro.  Wlo^,  VdUmim^  w\m.  Bragadifm  is  this? 

To  her,  wfaofe,$y!git|LiBp^  v 

A^ >^  is  tloQC,  •*       G  ^  Pt%. 
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Pr0.  Then  let  her  alone. 

FkL  Not  for  the  World:  Why»  Man»  ihe  is  fbioc  ovi| 
And  I  as  rich  in  having  fuch  a  Jewels 
As  twenty  Seas,  if  all  their  Sand  were  Pearly 
The  Water  Nedar,  and  the  Hock  pure  Gold. 
Forgive  me  that  I  do  not  dream  on  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  feefl  me  doat  upon  my  Love. 
My  foolifii  Rival,  that  her  Father  likes. 
Only  for  his  Pofleffions  are  fb  huge. 
Is  gone  with  her  along,  and  I  muft  after ; 
For  Love,  thou  know'ft,  is  full  of  Jealoufie* 

Pr0.  But  Ihc  loves  you? 

i^^A  Ay,and  we  are  betrothed ;  nay  more»our  Marriage  Hour, 
With  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  Flight, 
Determined  of;  how  I  muft  climb  her  Window^ 
The  Ladder  made  of  Cords,  and  all  the  Means 
Plotted  and  'greed  on  for  my  Happineis. 
Good  Pftbius  go  with  me  to  my  Chamber, 
In  thefe  Affairs  to  aid  me  with  thy  Counfeh 

Pro. ,  Go  on  before ;  I  Aiall  enquire  you  forth. 
I  muft  unto  the  Road>  to  difembark 
Some  Neceffaries  that  I  needs  muft  ufe. 
And  then  I'll  prefently  attend  you. 

raL  Will  you  make  hafte  ? 

Pro.  I  will.  [ExiiVd. 

!Even  as  one  Heat  another  Heat  expels. 
Or  as  one  Nail  by  Strength  drives  out  another ; 
So  the  Remembrance  of  my  former  Love 
Is  by  a  newer  Objeft  quite' forgotten : 
Is  it  mine  then,  or  l/klentiHo*%  Praife  ? 
Her  true  Perfedion,  or  my  falfe  Tranfgreffion, 
That  makes  me  realbnlefs,  to  realbn  thus  \ 
She  is  fair;  and  fo  is  JtiUa,  that  I  love; 
That  I  did  love ;  for  now  my  Love  is  thaw'dy 
Which,  like  a  waxen  Image  'gainft  a  Fire> 
Bears  no  Impreffion  of  the  thing  it  was : 
Methinks  my  Zeal  to  VkUmim  is  cold. 
And  that  I  love  him  not  as  I  was  wont# 
O!  but  I  love  his  Lady  too  too  much; 
And  that's  the  Reafbn  I  Iov»  hilfi  fo  little.'       ?v  ^^ 
How  ihall  I  doit  an  her  widhiaoce  Advic^  ;  ^> '  t^  J'i 
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That  thus  without  Advice  begin  to  love  her? 

.'Tis  but  her  Pidurc  Ihave  yet  beheld. 

And  that  hath  dazled  (b  my  Keafon's  Light : 

Sut  when  I  look  on  her  Perfe^ions, 

There  is  no  Reafon  but  I  ihall  be  blind. 

If  I  can  check  my  erring  Love,  I  will; 

If  not,  to  compafs  her  I'll  ufe  my  Skill.  [^^^'^ 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Speed  ani  Launce. 

Sfiti.  iMmce^  by  mine  Honefty  welcome  to  Padma* 

Lmh,  Forfwear  not  thy  felf,  fweet  Youth ;  for  I  am  not 
welcome :  I  reckm  this  always^  that  a  Man  is  never  un- 
done 'till  he  is  hang*d,  nor  never  welcome  a  to  Place,  'till 
fome  certain  Shot  be  paid,  and  the  Hoftefs  fay  Welcome. 

Speed.  Come  on,  you  Mad-cap;  I'll  to  the  Ale-houfe 
with  you  prefently,  where,  for  one  Shot  of  five  Penoe^ 
thou  (halt  hare  five  thoufand  Welcomes.  But,  Sirrah,. how 
did  thy  Matter  part  with  Madam  Julia  ? 

Latin.  Marry,  after  they  closed  in  earneft,  they  parted 
ytry  fairly  in  Jeft. 

Speed.  But  ihall  (he  marry  him{ 

Laun.  No. 

Speed.  How  then  ?  Shall  he  marry  her  ? 

Laun.  No,  neither. 

Speed.  What,  are  they  broken? 

Laun.  No,  they  are  both  as  whole  as  a  Fi(fa. 

Speed.  Why  then,  how  (lands  the  Matter  with  them? 

Laun.  Marry  thus;  when  it  ftands  well  with  him,  it 
flands  well  with  her. 

Speed.  What  an  Afs  art  thou  ?  I  underftand  thee  not* 

Laun.  What  a  Block  art  thou,  that  thou  canft  not  ? 
My  Sta£F  underftands  me. 

Speed.  What  thou  fay*ft  ? 

Laun.  Ay,  and  what  I  do  too :  Look  thee,  I'll  but  lean^ 
and  my  Staff  underftands  me. 

Speed.  It  ftands  under  thee  indeed. 

Lamn.  Why,  ftaod-iuider,  and  underftand  is  all  one* 

^fiid.  But  tett  ne  tinc^  will*t  bea  Ma&ch?  .  i 
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L4i$H.  Ask  my  Do^:  If  he  fay  ay»  it  will;  if,  te  hftiOt 
it  will;  if  he  ihake  his  Tail*  and  fay  oothi^,  it  wilL 

Speed.  The  Conclufion  is  then,  that  it  will. 

Laun»  Thou  (halt  never  get  fuch  a  Secret  fiom  mc,  but 
by  a  Parable. 

Speed.  'Tis  well  that  I  get  it  fo:  But.  Ldtntee^  how  fay^ft 
thou,  that  my  Mafter  is  become  a  notable  Lover? 

Ldf$n.  I  never  knew  him  otherwife.  . 

Speed.  Than  how? 

Laun.  A  notable  Lubber,  as  thou  reported  him  to  be« 

Speedf  Why,  thou  whorefon  Afs,  thoumiftak'ft  me. 

Laan^  Why  Fool,  I  meant  not  thee;  I  meant  thy  Ma- 
fter. 

Speed*  I  tell  thee>  mv  Mafter  is  become  a  hot  Lover, 

LaHft.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  care  not  tho'  he  bmn  himfelf 
in  Love:  If  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to  the  Alehoufe,  fo;  if 
not,  tho\i  art  an  Hehrew,  a  Jew,  and  not  worth  the  Name 
of  a  ChrifiioH. 

Speed*  Vfhyi 

LauH.  Becaufe  thou  haft  not  fo  much  Charity  in  thee  as 
to  go  the  Ale-houfe  with  a  Chrifiian;  Wilt  thou  go?, 

^ed,*  At  thy  Service.  [Exern^^ 

$  G  E  N  E     VI, 

Enter  Protheus  feUis. 

Pre.  To  leave  my  Juliai  (hall  I  be  forfworn? 
To  love  fair  5/7wVi;  (hall  I  beforfwon? 
Td  wrong  my  Friend>  I  (hall  be  much  forfworn  t 
And  ev'n  that  Pow'r  which  save  me  firft  my  Oath^ 
Provokes  me  to  this  threefold  Perjury. 
Love  bad  me  fwear,  and  Love  bids  me  forfwear  s    - 
O  fweet  fuggefting  Love,  if  thou  haft  finn'd. 
Teach  me,  thy  tempted  Subjeft,  to  excufe  it. 
At  firft  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  Star» 
But  now  I  wor(hip  a  celeftial  Sun : 
Unheedful  Vows  may  heedfully  be  hrektri  i  ^ 

And  he  wants  Wit  that  wants  refolved  Will, 
To  learn  his  Wit  t*  exchange -the  bad  for  better) 
Fie,  fie,  unreverend  Tmgue^  to  call  her  bad,         •'  ;>v^^ 

WN^  ^ov'raignty  fo  of(  tbott  haft  prefeiT'rfv        "^  * 
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With  twenty  thouGnd  Soul-confirming  Oadis* 
^  I  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  I  do : 
^  But  there  I  leave  to  love  wnere  I  ihould  lover 

Julia  I  lofe,  and  Fklentine  I  Ipfe : 

If  I  keep  thenoy  I  needs  muft  loie  my  felft  ■  i 

If  I  lofe  them,  thus  find  I  but  their  Lofs^. 

For  Fklentine,  my  felf,  for  Julid^  Silvia  t 

I  to  my  felf  am  dearer  than  a  Friend; 

For  Love  is  ftill  moft  precious  in  it  felf :  * 

And  Silvia,  witnefs  Heav'n  that  made  her  Fair,        ^ 

Shews  JhUs  but  a  fwarthy  Ethi^pe.  i? 

I  will  forget  that  Julia  is  alive, 

Reroembring  that  my  Love  t^er  is  deadt 

And  ralemine  111  hold  an  Ewlny^ 

Aiming  at  Silvia  as  a  fweeter  Friend : 

I  cannot  now  prove  conftant  to  my  felf,  /' 

Without  fome  Treachery  us'd  to  Falemine  : 

This  Night  he  meanetb,  with  a  corded  Ladder, 

To  climb  celeftial  Silvia*s  Chamber- Window, 

My  felf  in  Council  his  Competitor : 

Now  prefently  Pll  give  her  Father  notice 

Of  their  difguifiog,  and  pretended  Flight; 

Who,  all  enrag'd,  ^ill  bznith  f^aUfstine; 

For  ThHri0  he  intends  (hall  wed  his  Daughter. 

But  Valentine  being  gone,  Til  quickly  crofs. 

By  fome  fly  Trick,  blunt  Thurio\  dull  Proceeding. 

Love  lend  me  Wings,  to  make  mv  purpofe  fwift. 

As  thou  haft  lent  n^  Wit  to  plot  nis  Drift*  [Exit. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Julia  and  Lucetta. 

JnL  Counfel,  Luceita;  gentle  Girl,  aflift  me* 

And  even  in  kind  Love  I  do  conjure  thee,  . 

Who  art  the  Table  wherein  all  my  Thoughts 

Are  vifibjy  Charader'd  and  Engrav'd, 

To  leflbn  me,  aad  tell  me  fome  good  Mean, 

How  with  my  Honour  I  may  undertake 

A  Tourney  to  my  bvin^  tr^bem. 
hm.  JUas,  the  Way  iswtirUbme  and  long* 
^nl^  A  triK  devoted  Pilgrim  is  poc  wciiiy 
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To  meafure  Kingdoms  with  hii  fiaeble  Scep% 
Much  lefs  (hall  fhe,  that  hath  Love's  Wings  to  flyi 
And  when  the  Flight  is  made  to  one  £>  dear» 
Of  fuch  divine  PerfeAion  as  Sir  Prptbem. 

Luc.  Better  forbear  *till  PrnheMs  make  Retiinu 

JmL  Oh,  know'ft  thou  not,  his  Loob  are  my  SouTls  Food? 
Pity  the  Dearth  that  I  have  pined  in. 
By  longing  for  that  Food  fo  long  a  tioae: 
Didft  thou  but  know  the  inly  Touch  of  Loves 
Thou  would*(l  as  foon  go  kindle  Fire  with  Snow» 
As  feck  to  quench  the  Fire  of  Love  with  Words* 

Luc.  I  do  not  feek  to  quench  your  Love's  hot  Fire^ 
But  quahfie  the  Fire's  extream  Rage, 
Left  it  (hould  burn  above  tlftSounds  of  Reaibo- 

JuL  The  more  thou  dam'ft  it  up,  the  more  it  bamsi 
The  Current  that  with  gentle  Murmur  glides. 
Thou  know'ft,  being  ftopp'd,  impatiently  d(^  nge; 
But  when  his  fair  Courfe  is  not  hindered* 
He  makes  fweet  Mufick  with  th'  ennamd'd  Stonei^ 
Giving  a  gentle  Kifs  to  every  Sedge 
He  overtaketh  in  his  Pilgrimage: 
And  fo  by  many  winding  Nooks  he  ftray% 
With  willing  Sport,  to  the  wild  Ocean. 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  Courfe ; 
I'll  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  Stream, 
And  make  a  Paftime  of  each  weary  Step, 
•Till  the  laft  Step  have  brought  me  to  my  Love; 
And  there  111  reft,  as,  after  much  Turiyoi], 
A  blefted  Soul  doth  in  Elizdumm 

Luc.  But  in  what  Habit  will  you  go  ak>ng  ? 

Jtd.  Not  like  a  Woman ;  for  I  would  prevent 
The  loofe  Encounters  of  lafcivious  Men : 
/Gentle  Lucetta^  fit  me  with  fuch  Weeds 
As  may  befeem  fome  well-r^tuted  Page. 

Luc.  Why  then  your  Ladyfiiip  muft  cut  your  Hain 

Jul.  No,  Girl ;  Til  knit  it  up  in  filken  Strings 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  Knots: 
To  be  fantaftick,  may  become  a  Youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  fiiall  (how  to  be. 

Luc.  What  Faftiioo,  Madam,  ihalllmakeyourBreediesi 

Jul.  That  fits  as  well,  as  tell  mei  goodmy  tmdf 
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'   What  compafs  will  you  wear  your  FarthingaUnr 
^   Why,  even  what  F^kftmi^  thou  beft  lii^s  LmtttOm 

Luc.  You  muft  needs  have  then)  witka  Cod-piece»  Madam* 

JhL  Our,  out,  X«M£f//4,  that  will  be  ill-favoured. 

Lhc.  a  round  Hofe,  Madam,  how's  not  woith  a  Pin, 
Unlefs  you  have  ^  Cod-piece  to  ftidcPias  on. 

Jul.  Lmetta^  as  thou,  lov'ft  me^  let  me  have 
What  thou  thiiik*ft  tteer,  and  is  inoft  luonerly  i 
But  tell  me,  Wjssich,  how  wiU  the  World  repute  me 
For  undertaking  fo  unftaid  a  Journey*? 
I  fear  me  it  will  make  me  fcandali9:*d. 

Luc.  If  you  think  fb,  then  fay  at  home,  and  go  not. 

JhL  Nay,  that  I  wijl  net^ 

Lhc.  Tn&iA  .never  ddream  <^|M^oQX>  hut  go» 
If  Prothem  hke  your  Jqurne]^wen  you  come. 
No  matter  who's  difpleas'4  when lycm  are  gone: 
I  fear  me  he  will  fcarce  be  pleas'd-  with  all. 

Jul.  That  is  the  leaftt  Lttcetts,  of  my  Fear; 
A  thoufand  Oaths,  an  Ocean  o[  ids  Tears,* 
And  Inftances  as  infinite  of  Lov>e, 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Protheus, 

Lhc.  All  thefe  are  Servants  to  deceitful  Men. 

JhL  Bafe  Men  that  ufc  them  to  fo  bafe  EflFeft : 
But  truer  Stars  did  govern  Prgthens  Bijth; 
His  Words  are  Bonds,  his  Oaths  are  Oracles, 
His  Love  fincere,  his  Thoughts  immaculate^ 
His  Tears  pure  Meffengers  fent  from  his  Heart, 
His  Heart  as  far  from  Fraud  as  Heav'n  from  Earth. 

Lhc.  Pray  Heav'n  he  prove  fo  whmi  you  come  to  htm* 

JhL  Now  as  thou  lov^ft  me,  do  him  not  that  Wrong, 
To  bear  a  l>ard  Opinion  of  his  Truth;  \\         ^ 

Only  deferve  my  Love  by  loving  him. 
And  prefently  go  with  me  to  my  Chamber, 
To  take  a  Note  of  what  I  ftand  in  need  of. 
To  furnifh  me  upon  mj  longing  Tourney: 
All  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  I>i4>ofe, 
My  Goods,  my  Lands,  my  Rieputation, 
Only  in  lieu  tfaiereof  dt%aiai  me  hence.  - 
Come,  anfwer notj  but  to  it  (urcGDfidy:  ^ 

I  aip  impatient  of  my  iTiuriianced  \Ex$$m 
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ACT    III.     S  GENE    \, 

Enter  Duke,  Thurio  4im/  Protheus. 

T>Mki*  QIR  Thtnrio^  give  us  leave^  I  pray,  a  while; 

i3  We  have  fome  Secrets  to  confer  about.  [^^-.Thn. 
Now  tell  me,  Protheus^  what's  your  Will  with  me? 

Pro.  My  gracious  Lord>  that  which  I  would  difcover 
The  Law  of  Friendihip  bids  me  to  conceal; 
But  when  I  call  to  Mind  your  gracious  Favoun 
Done  to  me,  undeferving  as  I  am^ 
My  Duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that, 
Which  elfe  no  worldly  GoofMUkould  draw  from  me. 
Know,  worthy  Prince,  Svtf^emine^  my  Friend, 
This  Night  intends  to  fteal  away  your  Daughter: 
My  felf  am  one  made  privy  to  the  Plot. 
I  know  you  have  determined  to  beftow  her 
On  TljHrio^  whotn  your  gentle  Daughter  hates : 
And  (hould  fhe  thus  be  ftolPn  away  from  you» 
It  would  be  much  Vexation  to  your  Age. 
Thus  for  my  Duty*s  fake,  I  rathisr  chofc 
To  crofs  my  Friend  in  his  intended  Drift, 
Than,  by  concealing  it,  heap  on  your  Head 
A  pack  of  Sorrows,  which  would  prefs  you  down. 
Being  unprepared,  to  your  timelefs  Grave. 

Dfiks*  Prothensy  I  thank  thee  for  thine  honeft  Carej 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  live. 
This  Love  of  theirs  my  felf  have  often  feen. 
Haply  when  they  have  judg'd  me  faft  afleep; 
And  oftentimes  have  purposed  to  forbid 
Sir  VaUntine  her  Company,  and  my  Court: 
But  fearing  left  my  jealous  Aim  might  err. 
And  fo  unworthily  difgrace  the  Man,  t 

A  Raftinefs  that  I  ever  yet  have  ihunn*d; 
I  gave  him  gentle  Looks,  thereby  to  find 
That  which  thy  felf  haft  now  difclos'd  to  me. 
And  that  thou  may*ft  perceive  my  Fear  of  this ; 
Knowing  that  tender  Youth  is  foon  fuggefted9 
I  nighly  lodge  \itt  in  an  upper  Tower, 
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The  Key  whereof  im|ielf  have  ever  keptf    '* 
And  thence  fhe  canndl  be  conveyM  away; 

Pro*  Know^  noble  Lord>  they  have  devis'd  a  mean 
How  he  her  Chamber-Window  will  afcend. 
And  with  a  corded  Ladder  fetch  her  down ; 
For  which  the  youthful  Lover  now  is  gonc^ 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  prefently : 
Where,  if  it  pleafe  you,  you  may  intercept  him^ 
But,  good  my  Lord»  doit  fo  cunningly. 
That  my  Difcovery  be  not  aimed  at ; 
For  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  Friend, 
Hath  made  nae  Publiflier  of  this  Pretence. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  Honour,  he  (hall  never  know 
That  I  bad  any  Light  from;;Uiee  of  this. 

Pro*  Adieu,  my  Lord ;  Sir  FaUmine  is  coming.  [£jc«  PrO« 

Enter  Valentine. 
Dnkf*  Sir  FaUfttincy  whether  away  fo  fafl  ?  ^ 

Fal.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  there  is  a  MefTenger 
That  ftays  to  bear  my  Letters  to  my  Friends,  *j. 

And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 
Duke.  Be  they  of  much  Import  i 
VaL  The  Tenure  of  them  doth  but  (ignifie 
My  Health,  and  happy  being  at  your  Court. 

Duke.  Nay,  then  no  matter;  itay  with  me  a  while; 
I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  fome  Affairs 
That  touch  me  near ;  wherein  thou  muft  be  fecret. 
'Tis  not  unknown  to  thee,  that  I  have  fought 
To  match  my  Friend#  Sir  Thurio^  to  my  Daughter. 

FaL  I  know  it  well,  my  Lord,  and  fure  the  Match 
Were  rich  and  honourable;  befides,  the  Gentleman 
Is  full  of  Virtue,  Bounty ,^  Worth  and  Qualities^     . 
Be(eeming  fuch  a  Wife  as  your  fair  Daughter. 
Cannot  your  Grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  \ 

Duke.  No,  truftme,  ihe  is  peeviih,  fullen,  froward. 
Proud,  difobedient,  ftubborr,  lacking  Duty, 
Neither  regarding  that  fhe  is  my  Child, 
Nor  fearing  mcj  as  if  I  were  her  Father :  < 

And  may  I  fay  to  thee,  this  Pride  of  hers. 
Upon  advice,  hath  drawn  my  Love  from  her;  J 

And  where  I  thought  the  Remnant  of  mine  Age         y^ 
Should  have  been  cheriih'd  by  her  Child-like  Dut^;  ^  ^- 
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I  now  am  fiill  refblv'd  to  take  a  Wi£|' 

And  turn  her  out  to  who  will  take  Rr  in : 

Then  let  her  Beauty  be  her  Wedding-Ddwre; 

For  mc  and  my  Pofleffions  (he  cfieems  not. 

1^  FaL  What  would  your  Grace  have  me  to  do  in  tbit  2 

Dukf.  There  is  a  Lady  in  fTrdfui  here 
Whom  I  affed;  but  (he  is  nice  and  coy. 
And  nought  efteems  my  aged  Eloquence : 
Now  therefore  would  I  have  thee  to  my  Tutor» 
For  long  agone  I  have  forgot  to  Court; 
Befides,  the  Fafhion  of  the  Time  is  chang'd^ 
How^  and  which  way  I  may  beftow  my  ielft 
To  be  regarded  in  her  Sun-bright  Eye. 

Fal.  Win  her  with  Gifts^  if  (he  refpe&s  not  Words; 
Dumb  Jewels  often  in  their  filent  kind* 
More  than  quick  Words,  do  move  a  Woman's  Mind. 

Duk£.  But  (he  did  fcorn  a  Prefent  that  I  fent  hen 
Fal.  A  Woman  fometimes  fcorns  what  beft  contents  her; 
Send  her  another ;  never  give  her  o'er ; 
For  Scorn  at  firft  makes  After-love  the  more* 
If  (he  do  frown^  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you» 
But  rather  to  beget  more  Love  in  you: 
If  ihe  do  chide,  ^tis  not  to  have  you  gone; 
For  why,  the  Fools  are  mad  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  Repulfe,  whatever  (he  doth  fay ; 
For>  Get  you  gone,  ihe  doth  not  mean  away: 
Flatter,  andpraife,  commend,  extol  their  Graces ; 
Tho'  ne'er  (o  blacky  fay  they  have  Angels  F^es. 
That  Man  that  hath  r  Tongue,  I  fay,  is  no' Man, 
If  with  his  Tongue  he  cannot  win  a  Woman. 

Dukg.  But  (he^  I  mean,  is  promis'd  by  her  Friends 
Unto  a  youthful  Gentleman  of  worth. 
And  kept  feverely  from  Refort  of  Men, 
That  no  Man  hath  Accefs  by  Day  to  her* 

Fal.  Why  then  I  would  refort  to  her  by  Night. 

Dttl^e.  Ay,  but  the  Doors  be  lockt^  and  Keys  kept  C^e^ 
That  no  Man  hath  Recourfe  to  her  by  Night. 

FaL  What  lets  but  one  may  enter  at  her  Window  { 

Dt$kg.  Her  Chamber  is  alott  far  from  the  Groundf 
And  built  (b  (hdving,  that  one  cannot  climb  it 
Vithoot  appait&t  huard  of  his  Li&. 
-  KU. 
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ykl.  Why  then  a  Ladder  quaintly  made  of  Cord% 
To  caft  upy  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  Hoob» 
\V^ould  ferve  to  fcalc  another  Heroes  Tower, 
So  bold  Leander  would  adv^ture  it. 

Duke.  Now  as  thou  art  a  Gentleman  of  Bloods 
Advife  me  where  I  may  have  fuch  a  Ladder* 

VaL  When  would  you  ufe  it?  pray  Sir,  tell  me  than 

Duke.  This  very  Ni|ht;  for  Loveis  like  a  Child 
That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by. 

yal.  By  feven  a  Clock  I'll  get  you  fuch  a  Ladder* 

Duke.  But  hark  thee:  I  wUl  go  to  her  alone; 
How  fliall  I  beil  convey  the  Ladder  thither? 

FkL  It  will  be  light,  my  Lord,  that  you  may  bear  it 
Under  a  Cloak  that  is  of  any  length. 

Dukf.  A  Cloak  as  long  as  thine  will  fervc  the  turn? 

P^aL  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Dnke.  Then  let  me  fee  thy  Cloak; 
I'll  get  me  one  of  fuch  another  length. 

yuL  Why  any  Cloak  will  ferve  the  turn,  my  Lord« 

Duke.  How  fliall  I  fafliion  me  to  wear  a  Cloak? 
I  pray  thee  let  me  feel  thy  Cloak  upon  me. 
What  Letter  is  this  fame  ?  what's  Mre  ?  to  Silvia  ? 
And  here  an  Engine  fit  for  my  Proceeding? 
1*11  be  fo  bold  to  break  the  Seal  for  once.         [DukeRtMibm 

Mj  Thoughts  do  harbour  with  my  Silvia  nightly^ 

And  Slaves  thej  arc  to  m€  that  Jend  them  flying  : 

Ohf  could  their  Mafter  comoj  and  go  as  lightly 9 

Himfelf  would  lodge  where^  fenjtkfs^  thej  are  lying  : 

My  Herald  Thoughts  in  thy  pure  Bofim  refi  them^ 

While  /,  their  King,  that  thither  them  importune^ 

Do  curje  the  Grace  that  with  fuch  Grace  hath  blefi  tbem^ 

Becaufe  mjfelfdo  want  my  Servants  Fortune: 

I  curfe  my  felfy  for  they  are  fent  by  m€» 

That  they  Jhould  harbour  where,  their  Lord  wotsld  be. 

Whafs  here?  Silvia^  this  Night  will  I  infranchife  thee: 
•Tis  fo ;  and  here's  the  Ladder  for  the  Purpofe. 
Why  Phaeton^  for  thou  art  Merofs  Son, 
Wilt  thou  afpire  to  guide  the  heav'nly  Car  ? 
And  with  thy  daring  Folly  burn  the  World? 
Wilt  thou  reach  Stars,  becaufe  they  (hioe  oq  thee< 
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Goy  bale  Intruder,  over- weening  Slave* 

Beftow  thy  fawning  Smiles  on  equal  Mates, 

And  think  mv  Patience,  more  than  thy  Defert, 

Is  Privilege  for  thy  Departure  i^ence : 

Thank  me  for  this,  more  than  for  all  the  Favouri  .     ^ 

Which,  all  too  much,  I  have-heftowed  on  thee* 

But  if  thou  linger  in  my  Territories 

Longer  than  fwifteft  Expedition 

Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  Royal  Courtj 

By  Heav*n,  my  Wrath  (hall  far  exceed  the  Love 

I  ever  bore  my  Daughter,  or  thy  felf : 

Be  gone«  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  Excufe, 

But  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  Life,  make  fpeed  from  hence.  ,^Exiit 

Fal.  And  why  not  Death,  rather  than  living  Torment! 
To  die*  is  to  be  banilh'd  from  my  felf. 
And  Silvia  is  my  felf ;  bani(h'd  from  her 
Is  felf  from  felf:  A  deadly  Banifhment  \ 
What  Light  is  Light,  if  Silvia  be  not  feen  { 
What  Joy  is  Joy,  if  Silvia  be  not  by  ?  ^ 

Unlefs  it  be  to  think  that  fhe  is  by,  i. 

And  feed  upon  the  Shadow  of  Perfe<9:iom  .       ! 

Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  Night, 
There  is  no  Mufick  in  the  Nightingale: 
Unlefs  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  Day,  ;  ' 

There  is  no  Day  for  me  to  look  upon : 
She  is  my  Effence,  and  I  leave  to  be. 
If  I  be  not  by  her  fair  Influence 

Fofter'd,  illumin'd,  cherifli'd,  keptalive.  '     i. 

I  fly  not  Death  to  fly  his  deadly  Doom ; 
Tarr)'^  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  Death; 
But  fly  I  hence,  I  fly  away  from  Life.  .  ^ 

Enter  Protheus  and  LaunceJ 

fro.  Run,  Boy,  run,  run,  and  feek  him  out. 

Laun.  Soa-^hough,  Soa-hough— • 

Pro.  What  feefl:  thou  ? 

Laun.  Him  we  go  to  find :  • 

There's  not  an  Hair  on's  Head  but  'tis  a  FidUntim. 

Pro.  Valentine? 

Val.  No. 

Pr^.  Who  then?  his  Spirit? 

Val.  Neither*  ,  ; 
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Pro.  What  then? 

ral.  Nothingi 

Laun.  Can  nothing  fpeak?  Mafler,  fhall  I  flrikeS 

Pro.  Whom  wouldft  thou  ftrikc  i 

Laun.  Nothing. 

Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Lann.  Why,  Sir,  I'll  ftrikc  nothing;  I  pray  you. 

Pro.  Sirrah,  I  fay,  forbear :  Friend  Valentine,  a  Word. 

Fal.  My  Ears  are  ftopt,  and  cannot  hear  good  News,  ' 
So  much  of  bad  already  hath  polTeft  them. 

Pro.  Then  in  dumb  Silence  will  I  bury  mine; 
For  they  are  harfli,  untuneable,  and  bad. 

Fdl.  Is  Silvia  dc^di 

Pro.  No,  f^alentine* 

yal.  No  Valentine  indeed,  for  facred  Silvia : 
Hath  (he  forfworn  me? 

Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

VaL  No  Valentine^  if  Silvia  have  forfworn  me : 
What  is  your  News  ? 

Lann.  Sir,  there  i%  a  Proclamation  that  you  are  vanifhedJ 

Pro.  That  thou  art  banifli'd ;  oh  that^s  the  News, 
From  hence,  from  Silvia^  and  from  me  thy  Friend* 

Val.  Oh,  I  have  fed  upon  this  Wo  already; 
And  now  Excels  of  it  will  make  me  furfeit. 
Doth  Silvia  know  that  I  am  baniih'd  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  Ay ;  and  (he  hath  offered  to  the  Doom^ 
Which  unreversed  ftands  in  effeftual  Force, 
A  Sea  of  melting  Pearl,  which  fome  call  Tears : 
Thofe  at  her  Fawier's  churlifh  Feet  flie  tendered. 
With  them  upon  her  Knees,  her  humble  felf. 
Wringing  her  Hands,  whofe  Whitenefs  fo  became  thtmi 
As  if  but  now  they  waxed  pale  for  Wo. 
But  neither  bended  Knees,  pure  Hands  held  up. 
Sad  Sighs,  deep  Groans,  nor  Hlver-fhedding  Tears^ 
CouM  penetrate  her  uncompaffionate  Sire; 
Bat  Valentine,  if  he  be  ta*en,  muft  die. 
Befides,  her  Interceffion  chaf 'd  him  fo^ 
When  (he  for  thy  Repeal  was  fupfdiant. 
That  to  clofe  Prifon  he  comitianded  her. 
With  many  bitter  Threats  of  biding  there* 

V  o  L.  I.  H  \       m. 
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f^aU  No  more^  unlefs  the  next  Word  that  thou  (peak'ft 
Have  fome  malignant  Power  upon  my  Life: 
If  fo,  I  pray  thee  breathe  it  in  mine  Ear, 
As  ending  Anthem  of  my  cndlefs  Dolour. 

Pro.  Ceafe  to  lament  for  that  thou  canft^iot  help^ 
And  ftudy  Help  for  that  which  thou  lament'ft. 
Time  is  the  Nurfe  and  Breeder  of  all  Good : 
Here  if  thou  ftay,  thou  canft  not  fee  thy  Love ; 
Befides,  thy  ftaying  will  abridge  thy  Life. 
Hope  is  a  Lover's  Staff,  walk  hence  with  that»  ! 

And  manage  it  againft  defpairing  Thoughts. 
Thy  Letters  may  be  here,  tho*  thou  art  hence^ 
Which,  being  writ  to  me,  (hall  be  delivered 
Even  in  the  milk-white  Bofom  of  thy  Love. 
The  time  now  ferves  not  to  expoftulate; 
Come,  111  convey  thee  through  the  City-gate,  ;  I 

And,  c*er  I  part  with  thee,  confer  at  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  Love-affairs : 
As  thou  lov'ft  SUvlay  tho*  not  for  thy  felf, 
Kegard  thy  Danger,  and  along  with  me. 

Fal.  I  pray  thee  Launccj  and  if  thou  feeft  my  Boy» 
Bid  him  make  hafte,  and  meet  me  at  the  Nortn-Gate# 

Pro.  Go  Sirrah,  find  him  out:  Come  Valentine. 

VaL  O  my  dear  Silvia  !  haplefs  Valentine  !  [Exemm. 

Laun.  I  am  but  a  Fool,  look  you,  and  yet  I  have  the 
Wit  to  think  my  Mafter  is  a  kind  of  a  Knave:  But  that^s 
all  one^  if  he  be  but  one  Knave.  He  lives  not  now  that 
Icnows  me  to  be  in  love,  yet  I  am  in  love;  but  a  Teem  of 
Horfe  ihall  not  pluck  that  from  me,  nor  who  'tis  I  love,  and 
yet  *tis  a  Woman;  but  what  Woman  I  will  not  tell  my  felf; 
and  yet  'tis  a  Mi  Ik- maid;  yet  'tis  not  a  Maid,  for  (he  hath 
had  Goflips;  yet  'tis  a  Maid^  for  flie  is  her  Matter's  Maid| 
and  ferves  for  Wages :  She  hath  more  Qualities  than  a  Wa- 
ter-Spaniel, which  is  much  in  a  bare  Chriftian.  Here  is  the 
Cate-log  [Pulling  out  a  Paper']  of  her  Conditions;  Impri- 
mis^ She  can  fetch  and  carry ;  why  a  Horfe  can  do  no  more, 
nay  a  Horfe  cannot  fetch,  but  only  carry ;  therefore  is  (he 
better  than  a  Jade.  Item^  (he  can  milk;  look  you,  a  fwect 
Virtue  in  a  Maid  with  clean  Hands. 
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Enter  Speed* 

Spted.  How  no^Signiov  Launcef  What  News  with  your 
Mallerfhip? 

Laun.  With  my  Mafterftiip?  Why>  it  is  at  Sea. 

Speed.  Well,  your  old  Vice  ftiU;  miftake  the  Word: 
What  News  then  in  yotir  Paper  ? 

Laun.  The  blacked  News  that  ever  thou  heard'ft. 

Spted.  Why  Man,  how  black? 

Laun.  Why,  as  black  as  Ink. 

Speed.  Let  me  read  then). 

Laun.  Fie  on  thee,  Jolthead,  thou  Canft  not  read* 

Speed.  Thou  lieft,  I  can, 

Laun.  I  will  try  thee;  tell  me  thi$,  who  begot  thee? 

Speed.  Marry,  the  Son  of  my  ©rand-father* 

Laun.  O  illiterate  Loiteren  it  was  the  Son  of  thy 
Grand-mother;  this  proves  that  thou  canft  not  read. 

Speed.  Come  Fool,  come>  try  me  in  thy  Paper. 

Lann.  There,  and  S.  NichcUs  be  thy  Speed* 

Speed.  Imprimis,  ihe  can  milk* 

Laun.  Ay,  that  ihe  can. 

Speeds  Itemy  (he  brews  good  Ale. 

Laun.  And  therefore  comes  the  Proverb,  BUffing  of  jour 
Hearty  you  hrcu/  goad  Ale* 

Speed.  Item^  ihe  can  fowe» 

Laun.  That's  as  much  as  to  (ay,  Can  Jhe  fi  ? 

Speed.  Item^  (^e  can  knit. 

Laun.  What  need  a  Man  care  for  a  Stock  with  a  Wench» . 
When  (he  can  knit  him  a  Stock? 

Sfeed.  Item^  (he  can  wa(h  and  fcour* 

Laun.  A  fpecial  Virtue,  for  then  (he  need  not  to  be  wa(h*(i 
and  fcour'd. 

Speed.  Item^  fhe  can  fpin. 

Laun.  Then  may  I  fet  the  World  on  Wheels^  when  (he 
can  fpin  for  her  living. 

Speed.  Item^  (he  hath  many  namelefs  Virtues. 

Lann.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay  Bafiard  Firtnes^  that  in- 
deed know  not  their  Fathers^  ancf  therefore  have  no  Names. 

Speed.  Here  follow  her  Vices. 

Lann.  Clofe  at  the  Heels  of  her  Virtues. 

Speed.  Item,  (he  is  not  to  be  kift  fafting^  in  refped  of 
her  Breath.  .  ^  ~  "  _ 
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LauHn  Well,  that  F^iult  may  be  mended  with  a  Breakfaft: 
Read  on. 

Speed.  Item^  (he  hath  a  fwect  Mouth. 
LoMn.  That  inakqs.  afoends  for  her  four  Breath. 
Sft^d.  Itjem^  Qx^  dott^  Qilk  in,  her  Sleep. 
Laun.  It's  no  matter  for^thai:,  fo  fhe  Heepnotui  laerTalfct 
Speed*  Itfm^  (tte  is  flpw  m  Wordss. 
Laun.  Oh  Villain !  that^  fct  dowQ  an)png;  her  Vice&I 
To  be  flow  in  Words  is  a  VV^nfymfs  oj^ly  Virt^qe.;, 
I  pray  thee  out  with'r,  and  plaqe  it  ibi:  her  ^ief  VirtUCii 
Speeds  Item^.  (he  i^  pcoivl.. 
Laun.  Out  with  that  too: 
It  was  Eves  Legacy,  ap4  ^^tanoi;.  be  t^j'eOr  from  h^r. 
Speed.  Item»  (he  baiihi  no  Teetb. 
LauH.  I  care  not;  for  thafi  n^iijier^  be^au&  I  Iqve.  CruAs. 
Speeds  Itemj  (he  is  cucft. 

Lann.  WeU>  the  b^ft  is  Qm^  b^^  no  Teeth,  to  bicie^ 
Speed.  Item^.  (he  wiU  pfti^n  pn^iG:  Hot  Liquor. 
Laun.  If  her  Liquor  bqg<)Qd)  (he.  (haJi,;  i£  (he  wJInot 
I  will,  for  good  things  (hould  be.pi^ifiri. 
Speed.  Itemj  (he  is  tqo  libe;:^!. 

Lat^.  Q£  her  Tonguq:  (he.  cannot,  ifx^  that's  writ.  dp.wn 
ihe  is  flow  of;  of  her  Purfe  (he  (haU  r\Q%f.  iot  that  I'll  keep 
ihut;  now  of  another  thing  (he  tsx^j,  and  tbtt  oanoot  I 
help.    Well^  proceeds. 

Speed.  Itenfy  (he  hath  more  Maffs  thani  Wix^^  and  more 
Faults  than.Hairs,  and.  more  Wealob;  than  Faulty 

Laun.  Stop  there;  I'll  h$ive  her;  (he  was  mine,,  and,  not 
mine,  twice  or  thrice,  in  that  Antic;Ie^     R«e}ieai:fe.  that,  once 
more. 
Speed.  Itemy  (he  hath  more  Hair  than  Wit. 
Laun.  More  Hair  than  Wit ;  it  may  be  f  11  prove  it.:.  The 
Cover  of  the  Salt  hidei  tiiet  Salt^  and  ther6fQr,e.  it  1$,  more 
than  the  Salt;  the  Hair  that  covers  th^  Wit.  is^  moue  tliaQ  the 
Wit;  for  the  greater  hid(ss  the  lef^    Whaffs  next? 
Speed.  And  mpre  Faults  than « Hairs. 
Laun.  That's  monftrons:  Oh. that  that  were  out* 
Speed.  And  more  Wealth  than  Faults 
Laun.  Why  that  Word;  makes  th^:Faultf  gracious,: 
Well^  I'll  havje  her;,  aod  if  ifi  he  a  Mabeh^  as  nodung^.  is 
.impo(fible-«— 
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Sftei.  What  then? 

Laun.  Why  then  will  I  tell  thee,  that  thy  Maftct  ftiys 
for  thee  at  the  North-Gate. 

Speed.  For  me? 

Laun.  For  thee  ?  ay ;  »^ho  irt  thou  ?  He  hath  ftaid  for 
a  better  Man  than  thee. 

Sfeed,  And  muft  I  go  to  him  ? 

Lann.  Thou  muft  run  to  him ;  fof  thou  haft  ftaid  fo  iMg 
that  going  will  fcarce  ferve  the  tirm. 

SfeeL  Why  didft  not  tell  me  footier?  l?oxxw  yourLovc;;; 
Letters. 

Laun.  Now  will  he  be  fwiflg*d  for  reading  tojr  Letter : 
An  unmannerly  Slave,  that  will  thmft  hiiflfeflf  irtto  Se^itts. 
I'll  after,  to  rejoice  in  the  Boy^s  Correftion.  \TE.x€nfn. 

S  C  E  N  E    n. 

Enttr  Dube  dnA  Tkurid. 

Duke.  Sir  Thurioy  fear  not,  but  that  thfc  Wift  lo^  y6*; 
Now  VdUntine  is  banilh'd  jrrom  her  sWht. 

TToH.  Since  his  Exile  ftie  hath  defpi?d  ihe  rtbit, 
Forfworn  my  Company,  and  rail'd  at  toe. 
That  I  am  defperate  of  obtaining  her. 

Buke.  This  weak  Imprefs  of  Love,  is  as  a  tig'utc 
Trenched  in  Ice,  which  with  an  Ho/Ur's  Heat 
Diffolves  to  Water,  and  doth  lofe  his  Form. 
A  little  time  will  melt  her  frozen  Thoughts, 
And  worthlefs  t^dentine  Ihall  be  forgot. 

-E«/er  Protheus. 
How  now.  Sir  Prothensi  is  your  Countryftlatti 
According  to  our  Proclamation,  gone? 

Pro.  Gone,  my  good  Lord% 

Bfiks*  My  Daughter  takes  his  going  heivily. 

Pro.  A  little  time,  my  Lord,  will  kill  that  Grief. 

Buke.  So  I  believe;  but  Thttrio  thinks  not  fo. 
Prothens,  the  good  Conceit  I  hold  of  thee. 
For  thou  haft  fhown  fome  fign  of  good  Defert» 
Makes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

Pro.  Longer  than  I  proye  loyal  to  your  Grace, 
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The  Match  between  Sir  Thurio  and  my  Daught^* 

Pro.  I  do,  my  Lord, 

Duke.  And  alio  I  do  think  thou  art  not  ignorant 
How  (he  oppofes  her  againft  my  Will. 

Pro.  She  did>  my  Lord,  when  FinUntine  was  here^ 

Dnkg.  Ay,  and  perverfcly  (he  perfeveres  fo. 
What  might  we  do  to  make  the  Girl  forget 
^The  Love  of  Valentine,  and  love  Sir  Thwri^  ? 

Pro.  The  beft  way  is  to  flander  Valentine  •  •; 

With  Falfliood,  Cowardife,  and  poor  Defcent : 
Three  things  that  Women  higlily  hold  in  Hate. 

Bukf^  Ay,  but  (he'll  think  that  it  is  fpoken  in  Hatev 

Pro.  Ay^  if  his  Enemy  deliver  it : 
Therefore  it  muft  with  Circumftance  be  fpoken 
By  one  whom  (he  efteems  as  his  Friend. 

Buke.  Then  you  muft  undertake  to  flander  him. 

Pro.  And  that,  my  Lord,  I  (hall  be  loath  to  do; 
'Tis  an  ill  Office  for  a  Gentleman, 
Eipecially  againft  his  very  Friend. 

Duke.  Where  your  good  Word  cannot  advantage  him^ 
Your  Slander  never  can  endamage  him; 
Therefore  the  Office  is  indifferent, 
Being  intreated  to  it  by  your  Friend. 

Pro.  You  have  prevaila,  my  Lord ;  If  I  can  do  itj, 
By  ought  that  I  can  fpeak  in  his  Difpraife, 
She  (hall  not  long  continue  Love  to  him. 
But  fay  this  wean  her  Love  from  Valentine^ 
It  follows  not  that  (he  will  love  Sir  Thurio.  . 

Thti.  Therefore  as  you  unwind  her  Love  from  himi. 
Left  it  (hould  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none. 
You  muft  provide  to  bottom  it  on  me : 
Which  muft  be  done,  by  praifing  me  as  much 
As  you  in  Worth  difpraife  Sir  Valentine. 

Dnkf.  And,  Protheus^  we  dare  truft  you  in  this  kind^ 
Becaufe  we  know,  on  Valentine*^  Report, 
You  are  already  Love's  firm  Votary, 
And  cannot  foon  revolt  and  change  your  Mind. 
Upon  this  Warrant  (hall  you  have  Accefs, 
Where  you  with  Silvia  may  confer  at  large : 
For  (he  is  lumpi(h,  heavy,  melancholy. 
And,  for  vour  Friend's  fake,  will  be  glad  of  you  j 
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Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  your  Perfuafion^ 
To  hate  young  f^aUntinCy  and  lovfc  my  Friend. 

Pro.  As  much  as  I  can  do,  I  will  eflFf  ft. 
But  you,  Sir  Thnrh,  are  not  ftiarp  enough; 
You  muft  lay  Lime,  to  tangle  her  Defires 
By  wailful  Sonnets,  whofe  compofed  Rhimcs    / 
Should  be  full  fraught  with  fcrviceable  Vows. 

Buke.  Ay,  much  is  the  Force  of  Heav'n-bred  Poefie. 

Pro.  Say,  that  upon  the  Altar  of  her  Beauty    . 
You  facrifice  your  Tears,  your  Sighs,  your  Heart: 
Write  'till  your  Ink  be  dry,  and  with  your  Tears 
Moift  it  again,  and  frame  fome  feeling  Line 
That  may  difcover  fuch  Integrity : 
For  Orphetis  Lute  was  ftrun^  with  Poets  Sinews, 
Whofe  golden  Touch  could  fofteo  Steel  and  Stones, 
Make  Tygers  tame,  and  huge  Leviathans 
Forfake  unfounded  Deeps,  and  dance  on  Sands. 
After  your  dire-lamenting  Elegies, 
Vifit  by  Night  your  Lacty^s  Chamber-Window 
With  fome  fweet  Confort :  To  their  Inftruments 
Tune  a  deploring  Dump ;  the  Night's  dead  Silence 
Will  well  become  fuch  fweet  complaining  Grievances 
,This,  or  elfe  nothing,  will  inherit  her. 

Duke.  This  Difcipline  (hews  thou  haft  been  in  Love. 

Thu.  And  thy  Aavice  this  Night  I'll  put  in  praftice; 
Therefore  fweet  Protheus,  my  Diredion»giver, 
Let  us  into  the  City  prefently 
To  fort  fome  Gentlemen  well  skill'd  in  Muiick; 
I  have  a  Sonnet  that  will  ferve  the  turn 
To  give  the  Onfet  to  thy  good  Advice. 

Dukg.  About  it  Gentlemen. 

Pro.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Grace  'till  after  Supper,' 
And  afterwards  determine  our  Proceedings. 

Dnks*  Even  now  aboi^t  it.  I  will  pardon  you.    lExen^t. 
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A  C  T  IV.     S  G  E  N  E   L 

SCENE    a  Foreft. 

Enter  certain  Ont^Uws. 

1  0/ir^T^Ellows,  ftand  faft:  I  fee  a  Paffcngcr. 

2  Ont.JL  If  there  be  ten,  (hrink  not,  but  ^wn  with  'em. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

J  Out.  Stand,  Sir,  and  throw  us  that  you  have  about  ye: 
If  not,  we'll  make  you.  Sir,  and  rifle  you. 

Speed.  Sir,  we  are  undone;  thefe  are  the  Villains 
That  all  the  Travellers  do  fear  fo  much. 

Val.  My  Friends. 

1  Ont.  That's  not  fo.  Sir;  we  are  your  Enemies. 

2  Out.  Peace ;  we'll  hear  him. 

3  Otit.  Ay  by  my  Beard  will  we ;  for  he  is  a  proper  Mafl. 
VaL  Then  know  that  I  have  little  to  bfe  : 

A  Man  I  am,  crofs'd  with  Adverfity; 
My  Riches  are  thefe  poor  Habiliments; 
Of  which,  if  you  (hould  here  disfurnifli  me. 
You  take  the  Sum  and  Subftance  that  I  have. 

2  Ont.  Whither  travel  you  ? 
Val.  To  Verona. 
I  Out.  Whence  came  you  ? 
VaU  From  Millan. 

3  Ont.  Have  you  long  fojoum'd  there? 
Val.  Some  fixteen  Months,  and  longer  might  haveflajd. 

If  crooked  Fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

1  Ont.  What,  were  you  baniih'd  thence  ? 
Val.  I  was. 

2  Out.  For  what  Offence  ? 
Val.  For  that  which  now  tottnents  me  to  rehearfe : 

I  kiird  a  Man,  whofe  Death  I  much  repent; 

Bur  yet  I  flew  him  manfully  in  Fight, 

Without  falfe  Vantage,  or  bafe  Treachery.  i 

1  Out.  Why  ne'er  repent  it,  if  it  were  done  fo. 
But  were  you  banifliM  for  fo  fmall  a  Fault  ? 

Val.  I  was,  and  held  mc  glad  of  fuch  a  Doom. 

2  Out.  Have  you  the  Tongues? 
Val.  My  youthful  Travel  therein  made  me  happy. 

Or  elfe  I  often  had  been  miferable. 

I.  0ml 
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5  Ont.  By  the  bjre  Scalp  of  Robin  Hood's  fat  Friar, 
This  Fellow  were  a  King  for  our  wild  Faftion. 

1  Ohu  We'll  have  him.    Sirs,  a  Word. 
Speed.  Mailer,  be  one  of  them : 

It's  an  honourable  Kind  of  Thievery. 

f^al.  Peace,  Villain. 

z  Om.  Tell  us  this ;  have  you  any  thing  to  take  to?     - 

raL  Nothing  but  my  Fortune. 

3  Ont.  Know  then,  that  fome  of  us  are  Gentlemen; 
Such  as  the  Fury  of  ungovcm'd  Youth  ■ 
Thruft  from  the  Company  of  awful  Men : 
My  felf  was  from  Verona  banflhed. 
For  praftifing  to  ftesJ  away  a  Lady, 
An  Heir,  and  Neice,  ally'd  unto  the  Duke. 

2  Ont.  And  I  firom  Mdrntfta^  for  a  Gentleman, 
Who,  in  my  Mood,  I  ftabb'd  utito  the  Heart. 

1  Ohu  And  I  for  fuch  like  petty  Crimes  as  thefe« 
But  to  the  Purpofe;  for  wt  cite  our  Faults, 

That  they  may  hold  excused  our  lawlefs  Lives; 
And  partly  feeing  you  are  beautify'd 
With  goodly  Shape,  and,  by  your  own  Report, 
A  Linguift,  and  a  Man  of  fuch  Perfedion 
As  we  do  in  our  Quality  much  want. 

2  Out.  Indeed  becaufe  you  are  a  bafiifh'd  Man^^ 
Therefore,  above  the  reft,  we  parley  to  you; 
Are  you  content  to  be  our  General  ? 

To  make  a  Virtue  of  Neceffity, 
And  live  as  we  do  in  the  Wilderhefi? 

3  Out.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ?  wilt  thou  be  of  our  Confort  2 
Say,  Ay,  and  be  the  Captain  bf  us  all : 

We'll  do  thee  Homage,  and  be  ruFd  by  thee. 
Love  thee  as  our  Commander  and  our  King. 

1  Out.  But  if  thou  fcorn  our  Courtefie,  thou  dy'ft. 

2  One.  Thou  (halt  not  live  to  brag  what  we  haveofFei*d, 
VkL  I  take  your  Offer,  and  wilHive  with  you. 

Provided  that  you  do  no  Outrages 
On  filly  Women,  or  poor  Paflengers. 

3  Om.  No,  we  deteft  fuch  vile  bafe  Pradifes. 
Come,  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  thee  to  our  Crews, 
And  fhew  thee  all  the  Treafure  we  have  got 5 

Which,  with  our  felves,  all  reft  at  thy  Difpofc.    '  ^JExeunu 
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Enter  Protheus. 

Pro.  Already  have  I  been  falfe  to  FaUntine^ 
And  now  I  muft  be  as  unjuft  to  Th/irio. 
Under  the  Colour  of  commending  him,  ! 

I  have  Accefs  my  own  Love  to  prefer; 
But  Silvia  is  too  fair>  too  true^  too  holy. 
To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthlefs  Gifts. 
When  I  proteft  true  Loyalty  to  her,  :; 

She  twits  me  with  my  Falfhood  to  my  Friend: 
When  to  her  Beauty  I  commend  my  Vows, 
She  bids  me  think  how  I  have  been  forfworn 
In  breaking  Faith  with  jHlia^  whom  I  lov'd. 
And  notwithftanding  all  her  fudden  Quips, 
The  leaft  whereof  would  quell  a  Lover's  Hope, 
Yet,  SpanieMike,  the  more  flie  fpums  my  Love, 
The  more  it  grows,  and  fawneth  on  her  ftiU. 
But  here  comes  Thnrio :  Now  muft  wc  to  her  Window, 
And  give  fome  Evening  Mufick  to  her  Ear. 

Enter  Thurio  and  Muficians. 

Thu.  How  now.  Sir  Protheus^  are  you  crept  before  us  i 

Pro.  Ay,  gentle  Thurio ;  for  you  know  that  Love 
Will  creep  in  Service  where  it  cannot  go. 

Thfi.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  Sir,  that  you  love  not  here. 

Pro.  Sir,  but  I  do ;  br  elfe  I  would  be  hence. 

Thu.  Whom,  Silvia  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  Silvia^  for  your  fake. 

Thn.  I  thank  you  for  your  own :  Now  Gentlemen 
Let's  turn,  and  to  it  luftily  a  while. 

Enter  Hoft,  and  Julia  in  Bojs  Cloaths. 

Hofi.  Now  my  young  Gueft;  methinks  you're  allyehdly : 
I  pray  what  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Marry,  mine  Hofi^  becaufe  I  ciannot  be  merry. 

Hoft.  Come,  we'll  have  you  merry:  PIl  bring  you  where 
you  fhall  hear  Mufick,  and  fee  the  Gentleman  that  ypu 
ask'd  for. 

Jul.  But  (hall  I  hear  him  fpeak  { 

Hoft.  Ay,  that  you  ftiall. 

Jul.  That  wiU  be  Mufick. 

Hoft.  Hark,  harL 
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JhL  Is  he  among  thefe  ? 

Jlofi.  Ay ;  but  Peace,  let* s  hear  *eni. 

SONG. 

Who  is  Silvia  ?  what  is  Jbe  i 

TTjat  all  our  Swains  commend  her  I 

Holjf  fair  and  wife  is  Jbe^ 

The  Heavn  fuch  Grace  did  lend  ber^ 

That  Jbe  might  admired  h. 
Is  Jbe  kind  4s  Jbe  is  fair  ? 
For  Beamj  lives  with  Kindnefs. 
Love  doth  to  her  Eyes  repair^ 
To  help  him  of  his  BlindMefs  : 

And  being  helped  inhabits  there. 
Then  to  Silvia  let  nsjingy 
That  Silvia  is  excelling ; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 
Vpon  the  dnll  Earth  dwelling  : 

To  her  let  u^  Garlands  bring. 

flofi.  How  now  ?  are  you  fadder  than  you  were  beforeS 
How  do  you,  Man  ?  the  Mufick  likes  you  not. 

JhL  You  miftake;  the  MuHcian  likes  oie  not. 

HoJi.  Why,  my  pretty  Youth  ? 

JhU  He  plays  ialfe.  Father. 

Hojt.  How,  out  of  tune  on  the  Strings? 

JhU  Not  fo ;  but  yet 
So  falfe,  that  he  grieves  my  very  Heart-ftrings# 

Hojt.  You  have  a  quick  Ear.  (Heart. 

JhL  Ay,  I  would  I  were  deaf;  it  makes  me  have  a  flow 

HoJi:  I  perceive  you  delight  not  in  Mufick. 

JhL  Not  a  whir,  when  it  jars  fo. 

Hofl.  Hark  wh^t  fine  Change  is  in  the  Mufick. 

JhL  Ay;  that  Change  is  the  Spight. 

HoJi.  You  would  h^ve  them  play  always  but  one  thing. 

JuL  I  would  always  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 
But,  Hoft,  doth  this  SirProthcHs,  that  w^  talk  on. 
Often  refort  unto  this  Gentlewoman  ? 

HoJi.  I  tell  you  what  Lannce,  his  M{^,  told  me, 
He  lov'd  her  put  of  all  Nick,  ' 

JhL  Where  is  Launcc  ? 
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Hofi.  Gone  to  feek  his  Dog,  which  to  MorroWy  by  hh 
Matter's  Command,  hemuft  carry  for  a  Pfefent  to  his  Lady.. 

Jfd.  Peace,  ftand  afide,  the  Company  parts. 

Pro.  SixThHrioj  fear  not;  I  will  fo  plead. 
That  you  (hall  fay,  my  cunning  Drift  excels. 

Thti.  Where  meet  we  ? 

Tro.  At  Saint  Gregorf%  Well. 

Thu.  Farewel.  [Exit  T)x\x.  and  MmGlQ. 

Enter  Silvia  above. 

Tro.  Madam,  good  Even  to  your  Ladyfliip. 

5/7.  I  thank  you  for  your  Mufick,  Gentlemen ; 
Who  is  that  that  fpake? 

Pro.  One,  Lady,  if  you  knew  his  pure  HeartV  Trutb^ 
You  would  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  Voice. 

SiL  Sir  Prothensf 

Pro.  Sir  Prothens J  gentle  Lady,  and  your  Servant. 

Sil.  What's  your  Will? 

Pro.  That  I  may  compafs  yours. 

Sil.  You  have  your  Wifh ;  my  Will  is  ever  this, 
That  prefently  you  hie  you  home  to  Bed. 
Thou  fubtle,  perjur'd,  ialfe,  difloyal  Man, 
Think'ft  thou  I  am  fo  (hallow,  fo  conceitlefs, 
To  be  feduced  by  thy  Flattery,  ^ 

That  hart  deceived  fo  many  by  thy  Vows? 
Return,  return,  and  make  thy  Love  amende. 
For  me,  by  this  pale  Queen  or  Night  I  fwear, 
I  am  fo  far  from  granting  thy  Requeft, 
That  I  defpife  thee  for  thy  wrongful  Suit ; 
And,  by  and  by,  intend  to  chide  my  felf. 
Even  for  this  time  I  fpend  in  talking  to  thee. 

Pro.  I  grant,  fweet  Love,  that  I  did  love  a  Lady^ 
But  (he  is  dead. 

Jul.  'Twere  falfe,  if  I  (hould  fpeak  it; 
For  I  am  fare  fhe  is  not  bury'd.  ^ 

Sil.  Say  that  (he  be;  yet  jhtlentiney  thy  Friend, 
Survives ;  to  whom,'  thy  felf  art  Witnefs, 
I  am  betrothed :  And  art  thou  not  a(ham'd 
To  wrong  him  with  thy  Importunacy  ? 

Pro.  I  likewife  hear  that  Valentine  is  dead. 

SiL  And  fo  fuppofe  am  I ;  for  in  hi^  Grave, 
AITure  thy  felf,  my  Love  is  buried. 
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Pro.  Sweet  Lady,  let  me  riake  it  fro;n  the  Eartb« 

Sil.  Go  to  thy  Lad/s  Cravc^  and  caU  her  thence* 
Or,  at  the  leaflr,  in  bets  fepulchre  thine. 

JffL  He  heard  not  that. 

Pro.  Madaniv  if  your  Heart  be  fo  obdurate, 
Vouchfafe  me  yet  your  Piftuate  for  my  Love, 
The  Pifture  that  is  hanging  m  your  Chamber; 
To  that  I'll  fpeat  ta  that  Ml  figh  and  weep: 
For  fince  the  Subftance  of  yout  perfed:  fclf 
Is  elfe  devoted,  I  am  but  a^  Shadbw; 
And  to  your  Shadow  wiU  I  moke  tiue  Love. 

JuU  If  'twere  a  Sctbflaoce  yoct  would  fiire  deceive  k. 
And  make  it  but  a  Shadow,  as  I  ana^ 

Sil.  I  am  very  loath  t©*  he  your  IdoL  Sir; 
But  fince  your  Falfhood  fhdlbiecdme  you  well. 
To  worlhip  Shadows^  and  adore  felfe  Shapes, 
Send  to  me  in  the  Morning,  and  I'll  (end  it: 
And  fo  good  Reft. 

Pro.  As  Wretches  have  o*fer  Night, 
That  wait  for  Execution  irt  the  Morn*  [ExeumPto.  andSiL 

JhL  Hofiy  will  you  go? 

Hojt.  By  my  Hallidom^  I  was  faft  afleep. 

JhU  Pray  you  wheire  lycs:  Sir  Prathetts  ^ 

Hofi.  Marry,  at  my  Houfe : 
Truft  me,  I  think  'tis  almoft  Day* 

JhL  Not  fo ;  but  in  hath  been^  the  longjsft  Night 
That  e'er  I  watch'd,  andthe  moft  fateavieft.  [Exemtti 

SCENE    IIL 

Enter  Eglamour. 

E^L  This  is  the  Hour  that  Madam  Silvia 
Entreated  me  to  call,  ^d.  know  her  Mind: 
There's  fome  great  Matter  flieM  employ  me  in. 
Madam,  Madam. 

Enter  Silvia  ahovi^ 

Sil.  Who  calls? 

EgU  Your  Servant  and  your  Frieffd; 
One  that  attends  youn  Ladyihip's  Command. 

Sil.  SitEglamoHr^  a  thoufand  times  Good-morrow« 

EgL  As  many,  worthy'  Lady*  to  ybur  felf : 
According-  tq*  your  Ladyfliip's  Iropofe,  '^ 
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I  am  thus  early  come,  to  know  what  Service 
It  is  your  Pleafure  to  command  me  in* 

Sil.  Oh  EgUmomy  thou  art  a  Gentleman ;  « 

Think  not  I  flatter,  for  I  fwear  I  do  not; 
Valiant,  wife,  remorfeful,  well-accomplifti'd: 
Thou  art  not  ignorant  what  dear  g6od  Will 
I  bear  unto  the  banifli'd  Falentine\ 
Nor  how  my  Father  would  enforce  me  marry 
Vain  ThurUi  wlijbm  my  very  Soul  abhor'd. 
Thy  felf  haft  lov^il,  and  I  have  heard  thee  fay. 
No  Grief  did  come  fo  near  thy  Heart, 
As  when  thy  Lady,  and  thy  true  Love  dy'd ; 
Upon  whofe  Grave  thou  vow'dft  pure  Chaftity* 
Sir  EgUmour^  I  would  to  Valentine 
To  AiantHOy  where  I  hear  he  makes  Abode : 
And,  for  the  Ways  are  dangerous  to  pafs, 
I  do  defire  thy  worthy  Company ; 
Upon  whofe  Faith  and  Honour  I  repofe. 
Urge  not  my  Father's  Anger,  Eglamonr ; 
But  think  upon  my  Grief,  a  Lady's  Grief, 
And  on  the  Juftice  of  my  flying  hence. 
To  keep  me  from  a  mofl:  unholy  Match, 
Which  Heav'n  and  Fortune  ftill  rewards  with  Plagues. 
I  do  deflre  thee,  even  from  a  Heart 
As  full  of  Sorrows  as  the  Sea  of  Sands, 
To  bear  me  Company,  and  go  with  me: 
If  not,  to  hide  what  I  have  faid  to  thee> 
That  I  may  venture  to  depart  alone. 

Egl.  Madam,  I  pity  much  your  Grievances; 
Which,  fince  I  know  they  virtuoufly  are  plac'd, 
I  give  Confent  to  go  along  with  you. 
Wreaking  as  little  what  betideth  me. 
As  much  I  wi(h  all  Good  befortune  you. 
When  will  you  go? 

SiU  This  Evening  coming. 

EgL  Where  ftiall  I  meet  you  ?  '■ 

StL  At  Friar  PatriclC?  Cell ; 
Where  I  intend  holy  Confeflion. 

Egl.  I  will  not  fail  your  Ladyfliip: 
Good  Morrow,  gentle  Lady. 

Sil.  Good-morrowj  kind  Sir  EgUrngml  [Exumtl 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV-  I 

Enter  Launce. 

Ldun.'^XJ  H  E  N  a  Man's  Servant  (hall  play  the  Cur  with 
W  him,  look  you,  it  goes  hard  I  One  that  I  brought 
up  of  a  Puppy,  one  that  1  fav'd  from  drowning,  when  three 
or  Four  of  his  blind  Brothers  and  Sifters  went  to  id  I  have 
taught  him,  even  as  one  would  fay  precifely,  thus  I  would 
teach  a  Dog.  I  was  Tent  to  deliver  him  as  a  Prefent  to  Mi- 
ftrefs  Silvi^i  from  my  Mafter ;  and  I  came  no  fooner  into 
the  Dining-Chamber,  but  he  ftcps  me  to  her  Trencher, 
and  fteals  her  Capon's- Leg.  0>  'tis. a  foul  thing,  when  t 
Cur  cannot  keep  himfelf  in  all  Companies*  I  would  have, 
as  one  fhould  fay,  one  that  takes  upon  him  to  be  a  D02  in- 
deed, to  be,  as  it  were,  a  Dog  at  all  things.  If  I  had  noc 
had  more  Wit  than  he,  to  take  a  Fault  upon  me  that  he  did, 
I  think  verily  he  had  been  hang'd  forV,  fure  as  I  liv,e  he  had 
fufFer'd  for't;  you  ihall  judge:  He  thrufts  me  himfelf  into 
the  Company  of  three  or  four  Gentleman-like  Dogs,  under 
the  Duke's  Table;  he  had  not  been  there,  blefs  the  Mark, 
a  pifling  while,  but  all  the  Chamber  fmelt  him :  Out  with 
the  Dog,  fays  one ;  what  Cur  is  that  \  fays  another  ;  whip 
him  our,  fays  the  third;  hang  him  up,  fays  the  Duke:  I 
having  been  acquainted  with  the  Smell  before,  knew  it  was 
Crab,  and  goes  me  to  the  Fellow  that  whips  the  Dogs; 
Friend,  quoth  I,  you  mean  to  whip  the  Dog?  Ay  marry  do  I, 
quoth  he.  You  do  him  the  more  Wrong,  quoth  I ;  'twas  I 
did  the  thing  you  wot  of;  he  makes  no  more  ado,  but  whips 
me  out  of  the  Chamber.  How  many  Mafters  would  do  this 
for  his  Servant?  Nay,  Til  befworn  I  have  fate  in  the  Stocks 
for  Puddings  he  has  ftoH'n,  otherwife  he  had  been  executed ; 
I  have  flood  on  the  Pillory  for  Geefe  he  has  kill'd,  other- 
wife  he  had  fufFer'd  for't:  Thou  think'ft  not  of  this  now. 
Nay,  I  remember  the  Trick  you  ferv'd  me  when  I  took  my 
Leave  of  Madam  Silvia;  did  not  I  bid  thee  flill  mark  me, 
and  do  as  I  do?  When  didft  thou  fee  me  heave  up  my  Leg, 
and  make  Water  againft  a  Gentlewoman's  Farthingale  ?  Didft 
thou  ever  fee  me  do  fuch  a  Trick? 

Enter  Protheus  and  Julia. 
Pro.  Sebafiian  is  thy  Name  /  I  like  thee  well, 
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And  will  imploy  thee  in  fome  Service  prefently. 
JhL  In  what  you  pleafe:  111  do,  Sir,  what  I  can* 
Pro.  I  hope  thou  wilt. 
How  now,  you  Whore-Son  Pefant, 
Where  have  you  been  thefe  two  Days  loitering? 

Laupf.  Marry,  Sir,   I  carry 'd  Miftrefs  Silvia  the  Dog  you 
bad  me*  I 

Pro.  And  what  fays  flie  to  my  little  Jewel?  ' 

Lauf7.  Marry,  ftie  fays,  your  Dog  was  a  Cur,  and  tells  you,' 
currifh  Thanks  is  good  enouph  forfuch  a  Prefent. 
Pro.  But  (he  rcceiv'd  my  Dog  ? 
LaHff.  No  indeed  (he  did  not: 
Here  have  I  brought  hrm  back  again. 

Pro.  What*  did'ft  thon  offer  her  this  from  me|  j 

Lam.  Ay  Sir;  the  other  Squirrel  was  ftoll'n  from  mc  ' 

By  the  Hangman's  Boy  in  the  Market-Place; 
And  then  I  offer'd  her  mine  own,  who  is  a  Dog 
As  big  as  ten  of  yours,  and  therefore  the  Gift  the  greater. 

Pro.  Go  get  thee  hence,  and  find  my  Dog  again. 
Or  ne'er  return  a jairr  into  my  Sight : 

Away,  I  fay;  ftay*(t  thou  to  vex  me  here?  I 

A  Slave,  that  ft  ill  an  end  turns  me  to  Shame.    lExif  Lauo. 
Sebajliariy  I  have  entertained  thee, 

Partly  that  I  have  need  of  fuch  a  Youth,  i 

That  can  with  fome  Difcrction  do  my  Bufinefs ; 
For  *tis  no  trufting  to  yon  fooli(h  Lowt :  ' 

But  chiefly  for  thy  Face  and  thy  Behavior, 
Which,  if  my  Augury  deceive  me  not, 
Witnefs  good  bringing  up.  Fortune  and  Truth : 
Therefore  know  thou,  for  this  I  entertain  thee. 
Go  prefently,  and  take  this  Ring  with  thee; 
Deliver  it  to  Madam  Silvia: 
She  lov'd  me  well,  delivered  it  to  me. 

Jul.  It  feems  you  lov'd  not  her,  to  leave  her  Token: 
She  is  dead  belike. 
Pro.  Not  fo:  I  think  (he  lives. 
Jul.  Alas! 

Pro.  Why  do'ft  thou  cry  alas  ? 
Jul.  I  cannot  chufe  but  pity  her. 
Pro.  Wherefore  (houldft  thou  pity  her? 
Jul.  Becaufe,  methinks,  that  (he  lov'd  you  as  well  ' 
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As  you  do  love  your  Lady  Silvia  t 
She  dreams  on  iiim  that  has  forgot  her  Love; 
Yo  1  doat  on  her  that  cires  not  for  your  Love. 
'Tis  pity  Love  Ihould  be  fo  contrary; 
And  thinking  on  it  makes  me  cry  alas. 

Pro.  Well,   give  her  that  Ring,  and  iherewithil 
This  Letter;  that's  her  Chamber:  Tell  my  Lady, 
I  claim  the  Promife  for  her  heav'nly  Pidure. 
Your  Meflage  done,  hye  home  unto  my  Chjmber, 
Where  thou  flialt  find  me  fad  and  folitary.  [£j:i*Pro, 

yitl.  How  many  Women  would  do  fuch  a  MefTage  \ 
Alas,  poor  Proiheui,  thou  haft  entertain'd 
A  Fox  to  be  tlic  Shefrfierd  of  thy  LaDib$: 
Alas,  poor  Fool,  why  do  I  pity  him 
That  with  his  very  Heart  defpifeth  roei 
Becaufe  he  loves  her,  he  defpifethme;  ^    ' : 

Becaufe  I  love  him,  I  muft  pity  him.  .    >/ 

This  King  I  gave  him  when  he  parted  from  roe. 
To  bind  nim  to  remember  my  good  Will; 
And  now  I  am,  unhappy  MeiTeneer, 
To  plead  for  that  which  I  would  not  obtain  j 
To  carry  that  which  I  would  have  refus'd ; 
To  praife  his  Faith,  which  I  would  have  difprais'd. 
I  am  my  Maimer's  true  confirmed  Love, 
But  cannot  be  true  Servant  to  my  Mafter, 
Unlefs  I  prove  falfe  Traitor  to  my  felf: 
Yet  will  I  woo  for  him.  but  yet  fo  coldly* 
As,  Heav'n  it  knows,  I  would  not  have  him  fpecd.    , 

Enter  Silvi*. 
Gentlewoman,  good  Day ;  I  pray  you  be  my  mean 
To  bring  me  where  to  fpeak  with  Madam  Silvia* 

SiU  What  wouldvou  with  her,  if  thu  I  be  (he! 

JhI.  If  you  be  me,  I  do  entreat  your  Patience 
To  hear  me  fpeak  the  MeOage  I  am  fent  on. 

Sil.  From  whom  ? 

Jul.  ■  From  my  Mafter,  Sir  Protbtm>  Midam. 

Sil.  Oh !  he  fends  you  for  a  PiAurei 

JmU  Ay,  Madam. 

Sil.  Vr/iila,  bring  my  Pifture  there. 
Go,  give  your  Maftcrthis;  tell  him  from  me," 
One  Jnlia,  that  his  changing  ThoughM  forgot, 
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Would  better  fit  his  Chamber  thin  this  Shadow* 

JuU  Madam,  pleafe  you  perufe  this  Letter. 
Pardon  me,  Madam>  I  nave  unadvis*d 
Delivered  you  a  Paper  that  I  (hould  not ; 
\This  is  the  Letter  to  your  Ladyftiip. 

SiU  I  pray  thee  let  me  look  on  that  again.  .:»f 

Jul.  It  may  not  be ;  good  Madam,  pardon  me. 

SiL  There,  hold; 
I  will  not  look  upon  your  Ma(ler*s  Lines, 
I  know  they  are  ftuft  with  Proteftations, 
And  full  of  new-found  Oaths,  which  he  will  break 
As  eafie  as  I  do  tear  his  Paper. 

JhI.  Madam,  he  fends  your  Ladyftiip  this  Ring. 

SiL  The  more  Shame  for  him  that  he  fends  it  me; 
For  I  have  heard  him  fay  a  thoufand  times. 
His 3^Wi4  gave  it  him  at  his  Departure: 
The'  his  wife  Finger  hath  prophan'd  the  Ring, 
Mine  fliall  not  do  his  Jnlia  fo  much  Wrong. 

JhL  She  thanks  you. 

SiL  What  fay 'ft  thou? 

JhL  I  thank  you.  Madam,  that  you  tender  her; 
Poor  Gentlewoman,  my  Mafter  wrongs  her  much. 

SiL  Doft  thou  know  her  ? 

JhL  Almoft  as  well  as  I  do  know  my  felf. 
To  think  upon  her  Woes,  I  do  proteft, 
That  I  have  wept  an  hundred  feveral  times. 

SiL  Belike  ftie  thinks  that  Protheus  hath  forfook  hen 

JhL  I  think  ftie  doth;  and  that's  her  caufe  of  Sorrow. 

SiL  Is  flie  not  pafting  fair? 

JhL  She  hath  been  fairer.  Madam,  than  ftie  is; 
When  ftie  did  think  my  Mafter  lov*d  her  welL 
She,  in  my  Judgment,  was  as  fair  as  ypvi. 
But  fince  ftie  did  negled  her  Looking-Glafs» 
And  threw  her  Sun-expelling  Mask  away. 
The  Air  hath  ftarv'd  the  Rofes  in  her  Cheeks, 
And  pinch'd  the  Lilly-Tinfture  of  her  Face, 
That  now  ftie  is  become  as  black  as  I. 

SiL  How  tall  was  ftie? 

JhL  About  my  Stature:  For  at  Pentie^ftj 
When  all  our  Pageants  of  Delight  were  plaid. 
Our  Youth  got  me  to  play  the  Woman's  Part» 

And 
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And  I  was  trim'd  in  Madam  yulia's  Gown, 
Which  ferved  me  as  fit,  by  all  Mens  Judgments, 
As  if  the  Garment  had  been  made  for  me ; 
Therefore  I  know  (he  is  about  my  height. 
And  at  that  time  I  made  her  weep  agood. 
For  I  did  pjay  a  lamcntabje  Part. 
Madam,  'twas  Ariadne  paffioning 
For  Thefimt  Perjury,  and  unjuft  Flight; 
Which  I  (o  lively  aded  with  my  Tear^' 
That  my  poor  Miftrefs,  moved  therewithal. 
Wept  bitterly  ;  and  would  I  might  be  dead. 
If  I  in  Thought  felt  not  her  very  Sorrow. 

Sil.  She  is  heholding  to  thee,  gentle  Youth. 
Alas,  poor  Lady!  defolate  and  left; 
I  weep  my  felf  to  think  upon  thy  Words. 
Here  Youth,  there  is  a  Purfe;  I  give  thee  this        ^-    *     ^ 
For  thy  fweei  Miftrefs  fake,  becaufe  thou  lov'ft  her: 
Farewel.  [£*«  Silvia. 

7»/.  And  flie  ftiall  thank  youfor't,ife'eryou  know  her. 
A  virtuous  Gentlewonian,  mild  and  beautiful. 
I  hope  my  Maftcr's  Suit  will  be  but  cold. 
Since  fhe  refpcds  my  Miftrefs  Love  fo  much.  ■ 
Alas  f  how  Love  can  trifle  with  it  felf! 
Here  is  her  Pifture;  let  me  fee;  I  think. 
If  I  had  fuch  a  TirCi  this  Face  of  mine 
Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  hers. 
And  yet  the  Painter  flatter'd  her  a  little^ 
Unlcfs  I  flatter  with  my  felf  too  much. 
Her.  Hair  is  Auburn,  mine  is  perfe&  Yellow. 
If  that  be  all  the  Difference  in  his  Love, 
I'll  get  me  fuch  a  coloui^d  Ferriwig. 
Her  Eyes  are  grey  as  Grafs,  and  fo  are  mine; 
Ay,  but  her  Forehead's  low,  and  mine's  as  high. 
What  ftiould  it  be  that  he  rcfpcfts  in  her. 
But  r  can  make  refpedive  in  my  felf. 
If  this  fond  Love  were  not  a  blinded  God? 
Come,  Shadow,  come,  and  take  this  Shadow  up; 
For  'tis  thy  Rival.    O  thou  fenfelefs  Form,  > . 

Thou  (halt  be  worlhip'd,  kifs'd,  lov'd  and  adoi'd;  .'i 

And  were  there  Senfe  in  this  Idohlry, 
My  Subflance  Ihould  h"  ^""-ue  in  thy  Head. 
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I'll  ufe  thee  kindly  for  thy  Miftrefs  fake* 

That  us*d  me  fo ;  or  elfe,  by  Jove  I  vow, 

J  ihould  have  fcratch*d  out  your  unfceing  Eyes, 

To  make  my  Matter  out  of  Love  with  thee.  [Exit. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Eglamour. 

fg/.'Tp  H  E  Sun  begins  to  gild  the  Weftern  Sky, 

X    And  now  it  is  about  the  very  Hour 
That  Silvia,  at  Friar  Patricias  Cell,  ftiould  meet  me. 
She  will  not  fail  j  for  Lovers  break  not  Hours, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  come  before  their  time; 
^  much  they  fpur  their  Expedition. 
See  where  (he  comes.  Lady,  a  happy  Evening. 

Enter  Silvia, 

Sil.  Amen^  Anien :  Go  on,  good  Eglamour, 
Out  at  the  Poftem  by  the  Abby-wall;  t 
I  fear  I  am  attended  by  fome  Spies. 

Egl.  Fear  not;  the  Foreft  is  not  three  Leagues  off; 
If  we  recover  that,  we  are  fure  enough.  lE:ieHtft. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Thurio,  Protheus  and  Julia. 

Thu.  Sir  Protheus,   what  fays  Silvia  to  my  Suit? 

Pro.  Oh,  Sir,  I  find  her  milder  than  (he  was. 
And  yet  ihe  takes  Exceptions  at  your  Perfon. 

Thu.  What,  that  my  Leg  is  too  long? 

Pro.  No;  that  it  is  too  little. 

Thu.  1*11  wear  a  Boot  to  make  it  fomewhat  rounder. 

Pro.  But  Love  will  not  be  fpurr'd  to  what  it  loath?. 

Thu.  What  fays  fhe  to  my  Face? 

Pro.  She  fays  it  is  a  fair  one. 

Thu.  Nay,  then  the  Wanton  lies;  my  Face  is  bUck.. 

Pro.  But  Pearls  are  fair;  and  the  old  Saying  i^ 
Black  Men  are  Pearls  in  beauteous  Ladies  Eyts. 

Jul.  *Tis  true,  fuch  Pearls  as  put  out  Laoks  Eyes; 

■     *    ■ 
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For  I  had  rather  wink  than  look  on  them.  [■'W^ 

TTjh.  How  likes  flie  my  Difcourre  ? 

Pro.  Ill,  when  they'talk  of  War, 
'But  well  when  I  difcourfe  of  Love  and  Peace. 

yul.  But  better  indeed  when  you  hold  your  Peace. 

Thu.  What  fays  (Tie  to  my  Valour? 

Fro.  Oh,  Sir,  ftie  makes  no  doubt  of  that. 

yul.  she  needs  not,  when  flie  knows  it  CowardtfeJ 

7hH.  What  fays  flie  to  my  Birth? 

Pro.  That  you  are  weU  deriv'd, 

yuL  True;  from  a  Gemlcman  to  a  Fool. 

Thu.  Confiders  flie  my  Poffeffions  i 

Pra.  Oh,  ay,  and  pities  them.  ,; 

Thu,  Wherefore! 

yuL  That  fuch  an  Afs Ihouldowe  theoi. 

Pro.  That  they  are  out  by  Leafe,  ^ 

yul.  Here  comes  the.  Duke. 

Enter  Duke.    . 

Duks-  How  now.  Sir  Protheuif  how  now.  Ttmrttf 
Which  of  you  faw  Sir  Eglamtur  of  Ute  % 

Thu.  Not  I. 

Pre.  Not  I. 

Du^.  Saw  you  my  Daughter  ?  ( 

Pro,  Neither, 

Dukf.  Why  then 
She's  fled  unto  the  Pefant  ^4/!m/fM,- 
And  EgUmoHT  is  in  her  Company: 
'Tis  true;  for  Friar  hnurtmce  met  them  both* 
^s  he,  in  Penance,  waader'd  through  the  Foreft: 
Htm  he  knew  well»  and  gueft  tliat  it  was  the: 
But  being  mask'd,  he  was  not  fure  of  it.  ^| 

Bcfides,  (he  did  intend  Confeffion 
At  Patric!($  Cell  this  Even,  and  there  flie  was  not: 
Thefe  likehhoods  confirm  her  Flight  from  hence. 
Therefore  I  pray  you  ftand  not  to  difcourfe,  .' 

But  mount  you  prefently,  and  meet  with  rae 
Upon  the  Rifing  of  the  Mountain  Foot  \ 

That  leads  toward  Aiantu*,  whither  they  are  fled. 
Difpatch,  fweet  Gentlemen,  and  follow  me.      [£jrH  Duke. 

Thu.  Why  this  it  is  to  be  a  peevifli  Girl. 
That  flies  her  Fortune  where  it  follows  her; 


0 

rU  after,  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  EgUmour^ 
Than  for  the  Love  of  wrecklefs  Silvia. 

Pro.  And  I  will  follow,  more  for  Silvias  Love, 
Than  Hate  of  EgUmour  that  goes  with  her. 

JfiL  And  I  will  follow,  more  to  crofs  that  Love, 
Than  Hate  for  Silvia^  that  is  gone  for  Love.  [^Exeunt 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Silvia  and  Out-laws. 

1  Ont.  Come,  come,  be  patient ; 
We  muft  bring  you  to  our  Captain. 

SiL  A  thoufand  more  Mifchances  than  this  one 
Have  learnM  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 

2  Out.  Come,  bring  her  away. 

1  Out.  Where  is  the  Gentleman  that  was  with  her  ? 

3  Out.  Being  nimble  footed,  he  hath  out-run  us ; 
But  Mojfes  zna  jyaUrtHS  follow  him. 

Go  thou  with  her  to  the  Weft  end  of  the  Wood, 
There  is  our  Captain :  We'll  follow  him  that's  fled. 
The  Thicket  is  befet,  he  cannot  Tcapf. 

I  Ota.  Come,  I  muft  bring  you  to  our  Captain's  Cave. 
Fear  not;  he  bears  an  honourable  Mind, 
And  will  not  ufe  a  Woman  lawlefly. 

SiL  OFalentine!  this  I  endure  for  thee.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Valentine. 
Fdl.  How  Ufe  doth  breed  a  Habit  in  a  Man  / 
This  fhadowy  Defart,  unfrequented  Woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourifhing  peopled  Towns* 
Here  can  I  fit  alone,  unfeen  of  any. 
And  to  the  Nightingale's  complaining  Notes 
Tunc  my  Diftreflcs,  and  record  my  Woes. 
O  thou  that  doft  inhabit  in  my  Bre^, 
Leave  not  the  Manfion  fo  long  Tenantlefs, 
Lei^  growing  ruinous,  the  Building  fall, 
Anflleave  no  Memory  of  what  it  was. 
Repair  me  with  thy  Prefeqce,  ^Iviai 
Thou  gentle  Nympii,  cheriih  thy  forlorn  Swain. 
What  Hollowing,  and  what  Stir  is  this  to  Day  ? 
Tiiefe  are  my  Mate^  that  make  their  Wills  their  Ltw, 
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Have  fome  unhappy  PafTenger  in  chafe. 
They  love  me  well,  yet  I  have  much  to  do 
To  keep  them  from  uncivil  Outrages. 
Withdraw  thee,  rdentine:  Who'i»  this  comes  here? 

Enter  Protheus,  Silvia  and  Julia. 

Pro.  Madam,  this  Service  have  I  done  for  you, 
Tho'  you  refped  not  ought  your  Servant  doth. 
To  hazard  Life,  and  refcue  you  from  him 
That  wou'd  have  forc'd  your  Honour  and  your  Love. 
/ouchfafe  me  for  my  Meed  but  one  fair  Look, 
K  fmaller  Boon  than  this  I  cannot  beg, 
Vndlefsthan  this  I  am  fure  you  cannot  giv^. 

P^aU  How  like  a  Dream  is  this?  I  fee  and  hear: 
Love,  lend  me  Patience  to  forbear  a  while. 

Sil.  O  miferable  unhappy  that  I  ami 

Pro.  Unhappy  were  you.  Madam,  e'er  I  came; 
But  by  my  coming  I  have  made  you  happy. 

Sil.  ^y  thy  Approach  thou  mak'ft  me  moft  unhappy. . 

Jul.  And  mc,when  be  approacheth  to  your  Prefence.  [yijUt. 

Sil.  Had  I  been  feized  by  a  hungry  Lion, 
I  would  have  been  a  Breakfaft  ta  the  Beaft, 
Rather  than  have  falfe  Protheus  refcue  me. 
Oh  Heav'n  be  Judge  how  I  love  VaUntinCy 
Whofe  Life's  as  tender  to  me  as  my  Soul; 
And  full  as  much,  for  more  there  cannot  be, 
I  do  deteft  falfe  perjur'd  Protheus; 
Therefore  be,gone,  follicit  me  no  more. 

Pro.  What  dangerous  Aftion,  ftood  it  next  to  Death, 
Would  I  not  undergc^for  one  calm  Look  ? 
Oh,  'tis  the  Curfe  in  Love,  and  ftill  approv*d. 
When  Women  cannot  love  where  they're  belov'd. 

SiL  When  Protheus  cannot  love  where  he*s  belov*d. 
Read  over  Julias  Heart,  thy  firft  beft  Love, 
For  whofe  dear  Sake  thou  didft  then  rend  thy  Faith 
Into  a  thoufand  Oaths;  and  all  thofe  Oaths 
Defcended  into  Perjury  to  deceive  me. 
Thou  haft  no  Faith  left  now,  unlefs  thou'dfi  two. 
And  that's  far  worfe  than  none:  Better  have  none 
Than  plural  Faith,  which  is  tob  much  by  one; 
Thou  Counterfeit  to  thy  true  Friend. 

Pro.  IoLove» 
Who  refpefts  Fricad?  I4.   .      v  •-?% 


fio       Jbe  Two  Gentlemen  afyetoni. 

Sil.  All  Men  but  Vrothtusi  '   ' 

fro.  Nay,  if  the  gentle  Spirit  of  moving  Words 
Can  no  way  change -you  to  a  milder  Form; 
'  ril  move  you  like  a  Soldier,  at  Arms  end. 
And  love  you  'gainft  the  Nature  of  Love;  force  ye« 
Sil.  OhHeav'nl 

Tro.  rU  force  thee  yield  to  my  Defire. 
VaU  Ruffian,  let  go  that  rude  uncivil  Touch, 
Thou  Friend  of  an  ill  Fafhion* 
Tro*  Valentine! 

VaL  Thou  common  Friend,  that's  without  Faith  or  Love; 
For  fuch  is  a  Friend  now :  Tho',  treacherous  Man, 
Thou  haft  beguil'dmy  Hopes;  nought  but  mine  Eye 
Could  have  perfuaded  me.   Now  I  dare  not  fay 
I  have  one  Friend  alive ;  thou  wouldft  difprove  me : 
Who  Aiould  be  trufted  now,  when  ones  right  Hand 
Is  perjured  to  the  Bofom?  Protheus, 
I  am  (brry  I  muft  never  truft  thee  more. 
But  count  the  World  a  Straneer  for  thy  fake. 
The  private  Wound  is  deepen.  Oh  time,  moft  accurft ; 
*Mongft  all  Foes,  that  a  Friend  fhould  be  the  worft ! 

Pro.  My  Shame  and  Guilt  confound  me :  * 

Forgive  me,  Valentine;  if  hearty  Sorrow 
Be  a  fufficient  Ranfom  for  Offence, 
I  tender  there;  I  do  as  truly  fuffer 
As  e'er  I  did  commit. 

Val.  Then  am  I  paid; 
'And  once  again  I  do  receive  thee  honeft. 
Who  by  Repentance  is  not  fatisfy*d,  9 
Js  nor  of  Heav'n  nor  Earth,  for  thefe  are  pleas'd; 
By  Penitence  th*  Eternal's  Wrath's  appeased. 
And  that  my  Love  may  appear  plain  and  free, 
All  that  was  mine  in  Silvia^  I  give  thee. 
yul.  Oh  me  unhappy  I 
Pr§.  Look  to  the  Boy, 
Fal.  Why,  Boy  ? 
V/hy  Wag,  how  now?  what's  the  Matter?  look  up;  fpealr. 

JtiL  O  good  Sir,  my  Mafter  chargM  me  to  deliver  a  Ring 
to  Madam  Silvid^  in^hich,  out  of  my  negle&>  was  never  done* 
Pro.  Where  is  that  Ring,  Boy? 
.  y^L  Here  'tis :  This  is  it. 
'.  iPr»*  HowS  Let  mc  ice  I  V^ity* 


I  I     th^m 


f 
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Why,  this  is  the  Ring  I  gave  to  Julia. 
'  Jul.  Oh,  cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  I  hive  miflook; 
This  is  the  Ring  you  fent  to  Silvia.  \ 

Pro.  iiut  how  cam'ft  thouby  this  Ring?  At  my  Depart 
I  gave  this  unto  yitiia, 

Jul.  And  JmUh  her  (elf  did  give  it  me. 
And  Jniia  her  fcif  hath  brought  it  hither. 

Pro.  How,Ji(lia?  ^ 

Jul.  Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  Oaths, 
And  eiirertain'd  'em  deeply  in  her  Heart: 
How  oft  haft  thou  with  Perjury  cleft  the  Root? 
Oh  Protheus^  kr  this  Hiliit  make  thee  blufh! 
Be  thou  afliam'd  that  I  have  took  upon  me 
Such  an  immodeft  Rayment.    If  Shame  live 
In  a  DifguifeofLrve,  j 

It  is  the  lefTer  Blot  Modefty  finds, 
Women  to  change  their  Shapes,  than  Men  their  Minds. 

Pro.  Than  Men  their  Minds?    Tis  true,  oh  Hcav'r,  were 
Man  but  conftant,   he  were  perfeft;  that  one  Error 
Fills  him  with  Faults,  makes  him  run  through  all  tfa'Sins; 
Inconftancy  falls  off  e'er  it  begins. 
What  is  in  Silvia's  Face,  but  I  may  fpy 
More  frefh  in  Jttlia's  with  a  conftant  Eye? 

^/.  Come,  come;  a  Hand  from  cither;  TJ 

Let  me  be  bleft  to  make  this  happy  Clofe;  ;    t9 

'Twere  pity  two  fuch  Friends  rfiould  be  long  Focf.  '   '  '^ 

Pro.  Be^r  Witnefs,  Hcav'n,  I  have  my  Wifti  for  ever. 

JhI.  And  I  mine.  ' 

£««rDuke,  Thiirio  «w<i  Out-laws. 

Out.   A  Prize,  a  Prize,  a  Prize. 

[^al.   Forbear,  forbear,  I  fay :   It  is  my  Lord  the  U«^. 
Your  Grace  is  Welcome  to  a  Man  difgrac'd, 
Ban  fhed  Vdmtine. 

Dnkt'  Sir  f^U»Hnef  ^ 

Tku.  \onAev  K Silvia:  AnJ  5(/w4*s  mine. 

yal.  Tkurio,  give  back;  or  cKe  embrace  thy  Death; 
C  :me  not  within  the  meafure  of  my  Wrath, 
Do  not  name  Silvia  thine;  if  once  again, 
yiroaa  (hall  not  hold  thee.   Here  flie  ftands,  \.„ 

Take  but  Poffeflioa  of  her  with  a  Touch  ;  ^ 

1  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  Love.  '" 


Thu.  Sir  FkUntine^  I  care  not  for  her,  I.       ^ 
I  hold  him  but  a  Fo6l  that  will  endanger 
His  Bodv  for  a  Girl  that  loves  him  not : 
I  claim  her  not ;  and  therefore  ihe  is  thine. 

Vukf.  The  more  degenerate  and  bafe  art  thou^  , 

To  make  fuch  means  for  her  as  thou  haft  done> 
And  leave  her  on  fuch  flight  Conditions. 
Now,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Anceftry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  Spirits  FaUntine^ 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  Emprefs  Love: 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  Griefs, 
Cancel  all  Grudge,  repeal  thee  home  again. 
Plead  a  new  State  in  thy  arrival'd  Merit, 
To  which  I  thus  fubfcribe :  Sir  Falentine» 
Thou  art  a  Gentleman,  and  well  deriv'd, 
Take  thou  thy  Silviaj  for  thou  haft  deferv'd  her# 

VaL  I  thank  your  Grace;  the  Gift  hath  made  me  happy. 
I  now  befeech  you,  for  your  Daughter's  fake. 
To  grant  one  Boon  that  I  fliall  ask  of  you, 

Dtike,  I  grant  it  for  thine  own,  whatever  it  be. 

Fal.  Thefe  banifh'd  Men  that  I  have  kept  withal. 
Are  Men  endu'd  with  worthy  Qualities: 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here. 
And  let  them  be  recalled  from  their  Exile. 
They  are  reformed,  civil,  fullofgcod, 
And  fit  for  great  Imployment,  worthy  Lord. 

Dnke.  Thou  haft  prevaii'd,  I  pardon  them  and  thee; 
Difp :)fe  of  them  as  thou  know'ft  their  Deferts. 
Come,  let  us  go;  we  will  include  all  Jars 
With  Triumphs,  Mirth,  and  all  Solemnity. 

Fal.  And  as  we  walk  along,  I  dare  be  bold 
With  our  Difcourfe  to  make  your  Grace  to  fmile. 
What  think  you  of  this  Page,  my  Lord  ? 

Dnke.  I  think  the  Boy  hath  Grace  in  him,  he  bluflies. 
•    yd.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  more  Grace  than  Boy. 

Dnks*  What  mean  you  by  that  Saying? 

Fal.  Pleafe  you.  Til  tell  you  as  we  pafs  along. 
That  you  will  wonder  what  hath  fortuned. 
Come  Protheus,  'tis  your  Penance  but  to  hear 
The  Story  of  your  Loves  difcovered : 
That  done,  our  Day  of  Marriage  (hall  be  your% 
One  Feaft,  one  Houf(^  one  mutual  Happinefs*       {Ex€mu. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse-^^ 

SI  R  John  FalftafF. 
Fenton,  a  young  Gentleman  of  fmall  Ftnrtum^ 
in  Love  with  Mrs.  Anne  Page. 

Shallow^  a  Country  Jujiice. 

Slender,  Coujtn  to  Sh^\oy9/^afooliJbCountry  Squire. 

Mr.  Page,  '^.  ^      ,  ,     ,,.         ,^  .    ,^ 

'  Mr  Ford   t  ^^^  Gentlemen^  dwellmgat  Wmdfor. 

Sir  Hugh  Evans,  a  Welch  Tar  Jon. 

2>r.  Caius,  ^  French  2>^^^r, 

Hoft  of  the  Garter,  a  merry  talking  Fellow. 

Bardolph,  ^ 

Piftol,         ^Sharpers  attending  on  FalftafF. 

Nym,         •> 

Robin,  Tage  to  FalftafF. 

William  Page,  a  Boy^  Son  to  Mr.  Page.  ^ 

Smiple,  Servant  to  Slender. 

Rugby,  Servant  to  2>r.  Caius. 

^rs.  Page,  Wife  to  Mr.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Wife  to  Mr,  Ford. 

Mrs.  Anne  Page,  1^ aught er  to  Mr,  Page,  in  Lave 
with  Fenton. 

s.  Quickly,  Servant  to  T>r.  Caius. 
Servants  to  Page,  Ford,  ire. 

SCENE  Windfar. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

"Enter  Juftice  Shallow,  Slender,  and  Sir  Hugh 
Evans. 

SHALLOW. 
\KHitgh,  perfiiadc  me  not;    I  will  make  i 
Star-Chamber  Mamr  of  it:  If  he  were  twen- 
ty Sujohn  Faljlafs,  he  (hall  not  abufe  Rf- 
hrrt  ShalliTiv,  Elq; 

Slcn.  In  the  County  of  Gloccfier^  Juftice 
of  Peace,  and  Coram. 
Shal.  Ay.   Coufin  Slender^  and  CitfialorHm. 
SUn.   Ay,  and   RAto-lornm  too;    and   a  Gentleman  bom, 
Mafler  Paribn,  who  writes  himfelf  Armigtro,  in  any  Bill, 
Warrant,  Quittance,  or  Obligation,  Armigtre. 

Shal.  Ay  that  I  do,  and  have  done  any  time  thefe  three 
hundred  Years. 

SUn.  All  his  Succeflors,  gone  before  him,  have  don*t; 
a^'d  all  his  Anceftors,  thai  come  after  him,  may;  they  may 
give  the  dc  zen  white  Ltices  in  iheir  Coat. 
Shal.  It  is  an  old  Coat. 

Eva.'  The  dozeti  white  Lowfes  do  become  an  dd  Coat 
well;  it  agrees  well  PafTart;  ii  is  a  familiar  Beaft  to  Maii^ 
and  lignl&es  Love,  .     . 

Shal.  Tbc  Luce  is  the  Fre(h-fiAi»  the  Silt-fith  is  »ti  oH 
CoiC 
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Slen.  I  may  quarter,  C02.    ' 

ShaL  You  may,  by  marrying, 

Eva.  It  is  marring  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 

ShaU  Not  a  whit. 

Eva.  Yes  per-lady;  if  he  has  a  quarter  o^your  Coa^ 
there  is  but  three  Skirts  for  your  felf,  in  my  fimple  Con- 
jcdures;  but  that  is  all  one:  If  Sir  John  Falfiaffhvft  com- 
mitted Difparagements  unto  you>  I  am  of  the  Churchy  and 
witi  be  glad  to  do  my  Benevolence,  to  make  Atonements 
and  Compremifes  between  yoii. 

Shal.  The  Council  ihall  hear  it;  it  is  a  Riot. 

Eva.  It  is  not  meet  the  Council  hear  of  a  Riot ;  there 
is  no  Fear  of  Got  in  a  Riot :  The  Council,  look  you,  fliall 
deiire  to  hear  the  Fear  of  Got,  and  not  to  hear  a  Riot;  take 
you  viza-ments  in  that. 

Shal.  Ha  j  o'  my  Life,  if  I  were  young  again,  the  Sword 
fliould  end  it» 

Eva.  It  is  petter  that  Friends  is  the  Sword,  and  end  it ; 
and  there  is  alfo  another  Device  in  my  Prain,  which  perad* 
venture  prings  good  Difcretions  with  it :  There  is  Anne  Page^ 
which  is  Daughter  to  MdiOiGr  Thomas  Page,  which  is  pretty 
Virginity. 

'  Slen.  MidrtCsAnne  Page?  (he  has  brown  Hair,  andfpeaks 
like  a  Woman. 

Eva.  It  is  that  ferry  Perfon  for  all  the  Orld,  as  juft  as 
you  will  deflre ;  and  feven  hundred  Pounds  of  Monies,  and 
Gold»  and  Silver,  is  her  Grand-fire  upon  his  Deaths-bed 
(Got  deliver  to  a  joyful  Refurreftions)  give,  when  (he  is  a» 
hie  to  overtake  feventeen  Years  old:  It  were  a  good  Mo- 
tion, if  we  leave  our  pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  dedre  a 
Marriage  between  M  after  Abraham^  and  Miftrefs  Amte 
Page. 

Slen.  Did  her  Grand-fire  leave  her  feven  hundred  Pound? 

Eva.  Ay,  and  her  Father  is  make  her  a  petter  Penny. 

Slen.  I  know  the  young  Gentlewoman;  fhe  has  good 
Gifts. 

Eva.  Seven  hundred  Pounds,  and  poflibility  is  goot 
Gifts. 

Shal.  Well ;  let  us  fee  honeft  Mr.  Page :  Is  F^af 
there  ? 

Evd. 
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Eva.  Shall  I'^tell  you  a  Lie?  I  do  defpife  a  Liar  as  I  do 
defpife  one  that  is  falfe ;  or  as  I  defpife  one  that  is  not  true. 
The  Knight,  Sir  John^  is  there;  and  I  befeech  you  be  ruled 
by  your  Well-wilher?.  I  will  peat  the  Door  L^JSTw^ci^^]  for 
Matter  Page.    What  hoa  ?  Got  blefs  your  Houfe  here. 

Enter  Mr.  Page. 

Page.  Who's  there  ? 

Eva.  Here  is  Got's  pleffing,  and  your  Friend,  and  Jn- 
ftice  Shallow ;  and  here*s  young  Matter  Slender^  that  per- 
adventures  (hall  tell  you  another  Tale,  if  matters  grow  to 
your  likings. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worihip's  well :  I  thank  you 
for  my  Venifon,  Matter  Shallow. 

ShaL  Matter  Pagej  I  am  glad  to  fee  ygi^^much  good  do 
it  your  good  Heart:  I  wifti'd  your  Venifon  better;  it  was 
ill  kiird.  How  doth  good  Miftrefs  Page?  And  I  thank  you 
always  with  my  Heart,  la ;  with  my  Heart. 

Page.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

ShaU  Sir,  I  thank  you ;  by  yea  and  no  I  do. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  good  Matter  Slender. 

Slen.  How  do's  your  faltow  Greyhound,  Sir?  I  heard 
fay,  he  was  out-run  on  Cotfale. 

Page.  It  could  not  be  judged.  Sir. 

Slen.  You  11  not  conftfs,  you'll  not  confefs, 

Shal.  That  he  will  not,  'tis  your  fault,  'tis  your  fault;  'tb 
a  good  Dog. 

Page.  A  Cur,  Sir. 

Shal.  Sir,  he's  a  good  Dog,  and  a  fair  Dog;  can  there 
be  more  faid  ?  He  is  good  and  faii^.  Is  Sir  John  Falfiaff 
here  ? 

Page.  Sir,  he  is  within;  and  I  would  I  could  do  a  good 
Office  bet^i'een  you. 

Eva.  It  is  fpoke  as  a  Chrittians  ought  to  fpeak. 

Shal.  He  hath  wrong'd  me,  Matter  Page. 

Page.  Sir,  he  doth  in  fome  fort  confefs  it. 

Shal.  If  it  be  confefs'd,  it  is  not  redrefs'd;  is  not  that  fo, 
Mr.  Pagel  He  hath  wrong'd  me,  indeed  he  hath,  at  a  word 
he  hath,  believe  me,  Robert  Shallow^  Efquire,  faith,  he  is 
wrong'd. 

Page,  Here  comes  Sir  John. 
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Enter  Sir  John  Faldaff^  Bardolph,  Nym  4um/  PifloL 

Fal.  Now,  Mafter  Shallow^  you'll  comprain^pf  me  to 
King?  ^■ 

SifaL  Knight,  you  hive  beaten  my  Men,  kllPd  iny])^ 
and  broke  open  my  Lodge.  ^\^- 

FaL  But  not  kifs'd  your  Keeper's  Daughter. 

ShaL  Tut,  a  pin;  this  (hall  be  anfwer'd. 

Fal.  I  will  anfwer  it  flraighc:  I  have  done  all  this. 
That  is  now  anfwer'd. 
-  *  ShaU  The  Council  ihall  know  this. 

Fal.  'Twere  better  for  you  if  it  were  known  in  Couodlt 
You'll  be  laugh'd  at. 

Eva.  Panca  verba^  Sir  Johny  good  Worts. 

laL  Good  Wbrt^?  Good  Cabage.  Slender^  I  bjrol^e  yotf 
Head:  WhatlVlatftr  have  you  againft  me  ? 

SUn.  Marry  Sir,  I  have  Matter  in  my  Head  againft  yop, 
and  againfl  your  Cony-catching  Kafcals,  Bardolfh^  Nm 
and  PifioL 

Bar.  You  Banbury  Cheefe. 

Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Fift.  How  now,  MephofiophilHsl 

Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Njm^  Slice,  I  fay,  panca,  pauca :  Slice,  that's  my  Hih 
mour. 

Skn.  Where's  SimpUy  my  Man  ?  Can  you  tell,  Couiio  ? 

Eva.  Peace,  I  pray  you :  Now  let  us  underftaod ;   tfam.  ^ 
is  three  Umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I  underftand;  thaciijP 
Mafter  Pa^Cy  fidelicety  Mailer  P^^e;  and  there  is  my  felf^jjU^ 
licety  my  felf ;   and  the  three  Party  is,  laftly,  and  fic^yi 
mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Mr.  Page.  We  three  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between  them. 

Eva.  Ferry  goot;  I  will  make  aPrief  of  it  in  my  Nocor 
book,  and  we  will  afterwards  orke  upon  the  Caufe  with  it 
great  difcreetly  as  we  can. 

Fal.  Pifiol. 

Pijt.  He  hears  with  Earf. 

Eva.  The  Tevil  and  his  Tam;  what  Phrafe  is  this»  he 
hears  with  Ear?  Why,  it  is  AflFedations. 

Fal.  Pifioly  did  you  pick  Mr.  Slender's  Purfe  ? 
SUn.  Ay,  by  thefe  Gloves  did  he,  or  I  would  I  might  ne« 
ver  come  in  mine  own  great  Chamber  again  clfe)  of  fcvea 
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Groats  in  Mill-fixpenccs,  and  two  Ed)vard  Sjiovelboards," 
that  cod  me  two  Shilling  and  two  Pence  a  piece*  of  Tcad 
Miller  I  by  thefe  Gloves. 

Fal.  Is  this  true,  Piftoll 

Eva.  No ;  it  is  f alfe,  if  it  is  a  Pick-purfe* 

Pill.  Ha,  thou  Mountain  Foreigner:  Sir  J^hrij  and  Ma^ 
fter  mine,  I  combate  Challenge  of  this  Latin  Bilboe :  Word 
of  Denial  in  thy  La'aras  here;  word  of  Denial;  Froth  and 
Scum,  thou  ly'fl;. 

Slen.  By  thefe  Gloves,  then  'twas  he. 

Njm.  Be  advis'd.  Sir,  and  pafs  good  Humours :  I  will  fay 
marry  trap  with  you^  if  you  run  the  Nut-hooks  Humouc 
on  ttie;  this  is  the  very  Note  of  it. 

SUn.  By  that  Hat,  then  he  in  the  red  Face  had  it ;  for  tho' 
I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you  made  me  drunk^ 
yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  Afs. 

FaL  What  fay  you.  Scarlet  and  John  } 

Bard.  Why,  Sir,  for  my  part,  I  fay,  the  Gentleman  had 
drunk  himfvlf  out  of  his  five  Sentences. 

Eva.  It  is  his  five  Senfes :  Fie,  what  the  Ignorance  is ! 

Bard.  And  being  fap,  Sir,  was$  as  they  fay,  cafhier*d ; 
and  fo  Conclufions  paft  the  Car-eires^ 

Slen.  Ay,  you  fpake  in  Latin  then  too;  but 'tis  no  matter; 
111  ne'er  be  drunk  whil'ft  I  live  again,  but  in  honeft,  civil, 
godly  Company  for  this  Trick:  If  I  be  drunk,  Fll  be  drunk 
withthofe  that  have  the  Fear  of  God,  and  not  with  drunken 
Knaves. 

Eva.  So  Got  udg  me,  that  is  a  virtuous  Mind. 

FaL  You  hear  all  thefe  Matters  deny'd,  Gentlemen,  you 
hear  it. 

Enter  Mifirefi  Anne  Page,  with  Wine* 

Page.  Nay,  Daughter,  carry  the  Wine  in ;  we'll  drink 
within* 

Slen.  Oh  Heav'n !  this  is  Miftrefs  jinne  Page. 
Enter  Miftrefs  Ford  and  Miftrefs  Page. 

Page.  How  now  Miftrefs  Ford  ?     ^ 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Fordj  by  my  Truth  you  are  very  well  met;" 
by  your  leave,  good  Miftrefs.  '■' 

Page.    Wife,    bid  thefe  Gentlemen  Welcome :    Come, 
we  Kave  a  hot  Venifon  Pafty  to^Dinner;  Come,  Gentlemen,      . 
I  hope  we  ftiall  drink  down  all  Unkindnefs.  [Ex.  FaU  P^?,e^  ^c    \ 
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Manent  Shallow,  Evans  ami  Slender* 
SUn.  I  had  rather  than  forty  Shillii)gs»  t  had  my  Book 
of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here. 

Enter  Simple. 
How  now>  Simple,  where  have  you  been  ?   I    niufti  wait 
on  my  felf,  muft  I  ?  You  have  not  tke  Book  of  BLiddks  a- 
jK>ut  you,  have  you  \ 

Simp.  Book  of  Riddles  I  Why,  did  you  not  lend  it  to  jUia 
Short-cake  upon  Alhollowmas  laft,  a  Fortnight  afore  Aikk 
elmas. 

Shal.  Come  Coz,  come  Coz ;  we  ftay  for  you :  A  word 
with  you  Coz:  Marry  this,  Coz,  there  is,  as  •cwere,  a  Ten- 
der, a  kind  of  Tender,  made  afar  off  by  S\tH$tgh  here :  Do 
you  underftand  me? 

Slen.  Ay  Sir,  you  (hall  find  me  reafbnable:  If  it  be  fo»I 
fhall  do  that  is  Rcafon.  y 

ShaU  Nay,  but  underftand  me* 

Slen.  So  I  do.  Sir. 

Eva.  Give  ear  to  his  Motions,  Mr*  Slender:  I  will  d^ 
fcription  the  Matter  to  you^  if  you  be  Capacity  of  it. 

Slen^  Nay,  I  will  do  as  my  Coufin  Shallow  fays:  I  pray 
you  pardon  me ;  he's  a  Juftice  of  Peace  in  his  Countryi 
umple  tho'  I  ftand  here. 

Eva.  But  that  is  not  the  Queftion :  The  Queftion  is  con- 
cerning your  Marriage. 

ShaL  Ay,  there's  the  point,  Sir. 

Eva.  Marry  is  it ;  the  very  point  of  it»  to  Mrs*  jinM 
Page. 

SUn.  Why,  if  it  be  fo,  I  will  marry  her  upon  any  rea- 
fbnable  Demands. 

Eva.  But  can  you  affeftion  the  'omani  Let  Us  com- 
mand to  know  that  of  your  Mouth,  or  of  your  Lips :  For 
divers  Philofophers  hold,  that  the  Lips  is  Parcel  of  the 
Mouth:  Therefore  precifeJy,  can  you  marry  your  good 
Will  to  the  Maid? 

Shal.  Coufin  Abraham  Slender^  can  you  love  her? 

SUn.  I  h^pe.  Sir;  I  will  do  as  it  (ball  become  one  that 
would  do  Reafon. 

Eva.  Nay,  Got* s  Lords  and  his  Ladies,  you  muA  i^ak 
poflitable^  if  you  can  carre^her  your  Defires  towards  hen 
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ShdL  That  you  mud : 
Will  you,  upon  good  Dowry,  marry  her  ? 

.52^  I  will  do  i  greater  thing  than  that  upon  your  Kt^ 
qucft,  Coufin,  in  any  Reafon. 

Shal.  Nay,  conceive  me,  conceive  me,  fweet  Coz,  what 
I  do  is  to  pleafure  you,  Coz :  Can  you  love  the  Maid  ? 

Slen.  I  will  marry  her.  Sir,  at  your  Kequeft :  But  ii 
be  no  great  Love  in  the  beginning,  yet  Heav'n  may  de- 
creaft  it  upon  better  Acquftintaince,  when  we  ire  mtrry'd^ 
and  have  more  occafion  to  l^ow  one  another;  I  hope  upoa 
Familiarity  will  grow  more  Content :  But  if  you  fay,  marrjr 
her,  I  will  marry  her,  that  I  am  freely  diflblved,  and  diiTo* 
lutely. 

Evd.  It  is  a  ferry  difcretion  Anfwer;  fave  the  fall  is  ift 
th'Ord  diflblutely:  The  Ortis,  according  to  oar  metniog# 
refolutely;  his  meaning  is  good. 

Shal.  Ay,  I  think  my  Coufin  meant  well. 

JSlen.  Ay  J  or  elfe  I  would  I  might  be  hang',  la. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Anne  Page. 

Shal.  Here  comes  fair  Miftrefs  jinne:  Would  I  were 
Young  for  your  fake,  Miftrefs  .Anm. 

Anne.  The  Dinner  is  on  the  Table ;  my  Father  defirci 
your  Wor (hip's  Company. 

Shal.  I  will  wait  on  him,  fair  Miftrefs  Anne. 

Eva.  Od's  pleiTed  Will,  I  will  not  be  abfence  at  the 
Grace.  \Ex.  Shallow  ani  Bvans* 

Atme.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  Worfhip  to  come  in.  Sir? 

SUn.  No,  I  thank  you  Forfooth  heartily ;  I  am  very  welL 

Anne.  The  Dinner  attends  you.  Sir. 

Slen.  tivP  ^<^^  a*hungry,  I  thank  you  Forfooth :  Go  Sir* 
rah,  for  W^u  are  my  Man,  go  wait  upon  my  Coufio  Skal^ 
low ;  a  Ju(tice  of  Peace  fometime  may  be  beholding  to  his 
Friend  tor  a  Man.  I  keep  but  three  Men  and  a  Boy  yet,  'till 
my  Mother  be  dead;  but  what  though,  yet  I  live  a  poor 
Gentleman  born. 

Anne.  I  may^not  goin  without  your  Worfhip ;  they  will 
not  (it  'till  yoa  come. 

SUn.  rfaich,  FU  eat  nothing  i  I  thaok  you  as  much  m 
though  I  did. 
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Anne.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  walk  in. 

SUn.  I  bad  rather  walk/here>  I  thank  you :  I  bruis*d  my 
Shin  th*  other  Day,  with  playing  at  Sword  and  Digger 
with  a  Mafter  of  Fence,  three  V eneys  for  a  Diih  of  flew'd 
Prunes,  and  by  my  troth  I  cannot  abide  the  fmell  of  hot 
Meat  (ince.  Why  do  your  Dogs  bark  fo?  be  there  Bean 
fth'Town? 

uinne.  I  think  there  are,  Sir,  I  heard  them  talk*d  of* 

Slen.  I  love  the  Sport  well,  but  I  ihall  as  foon  quarrel  at 
it  as  any  Man  in  England,  You  are  afraid  if  you  (ee  the 
Bear  loofe,  are  you  not  \ 

Anne.  Ay  indeed.  Sir. 

Slen.  That's  Meat  and  Drink  to  me  now ;  I  have  feen 
Sdckprfon  loofe  twenty  times,  and  have  taken  him  by  the 
Chain ;  but,  I  warrant  you,  the  Women  have  (b  cry 'd  and 
fhriekt  at  it,  that  it  paft :  But  Women  indeed  cannot  abide 
•em,  they  are  very  ill-fa vour'd  rough  things. 

Enter  Air.  Page* 

Tage.  Come,  gentle  Mr.  Slender^  come;  weftay  for  ydll 

Slen.  I'll  eat  nothing,  I  thank  you, '  Sir. 

Page.  By  Cock  and  Pye  you  fhall  not  chufe,  Sr; 
come,  come. 

Slen.  Nay,  pray  you  lead  the  Way. 

Page.  Come  on.  Sir. 

Slen.  Miftrefs -^«»^,  your  felf  (hall  go  firft. 

Anne.  Not  I,  Sir,  pray  you  keep  on. 

Slen.  Truly  I  will  not  go  firft,  truly-la :  I  Will  not  do 
you  that  wrong. 

Anne.  I  pray  you.  Sir. 

SUn.  I'll  ratner  be  unmannerly  than  troublefon^^  you  do 
your  felf  wrong,  indeed-la.  ^^^Exemu. 

SCENE     II. 

Enijr  Evans  and  Simple. 

Eva.  @o  your  ways,  and  ask  of  Dodor  Cairn  Houfe 
which  is  the  Way ;  and  there  dwells  one  Miftrefs  Qmcklj% 
which  is  in  the  manner  of  his  Nurfe,  or  his  dry  Nu^e^  or 
his  Cook,  or  his  Laundry,  his  Waiher9  and  his  Ringer. 

Simp.  WeU,  Sir. 
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Eva.  Nay,  it  is  pctter  yet;  give  her  this  Letter;  for  it  is  a 
'oman  that  altogethers  Acquaintance  with  Miftrefs  jlnne  fagei 
and  the  Letter  is  to  defire,  and  require  her  to  foUicit  your 
Matter's  Defires  to  Miftrefs -^»w P^^r  .•  I  pray  you  be  gone; 
\  will  make  an  end  of  my  Dinner ;  there's  Pippins  and 
Cheefe  to  come.  \Ex€Hnu 

SCENE     III. 

Efuw  Falftaff,  Hoft,  Bardolph,  Nym,  Piftol  mJL  Robin* 
Fd.  Mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Hoft.  What  fays  my  Bully  Rock^i  fpeak  fchollarly,  and 
wifely. 

F4/.  Truly,  mine  Hofty  I  muft  turn  away  fome  of  my.) 
Followers. 

Hofi.  Difcard,  ^xH^y  Hercules^  cafliier;  let  them  wag; 
trot,  trot.  ;I 

Fd.  I  fit  at  ten  Pounds  a  Week. 

H^jt.  Thou'rt  an  Emperor,   Gr/ir,  Ktifar  and  Phataur. 
I  will  entertain  Bardolph,  he  will  draw,   he  will  tap>   faid  I. 
well.  Bully -Hf^^r? 

Fal.  Do  fo,  good  mine  Hoft. 

Hofi.  I  havefpoke,  let  him  follow;  let  me  fee  thee  frotb* 
and  live:  I  am  at  a  word;  follow.  \Exit  Hoft«i 

Fal.  Bardolph  follow  him,   a  Tapfter  is  a  gdod  Trade  |i 
an  old  Cloak  makes  a  new  Jerkin;  a  wither'd  Serving-man^ 
a  frefli  Tapfter;  go,  adieu. 
Bard.  It  is  a  Life  that  I  have  defir'd :  I  will  thrive.    . 

\Exit  Bard*^ 
Tifi.  O  bafe/&iig4r/4»  Wight,  wilt  thou  the  Spigot  wield. 
Nym.  He  was  gotten  in  Drink;  is  not  theHumour  conceited* 
FaL  I  am  glad  I  am  (b  acquit  of  this  Tinderbox ;   his 
Thefts  were  too  open,    his  Filching  was  like  an  unskilful' 
Singer,  he  kept  not  time. 
Njm.  The  good  Humour  is  to  fteal  at  a  Minute*i5  reft.    - 
Pijt.  Convey,   the  Wife  it  call:  Steal?  foh;  a  ficofor. 
the  Phrafe. 
Fal.  Well,  Sirs^  I  am  almoft  out  at  Heels. 
Pifi.  Why  then  let  Kibes  enfue. 

FaU  There  is  no  remedy:  I  muft  conicatch,  Imuftftiift« 
Pifi.  Young  Ravens  muft  have  Food. 
faL  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  Town  {  -i 
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INfi.  \  ken  the  Wight,  he  is  of  Subftance  good. 

M4L  My  koneft  Lad%  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am  aboutJ 

fi^^  Two  Yards  and  aK>re. 

fifL  No  Quips  now,  Pifiali  Indeed  I  am  in  the  Wafle 
tVQ  Yards  about;  but  I  am  now  about  no  Wafte^  I  am  a« 
bcMK  Thrift.  Briefly,  I  do  mean  to  make  Love  to  Fmr^ 
Wife:  I  fpy  Entertainment  in  her;  (he  difcourfes,  (he 
carves, •  fhe  gives  the  Leer  of  Invitation;  I  can  conflrue 
the  A6ti0ii  of  her  familiar  Stile*  and  the  hardeft  Voice  of 
her  Behaviour^    to  be  englifh'd  right,  is,  /  am  Sir  John 

Pifi.  He  hath  ftudy'd  her  Will,  and  tranflated  her  WiH, 
oa^  of  tiooefty  intb  Englifh. 

Njm.  The  Anchor  is  deep;  will  that  Humour  pafs? 
,  Fak  Now>  the  Report  goes,  fhe  has  all  the  Rule  of  her 
Husband's  Purfe :  He  hath  a  Legend  of  Angtls. 

Pifl.  As  many  Devils  entertain;  and  to  her>   Boy,  fey  I. 

Pfi^.  The  Humour  riies ;  it  is  good ;  humour  me  the 
Angek. 

Fal.  I  have  writ  me  here  a  Letter  to  her;  and  here  a* 
nother  to  Pages  Wife,  who  even  now  gave  me  good  Eyes 
liocv  examined  my  Parts  with  mod  judicious  lUiads;  fiame- 
Wmn  tke  Beam  of  her  view  guided  my  Foot,  fometiiiie& 
ay  portly  Belly. 

li^.  Then  did  the  Sun  on  Dung-hill  fliine* 

Nym.  I  thank  thee  for  that  Humour. 

TaL  O  (he  did  fo  courfe  o'er  my  Exteriors  with  fuch  a 
»i«dy  Intention,  that  the  Appetite  of  her  Eye  did  feem  to 
Korch  me  up  like  a  Burning-glafs  t  Here's  another  Letter 
to  hftr;  file  bears  the  Purfe  too;  fhe  is  a  Region  in  GmiMO^ 
all  GqU  and  Bounty.  I  will  be  Cheaters  to  them  both».  and 
tjMf^  ihall  be  Exchetjtters  to  me;  they  fliall  be  my  Eojflf 
and  Weft-Indies,  and  I  will  trade  to  them  both*  Go^  btat 
thou  this  Letter  to  Miftre(s  Pagei  and  thou  this  toi  Mi* 
flctfs  F^rd  r  We  will  thrive.  Lads,  we  will  thrive* 

Pift.  Shall  I  Sir  Pandarus  of  Troj  become ; 
And  by  my  Side  wear  Steel  ?  Then  Lucifer  take  all 

Njm.  I  will  run  no  baft  Huaiouj-:  Here  take  fhe  Hu« 
iaottr<*Letteit,  I  will  keep  the  Haviotit  of  Reptuaaion.. 

Fal.  Hold,  Sirrah>  bear  you  thefe  Letters  rigbtty. 

Sail  like  my  FieMace  to  tlMfc  golden  Shores. 

Rogues 
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Rogaes*  hence,  avaunt,  vaniOi  like  Hail-fione^;  go^ 
Trudge,  plod  away  o'th'  hoof,  feek  fhelcer,  pack; 
Falfiaff  will  learn  the  Honour  of  the  Age, 
French  Thrift,  you  Rogues,  my  felf,  and  skifted  Vdff. 

\Exiu  Falftaff  ^nd  Boy: 

fifi.  Let  Vultures  gripe  thy  Guts  \  for  Go^rd,  aod  Ftil* 
Urn  holds  ;  and  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  4nd  poor* 
Tefter  Til  have  in  Pouch  wh«ft  thou  (halt  lack, 
Bafe  Phrygian  Tmk,. 

Njm.  I  have  Operations, 
Which  be  Humours  of  Reveifge* 

Fifi.  Wilt  th6u  revenge  ? 

Njnt.  By  Welkin  and  her  Star. 

Tift.  With  Wit,  or  Steel? 

Njn$.  With  both  the  Humoufs,  I: 
I  will  difcufs  the  Humour  of  this  Love  to  Fwd. 

Pifi.  And  I  to  Page  (hall  eke  Unfold 
How  Falftaf,  Varlet  vite^ 
His  Dove  will  prove,  his  Gold  will  hold. 
And  his  foft  Couch  defile. 

Njm.  My  Humour  Ihall  ffoi  cool ;  I  will  incenfe  Ford  to 
deal  with  Poifon,  I  will  pofleft  him  Wkh  YeUcrwqeii^  for 
the  R.eV€4t  of  mkie  i^  dangerous:  That  if  vcsf  tfn%  Hu- 
iMur. 

Pifl.  thmx  lit  thtt  Aian  at  Mdh^comtcmi^i  t  ttdmd 
thee;,  ti;^  oA.  [E^mk 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Mifirefs  Quickly,  Siifipfe  and  John  RtUgby.^. 

QmcVf^MtJi^  Ra^f !  t  praf  thee  go  to-  tkt  Cafemem^ 
and  fee  if  you  ca(n  fee  ttiy  Mafter»  Ma(l«r  Do^f  Gmns^ 
coming;  if  he  dou  I'faith,  anil  fiiftl  any  body  io  the  Houfe, 
here  will  bean  ollabuiitigof  Ood's  Patience,  and  the  Kiiig*< 

Englijb. 

Rt^.  rilg<»wiitch.  [E^titKv^yl 

Qnic.  Go,  and  we'll  have  a  Poffet  for't  fooo  at  Ni^» 
in  Faith,  at  the  latter  fend  of  a  Sea-coal  Fire:  An  hotteft» 
willing,  kind  Fellow,  a^  ever  Sepvant  Aali  come  in  Hdufe 
withal^  and  I  warrant  you  no  TeH*tal^.  nor  no  Breed>batef 
his  worft  Fault  is  that  he  is  given  to  Pray  V^  he  is  Com^« 

K  4  ^VK^, 
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thing  peevifli  that  way ;  but  no  body  but  has  his  Fault ; 
but  Itt  that  pafs.     Peter  Simple  you  fay  your  Name  is^ 

Simf.  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better. 

Qmc.  And  Matter  Slenders  your  Matter  ? 

Simp.  Ay,  Forfoothf 

Qnic.  Does  he  not  wear  a  great  round  Beard,  like  a  Glo- 
ver's Piairin^knife  ? 

Simp.  No,  Forfooth ;  he  hath  but  a  little  Wee-face>  with 
a  little  yellow  Beard,   a  Cain-colour*d  Beard. 

Qnic^  A  foftly-fpirited  Man,  is  he  not? 

Simp.  Ay,  Forfooth ;  but  he  is  as  tall  a  Man  of  his  Hands, 
as  any  is  between  this  and  his  Head ;  he  hath  fought  with 
a  Warrener, 

Onic.  How  fay  you?  Oh,  I  ftiould  remember  him;  does 
he  not  hold  up  his  Head,  as  it  were?  And  ttrul  in  his 
Gate? 

Simp.  Yes  indeed  does  he. 

Quic.  Well,  Heav*n  fend  jinne  Tage  no  worfc  Fortune. 
TellMafter  Parfon  Evans,  I  will  do  what  I  can  for  your 
'Matter :  jinne  is  a  good  Girl,  and  I  wifti  ^-*— 

Enter  Rugby. 

Rug.  Out,  alas !  here  comes  my  Matter, 

Quic.  We  ftiall  all  be  ftient;  run  in  here,  good  young 
Man;  go  into  this  Clofet;  \^jhms  Simple  in  the  Clo/et.']  He 
wilf  not  ttay  long.  What,  John  Rugh  !john  !  What  John  ! 
I  fty;  go  John,  go  enquire  for  my  Matter,  I  doubt  he  be 
not  well,  that  he  comes  not  home;  and  dawn,  down^  a* 
d^wn%  &c. 

Enter  DoSlor  Caius. 

Caius.  Vat  is  you  fing?  I  do  not  like  desToys;  pray 
you  go  and  vetch  me  in  my  Clofet>  un  boitier  vjerd ;  a  60X9  a 
green-a  Box;  do  intend  vat  I  fpeak?  a  green-a  Box. 

Quic.  Ay  Forfooth,  I'll  fetch  it  you. 
1 4m  glad  he  went  not  in  himfelf ;  it  he  had  found  the  young 
Man,  he  would  have  been  horn-mad. 

Caius.  Fejfeyfe,  fe^  mafoi^  II  fait  fort  eh4udy  je  m^en  va  s 
la  &/*r— — la  grande  j4ffaire.^ 

Ouic.  Is  it  this  Sir? 

Caifss.  Ohj/j  mette  le  an  mon  Pocket,  Depcch  Quickly  f 
yere  is  dat  Knave  Rfigly  f 
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Qnic.  What,  John  Rugby  /  John  / 
Rug.  HereSir^ 

Caius.  You  are  John  Rughj^  and  you  are  Jac\,  Rughj\ 
come,  take-a  your  Rapier,    and  come  after  my  Heel  to  the 

Court. 

Rug,  'Tis  ready.  Sir,  here  in  the  Porch. 

Caius.  By  my  Trot  I  tarry  too  long:  Od's  me:  Que  4y 
j^  ouhlii :  Dere  is  fome  Simples  in  my  Clofet,  dat  I  will  noc 
for  the  Varld  I  ihall  leave  behind. 

Qmc.  Ay-me,  he'll  find  the  young  Man  there,  and  be 
mad. 

Caius.  O  DiatUf  Viable  i  vat  is  in  my  Clofet? 
ViUanie,  Larron.  Rugbj^tnyKz^i^t. 

Ouic.  Good  Matter  be  content. 

Caius.  Wherefore  fliould  I  be  content^a? 

Quic.  The  young  Man  is  an  honefl  Man. 

Caius  J  What  (hall  de  honeft  Man  do  in  my  Clofet;  dere 
is  no  honeft  Man  dat  ihall  come  in  my  Clofet. 

Quic.  I  befeech  you  be  not  fo  flegmatick;  hear  the  truth 
of  it.     He  came  of  an  En-and  to  me  from  Parfon  Hugh. 

Caius.  VelK 

Simp.  Ay  Forfooth,  to  defire  her  to      .   ■■ 

Quic.  Peace,  I  pray  you^ 

Caius.  Peace-a  your  Tongue,  fpcak-a  your  Tale. 

Simp.  To  defire  this  honeft  Gentlewoman,  your  Maii^' 
to  fpeak  a  good  Word  to  Miftrefs  jinne  Page  for  my  Mafter 
in  the  way  of  Marriage. 

Quic.  This  is  all  indeed-Ia ;  but  I'll  ne*er  put  my  Finger 
in  tiie  Fire,  and  need  not. 

Caius.  Sir  Hugh  fend-a-you  ?  Rugby »  ballow  me  fome  Pa.- 
per;  tarry  you  a  little-a-while, 

Quic.  I  amgkdhe  isfo  quiet;  if  he  had  been  through-? 
ly  moved,  you  Ihould  have  heard  him  fb  loud,  and  fo  me- 
lancholy :  But  notwithftanding,  Man,  Pll  do  for  your  M*- 
fter  what  good  I  can ;  and  the  very  yea,  and  the  no  is,  the 
French  Dodor  my  Mafter,  I  may  call  him  my  Mafter,  look 
you,  for  I  |ceep  his  Hou(e»  and  I  wafh,  ring,  brew,  bake, 
fcour,  drefs  Meat  and  Drink,  make  the  Beds,  and  do  all 
my  felf. 

Simp.  'Tis  a  great  Charge  to  come  under  one  body's 
Handp 


Qfiic.  Are  you  a-vis*d  o'that  ?  you  (hall  find  it  a  great 
Charge ;  and  to  be  up  early,  and  down  late.  But  notwith- 
ftandingy  to  tell  you  in  your  £ar,  I  would  have  no  words 
of  it,  my  Mafter  himfelf  is  in  Love  with  Miftreis  ^nxt 
Page;  but  notwithftanding  that,  I  know  jinn^s  Mind>  that's 
neither  here  nor  there. 

Caius.  You,  Jack'Napc;  give'a  this  Letter  to  Sir  Ifufh^ 
by  gar  it  is  a  Shallenge :  I  will  cut  his  Troat  in  de  Parkci 
and  I  will  teach  a  fcurvy  Jack-a-nape  Prieft  to  meddle  or 
make.— You  may  be  gone,  it  is  not  good  you  tarry  here; 
by  gar  I  will  cut  all  his  two  Stones,  by  gar,  he  fhall  not 
have  a  Stone  to  trow  at  his  Dog.  [Exit  Simple. 

j^/V.  Alas,  he  fpeaks  but  for  his  Friend. 

Caius.  It  is  no  matter'a  ver  dat ;  do  not  you  tell-a-me 
dat  I  (hall  have  j4me  Page  for  my  felf  ?  by  gar,  I  vill  kill 
de  Jack  Prieft;  and  I  have  appointed  mine  Hoft  of  dejar^ 
tere  to  meafure  our  Weapon :  By  gar  I  will  my  felf  have 
jhme  Page. 

Qmc.  Sir,  the  Maid  loves  you,  and  all  fliall  be  well:  We 
nuft  give  Folks  leave  to  prate;  what  the  gpod-'jer. 

Cairn.  Rngbjj  come  to  the  Court  with  me;   by  gar>  if  I 

have  not  Anne.  Page^   I  fliall  turn  your  Head  out  of  my 

-Door;  follow  my  Heels,  Rnghj.       [£;i;. Caius 4iw/ Rugby . 

Quic.  You  fliall  \nwt  Anne  Fools-head  of  your  own.  No, 
I  know  Anne^s  Mind  for  that;  that  mcver  a  Woman  in  Wind' 
ySrr  knows  moreof  ./jvif^'s  Mind  than  1  do,  nor  can  do  more 
than  I  do  with  her,  I  thank  Heav'n^ 

Itnt.  Iwhhin']  WhoV  within  there,  hoa? 

Ouic.  Who's  there,  I  trow  ?  Come  near  the  Houfe,  I  pray 
you. 

Enter  Mr.  Fcnton. 

Fent.  How  now,  good  Woman,  how  doft  thou? 
,   i2^c.  The  better  that  it  pleafes  your  good  Wbrfliip  to 

lent.  What  News?  how  doesprctty  Mrftrefi -^/ir  ? 

Qmc.  In  truth  Sir,  and  flie  is  pretty,  and  hooeft^  and 
gentle,  and  one  that  is  your  Friend,  I  can  tdl  you  that  by 
the  Way,  I  praife  Heav*n  for  ir. 

Pent.  Shall  I  do  any  good,  think'ft  thou?  fliall  I  not  loft 
floy  Suit  ? 
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Qjnc.  Trotby  Sir,  all  is  iD  his  Haods  above  i  but  noe« 
withihnding,  Mafter  Fenton^  I'll  be  fworn  on  a  Book  ibe 
loves  you:  Havenoc  yourWorfiiipa  Wart  above  your  £yet 

Fent.  Yes,  marry  nave  I ;  what  of  that} 

QhIc.  Well>  thereby  hangs  a  Tale;  good  Faith,  itisfucfa 
another  JVi^n ;  but,  I  deteft>  an  honeft  Maid  as  ever  broke 
Bread;  we  had  an  Hours  talk  of  that  Wart:  I  fliall  never 
laugh  but  in  that  Maid's  Company ;  but,  indeed,  (he  is  gw 
ven  too  much  to  AllichoUy  and  Mufing,  but  for  you- 
Well go  to.— - 

Pent.  Well,  I  fliall  fee  her  to  Day;  hold,  there's  Mony 
for  thee :  Let  me  have  thy  Voice  in  my  behalf;  if  thou  feett 
her  before  me,  commend  me. 

Quic.  Will  I?  Ay  faith  that  we  will:  And  I  will  tell  your 
Worlhip  more  of  the  Wart,  the  next  time  we  have  confi« 
dence,  and  of  other  Wooers. 

Fent.  Well,  farewel,  I  am  in  great  bafte  now.         [Exit. 

Otiic.  Farewel  to  your  Worftiip.  Truly  an  honeft  Gentle- 
man, but  ^;v;i^  loves  him  not;  for  I  know  Anne's  Mind  as 
well  as  another  does.  Out  upon't,  what  have  I  forgot  ?  [Exit. 


A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Aiifirefs  Page  with  a  Letter. 

Mrs.?4gtf.\  T  7  HAT,  have  I  'fcap'd  Love-Letters  in  the 
VV    Holy-day-time  of  my  Beauty,  and  am  I 
now  a  SubjeA  for  them?  let  me  fee: 

jiskjne  no  Reafon  why  I  love  you;  for  tho^  Love  nfe  Rei^ 
fin  for  his  Precifian,  he  admits  him  not  for  his  Connfellor  :  Tbt$ 
are  not  yo$Mgy  no  more  am  I;  go  to  then,  there* s  Sympathy  2 
Tou  are  morry^  fi  ami;,  ha  I  ha  I  then  there's  more  Sympathy  f 
Toti^  loviSacI^  andfo  elo  I*y  would  you  defire  better  Sjmpathyi 
Let  it  fu^e  thee,  Mifirefs  Page^  at  the  leafi^  if  the  Loie  of  4 
Soldier  com  fuffice^  that  I  love  thee.  I  will  not  fitj^  Pity  me^ 
^tis  not  a  Soldier- liki  Phrafe ;  but  Ifaj^  Love  me  : 

By  mo^,  thino  own  true  Knight^  by  Day  or  Nighty 

O^  anj  kind  of  U^t^  with  all  his  Mighty 

Fomtme  to  fight.  John  Falftaff. 
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What  a  Herod  of  Jury  is  this?  O  wicked,  wicked  Worid! 
One  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces  with  Age, 
To  fliow  himfelf  a  young  Gallant?  What  unwayed 
Behaviour  hath  this  FUmip  Drunkard  pickr> 
I'  th*  Devil's  Name,   out  of  my  Converfation,  that  he  dares 
in  this  manner  afTay  roe?  Why,  he  hath  not  been  thrice  in  my 
Company:  What  fliould  I  fay  to  him?  I  was  then  frugal  of 
my  Mirth,  Heav'n  forgive  me :  Why,  I'll  exhibit  a  Bill  in 
the  Parliament  for  the  putting  down  of  Men ;  how  {hall  I 
be  reveng'd  on  him  ?  for  reveng'd  I  will  be,  as  fure  as  his 
Guts  are  made  of  Puddings. 

Enter  Mrs.  Ford. 

yixs.Ford.  MiftrefsP^^^,  truft  me,  I  was  going  to  your 
Houfe. 

lAxs.Page.  And  truft  me,   I  was  coming  to  you;   you 
look  very  ill. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  that;  I  have  to  Ihew 
to  the  contrary. 

Mrs.  Page.  'Faith  you  do,  in  my  Mind. 

Mrs^Ford.  Well,  I  do  then;  yet  I  fay,  I  could  (hew  you 
to  the  contrary:  O  MiftrefsP^g^,  give  me  fomeO^unfeJ* 

Mrs.  Page.  What's  the  matter.  Woman  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  O  Woman  I  if  it  were  not  for  one  trifling  Re- 
Ipeft,  I  could  come  to  fuch  Honour. 

Mrs.  Pa^e.  Hang  the  Trifle,  Woman,  take  the  Honour ; 
what  is  it?  difpenfe  with  Trifles;  what  is  it  ? 

Mrs,  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  Hell  for  an  eternal  Mo- 
ment, or  fo,   I  could  be  knighted. 

Mrs.  Page.  What,  thou  lieft!  Sir  jilice  Ford !  thefe  Knights 
will  hack,  and  fo  thou  (houldft  not  alter  the  Article  of  thy 
Gentry. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We  burn  Day-light,  here;  read,  read,  per- 
ceive how  I  might  be  knighted:  I  (hall  think  the  worfe  of 
fat  Men  as  long  as  I  have  an  Eye  to  make  difference  of 
Men*s  liking;  and  yet  he  would  not  fwear,  praife  Wo- 
inen*s  Modefty,  and  gave  fuch  orderly  and  well-behaved  Re- 
proof to  all  Uncomelinefs,  that  I*  would  haye  fworn  hisDi- 
fpofition  would  have  gone  to  the  Truth  of  his  Words} 
but  they  do  no  more  adhere,  and  keep  Place  together,  than 
the  hundredth  Pfalna  to  the  Tune  of  Green  Sleeves.    What 

Temptft, 


/  ■ 
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Tempefty  I  trow,  threw  this  Whale>  with  fo  many  Tun 
of  Oil  in  his  Belly,  a'fliore  at  Windfori  How  fliall  I  be  re- 
venged on  him?  I  think  the  beft  way  w^re  to  entertain 
him  with  Hope,  *till  the  wicked  Fire  of  Luft  have  melted 
him  in  his  own  Greafe.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 

Mrs,  Page.  Letter  for  Letter,  but  that  the  Name  of  Pagt 
and  Ford  differs.  To  thy  great  Comfort  in  this  myftery  of 
ill  Opinions,  here's  the  Twin-brother  of  thy  Letter;  but 
let  thine  inherit  firft,  for  I  proteft  mine  never  (hall.  I  war* 
rant  he  hath  a  thoufand  of  thefe  Letters,  writ  with  blank* 
fpace  for  different  Names,  nay  matt ;  and  thefe  are  of  tht 
fecond  Edition :  He  will  print  them  out  of  doubt,  for  be 
cares  not  what  he  puts  into  the  Prefs,  when  he  would  put 
us  two.  I  had  rather  be  a  Giantefs,  and  lye  under  Moum-^ 
Pelion.  Well,  I  will  find  you  twenty  lafcivious  Turtles,  e'er 
one  chafte  Man. 

Mrs^Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  very  fame,  the  very  Hand, 
the  very  Words;  what  doth  he  think  of  us? 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  I  know  not ;  it  makes  me  almoft  rea* 
dy  to  wrangle  with  mine  own  Honefty.  FU  enteltaia 
my  felf  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted  withal;  for 
fure,  unlefs  he  knew  feme  Strain  in  me,  that  I  know 
not  my  felf,  he  would  never  have  boarded  me  in  this 
Fury- 
Mrs.  Ford.  Boarding,  call  it  you  ?  I'll  be  fure  to  keep 
him  above  Deck. 

Mrs.  Page.  So  will  I;  if  he  comeunder  my  Hatche^^  I'll 
never  to  Sea  again.  Let's  be  reveng'd  on  him,.  let*s  appoint 
him  a  Meeting,  give  him  a  ihow  of  Comfort  in  his  Suit,  and 
lead  him  on  with  a  fine  baited  Delay,  'till  he  hath  pawn'd 
his  Horfes  to  mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  confent  to  ad  any  Villany.  againft 
him  that  may  not  fully  the  Charinefs  of  our  Honefty:  Oh 
that  my  Husband  faw  this  Letter,  it  would  give  eternal 
Food  to  his  Jealoufie. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  look  where  he  comes,  and  my  good 
Man  too ;  he's  as  far  from  Jealoufie  as  I  am  from  gi- 
ving him  Caufe,  and  that,  I  hope,  is  an  unmeafurable  Di- 
ftance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  Woman. 

Mrs.Pi^ge. 
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Mrs.  Pa^e.  Let*s  confult  together  againft  this  gmfie 
Knight.   Come  hither, 

Emer  Ford  with  Piftol,  Page  wth  Vlym. 

For  J.  Well,  I  hope  it  be  not  fo. 

Pijl.  Hope  is  a  Curtal-dog  in  fome  AfFairs. 
Sir  John  affefts  your  Wife. 

Ford.  Why,  Sir,  my  Wife  is  not  young. 

Pfftl  He  woos  both  high  and  low,  both  rich  and  poon 
both  young  and  old,  and  one  with  another*  Ford;  he  loves 
ihy  Gally-mawfry,  Fordy  perpend. 

Ford.  Love  my  Wife? 

Pifi.  With  Liver  burning  hot :  Prevent, 
Or  go  thou,  like  Sir  ^Sieoft,  with 
Ring-wood  at  thy  Heels :  O,  odious  is  the  Name. 

Ford.  What  Name,  Sir? 

Pifi.  The  Horn,  I  fay :  FareweL 
Take  heed,  have  open  Eye;  for  Thieves  do*foot  by  Night. 
Take  heed  e'er  Summer  comesj  or  Cuckoo-birds  do  fing. 
Away,  Sir  Corporal  Nj/m. 
Believe  it,  Paj^e^  he  fpeaks  Senfe.  lExit  PiftoL 

Ford.  I  will  be  patient;  I  will  find  out  this. 

Njfm.  And  this  is  true :  I  like  not  the  Humour  of  lying; 
he  hath  wrong'd  me  in  fome  Humours:  I  (hould  have  bom 
the  humour'd  Letter  to  her;  but  I  have  a  Sword,  and  it 
Ihall  bite  upon  my  Neceffity.  He  loves  your  W-ife;  there's 
the  fliort  and  the  long.  My  Name  is  Corporal  AJfw  ;  I  fpeak 
it,  and  I  avouch  *ris  true,  my  Name  is  Njm,  and  Fulftaff 
loves  your  Wife.  Adieu;  I  love  not  the  Humour  of  Breiid 
tnd  Cheefe :  Adieu.  [Exit  Nyn* 

Page.  The  Humour  of  it,  quoth  'a?  here's  a  FeUow 
frights  Englijh  out  of  his  Wits. 

Ford.  I  will  feek  out  Falftaff. 

Page.  I  never  heard  fuch  a  drawling,  affefting  Rogoe. 

Ford.  If  I  do  find  it:  Well. 

Page.  I  will  nor  believe  fuch  a  Cataian^  tho*  the  Prieft 
9*  th'  Town  commended  him  for  a  true  Man. 

Ford.  'Twas  a  good  fenfible  Fellow :  WelL 

Page.  How  now,  Afegf 

Mrs.  Page.  Whither  go  you,  George?  hark  you. 

Mrf.  Ford.  How  now^^  Iwcct  Fra»kj^  why  art  thoa  mc- 
bncholly  2 

F^rel. 
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Fird.  I  melancholy  I  I  am  not  melancholy. 
Get  you  home,  go. 

Mk.  Fmrd.  Faith  thou  haft  fome  Crotchets  in  thy  Head. 
Now  will  you  go,  Miftrefs  Page  ? 

Mxs.Page.  Have  with  you.  Ybull  come  to  Dinner,  Ow^rf 
Look  who  comes  yonder;  (he  ihall  be  our  MeOengcr  to 
this  paultry  Knight. 

Enter  Aiifirefs  Quickly. 

lAts.Ford.  Truft  me,  I  thought  on  her;  fliell  fit  it. 

yixs.Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  Daughter  Anne? 

Quicks  AyiForfooth;  and  I  pray  how  does  good  Miftreft 
jinne  ? 

Mrs. Pdge.  Go  in  with  us  and  fee;  we  have  an  Houi's 
Talk  with  you.  [Ex.  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Quicw 

Page.  How  now,  Mafter  Ford  / 

Ford.  You  heard  what  this  Knave  told  me,  did  you  not? 

Page.  Yes;  and  you  heard  what  the  other  told  me{ 

Ford.  Do  you  think  there  is  Truth  in  them  J 

Page.  Hang  'em.  Slaves,  I  do  not  think  the  Knight  would 
offer  it;  but  thefe  that  accufe  him  in  his  Intent  towards  our 
Wives  are  a  Yoke  of  his  difcarded  Men^  very  Rogues  now 
they  be  out  of  Service. 

Ford.  Were  they  his  Men  ? 

Page.  Marry  were  they. 

Ford.  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that. 
Does  he  lye  at  the  Garter  ? 

Page.  Ay  marry  does  he.  If  he  fhould  intend  this  Voy- 
age toward  my  Wife,  I  would  turn  her  loofe  to  him ;  aoci 
what  he  gets  more  of  her  than  (harp  Words>  let  it  lye  00 
my  Head. 

Ford.  I  do  not  mifdoubt  my  Wife,  but  I  would  be  loath 
to  turn  them  together;  a  Man  may  be  top  confident;  I 
would  have  nothing  lye  on  my  Heaa ;  I  cannot  be  thus  f** 
tisfy'd. 

Page.  Look  where  my  ranting  Hoft  of  the  Garter  comes; 
there  is  either  Liquor  in  his  Pate,  or  Mony  in  his  Purfe» 
when  he  looks  fo  merrily.    How  now,  mine  Hoft  i 

Enter  Hoft  and  Shallow. 

ffofi.  How  now,  Bully  RockJ  Thou'rt  a  Gentleman,  Ca- 
yalerio-Jaftice,  I  &y. 

Shat^  I  foUoWy  inipe  Hoft,  I  follow*    Good  Even^  and 
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twenty,  good  Mafter  Page.  Matter  Page,  will  you  go  with 
us?  we  have  Sport  in  hand, 

Hofi.  Tell  him,  Cavaliero-Juftice;  tell  him.  Bully  ^^i^ 

ShaL  Sir,  there  is  a  Fray  to  be  fought  between  Sir  Hugh^ 
the  Welflj  Prieft,  and  Caius^  the  French  Dodor. 

Ford.  Good  mine  Hoft  o'th*  Garter,  a  Word  with  jqvu 

Hofi.  What  fay'ft  thou.  Bully  Rocl^f 

Shal.  Will  you  go  with  us  to  behold  it?  My  merry  Hoft 
hath  had  the  meauiring  of  their  Weapons,  and,  I  thinjc^ 
hath  appointed  them  contrary  Places;  for,  believe  mc,  I 
hear  the  Parfon  is  no  Jefter.  Hark,  I  will  tell  you  what 
our  Sport  ftiall  be. 

Hofi.  Haft  thou  no  Suit  againft  my  Knight>  my  Gueft- 
Cavalier? 

Ford.  None,  I  proteft ;  but  Til  give  you  a  Pottle  of  burnt 
Sack  to  give  me  Recourfe  to  him,  and  tell  him  my  Name  is 
Broom;  only  for  a  Jeft. 

Hofi.  My  Hand,  Bully;  thou  (halt  have  Egrefs  and  Re- 
grefs ;  faid  I  well  ?  and  thy  Name  fliall  be  Broom.  It  is  a 
merry  Knight,     Will  you  go  an-heirs  ? 

Shal.  Have  with  you,  mine  Hoft, 

Page.  I  have  heard  the  Frenchman  hath  good  Skill  in  his 
Rapierb 

Shal.  Tut,  Sir,  I  could  have  told  you  more ;  in  thcfe 
times  you  ftand  on  Diftance,  your  Paffes,  Stoccado's,  and 
I  know  not  what:  'Tis  the  Heart,  Mafter  Page\  'tis  here* 
*tis  here.  I  have  feen  the  time,  with  my  long  Sword>  I 
would  have  made  you  four  tall  Fellows  skip  like  Rats* 

Hofi.  Here  Boys,  here:  Shall  we  wag? 

Page.  Have  with  you ;  I  had  rather  hear  them  fcold  than 
fight,  \ExeHnt  Hoft,  Shallow  and  Page. 

Ford.  Tho*  Page  be  a  fecure  Fool,  and  ftand  fo  firmly  on 
his  Wife's  Frailty,  yet  I  cannot  put  off  my  Opinion  fo  eafi- 
ly.  She  was  in  his  Company  at  Pagers  Houfe,  and  what  they 
ma^e  there  I  know  not.  Well,  I  will  look  further  into't; 
and  r  have  a  Difguife  to  found  Falfiaff:  If  I  find  her  ho- 
neft,  I  lofe  not  my  Labour;  if  (he  be  otherwife,  'tis  Labour 
well  beftow'd.  \Exit. 
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SCENE     II. 

Enter  FalftaflF  anJ  Piftol. 

J4A  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  Penny, 

Pifi.  Why  then  the  World's  mine  Oyfter,  which  I  with 
Sword  will  open. 

Fal.  Not  a  Penny.  I  have  been  contents  Sir»  you  (hould 
lay  my  Countenance  to  Pawn ;  I  have  grated  upon  my  good 
Friends  for  three  Reprieves  for  you»  and  your  Coacn^fel- 
low,  Nim ;  or  elfe  you  had  look  d  through  the  Grate>  like 
a  Geminy  of  Baboons.  I  am  damn'd  in  Hell  for  fwearing 
to  Gentlemen*  my  Friends*  you  were  good  Soldiers,  ana 
tall  Fellows.  And  when  Miurefs  Brigef  loft  the  Handle  of 
her  Fan,  I  took*t  upon  mine  Honour  thou  hadft  it  not, 

Pifi.  Didft  thou  not  ihare  ?  Hadft  thou  not  fifteen 
Pence  ? 

Fal.  Reafon,  you  Rogue,  Reafon:  Think'ft  thou  I'll 
endanger  my  Soul  gratis  i"  Ac  a  Word ;  hang  no  more  about 
me,  I  am  no  Gibbet  for  you :  Go,  a  ihort  Knife,  and  a 
Throng,  to  your  Manor  of  Pickt-hatcht ;  go,  you'll  not  bear 
a  Letter  for  me,  you  Rogue;  you  ftand  upon  your  Ho- 
nour. Why,  thou  unconfinable  Bafenefs,  it  is  as  much  as 
I  can  do  to  keep  the  Term  of  my  Honour  precife.  I,  I, 
I  my  felf  fometimes,  leaving  the  Fear  of  Heaven  on  the  left 
Hand,  and  hiding  mine  Honour  in  my  Neceifity,  am  fain 
to  fhuffle,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch;  a/id  yet,  you  Rogue 
will  enfconfe  your  Rags,  your  Cat-a-Mountain  Looks,  your 
Red-Lattice  Phrafes,  and  your  bold-beating  Oaths,  under 
the  Shelter  of  your  Honour  I  You  will  not  do  it,  you! 

Pift.  I  do  relent ;  what  would  thou  more  of  Man  $         « 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Sir,  here's  a  Woman  would  fpeak  with  you* 

FaU  Let  her  approach.  j 

Enter  Mifirefs  Quickly, 

Quic.  Give  your  Worfliip  Good-morrow* 

FaU  Good-morrow,  good  Wife. 

Qnic.  Not  (oj  and't  pleafe  your  Worfliip. 

FaL  Good  Maid  then. 

Qtfic.  ril  be  fwom. 
As  my  Mother  was  the  firft  Hour  I  was  born. 

Vol.  I.  ^  L  1EA. 


FaL  I  do  believe  the  Swearer:  What  with  me? 

Qnic.  Shall  I  vouchfafe  your  Worfliip  a  Word  or  two? 

FaU  Two  thouTand,  fair  Woman,  and  I'll  vouchfafe  t&ee 
the  hearing. 

jQHic*  There  is  one  Miftrefs  Fwrd,  Sir:  I  pfay  come  a 
little  nearer  this  ways:  I  my  felf  dwell  with  Mn  Dodor 
Cains. 

FaL  Well,  on :  Miftrefs  Ford^  you  fay. 

Qific.  Your  Worship  fays  very  true:  I  pray  your  Wo^ 
fliip  come  a  little  nearer  this  ways. 

Fal.  I  warrant  thee  no  body  hears;  mine  own  Peoplci 
mine  own  People. 

Qmc.  Are  they  fo?  Heaven  blefs  them,  and  make  them 
his  Servants. 

Fal.  Well:  Miftrefs /^<?r^,  what  of  her? 

Qnic.  Why,  Sir,  flic's  a  good  Creature.  Lord,  Lord, 
your  Worfhip's  a  Wanton ;  well,  Heav'n  forgive  you,  and 
all  of  us,  I  pray 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Fordy  come,  Miftrefs  Ford. 

Qnic.  Marry,  this  is  the  (hort  and  the  long  of  it;  yon 
have  brought  her  into  fuch  a  Canaries  as  *tis  wondeitiil: 
The  beft  Courtier  of  them  all,  when  the  Court  lay  at  WW- 
fifj  could  never  have  brought  her  to  fuch  a  Canary*  Yet 
there  has  been  Knights,  and  Lords,  and  Gentlemen,  with 
their  Coaches;  I  warrant  you  Coach  after  Coach,  Letter 
after  Letter,  Gift  after  Gift,  fkielling  fo  fweetly;  all  Musk 
and  fo  ruftiling,  I  warrant  you,  in  Silk  and  Gold,  and  in 
fuch  alligant  Terms,  and  in  fuch  Wine  and  Sugar  of  the  bcft, 
and  the  faireft,  that  would  have  won  any  Woman's  Heart; 
and  I  warrant  you  they  could  never  get  an  Eye-wink  of  her. 
I  had  my  fdf  twenty  Angels  given  me  this  Morning;  hot  I 
defie  all  Angels,  in  any  fuch  fott  as  they  fay,  but  in  the 
way  of  Honefty ;  and  I  warrant  yoa  they  could  never  get 
her  fo  much  as  (ip  on  a  Cup  with  the  proudeft  of  tfaean  affl; 
and  yet  there  has  been  Eans,  my,  which  is  more^  Penfio- 
ners,  but  I  warrant  you  afl  is  one  with  her. 

FaL  But  what  fays  ftie  to  Ine?  Be  brief,  my  S<K>d  fire- 
AtercHrj. 

Q^ic.  Marry,  flie  hath  received  your  Letter,,  fcriihc 
which  ftie  thanks  you  a  thoufand  times;  and  fhe  g|Sv«i^^|Ma, 
to  notifie,  that  her  Husband  will  he  aUfence  froftliili  Hm^' 
between  ten  and  eleven.  jIM* 
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Fal.  Ten  and  eleven, 

Ottic.  Ay,  Forfooth;  and  then  you  may  come  and  fee  t^ 
Pifture,  (he  fays,  that  you  wot  of:  Maftier  F^rd,  her  Huf- 
band>  will  be  from  home.  Alas  I  the  fweet  Woman  lcz49 
an  ill  Life  with  him,  he^s  a  very  jealoufie-Ms^j  ihc  leadf 
a  very  franjpold  Life  with  him,  good  Heart. 

FdL  Ten  and  eleven : 
Wpnian,  ^pmmend  me  to  Jicr,  I  will  nqt  fajl  hei* 

^/V.  Why,  you  fay  well:  But  I  have  another  Mcffcnect 
to  your  Worlhip;  Miflxefs  Page  has  kef  hearty  Commep? 
djitions  to  you  too ;  and  let  me  tell  you  in  your  Ear^  flie^f 
as  fartuous  a  civil  modeft  Wife,  and  one  (I  tell  you)  that 
will  not  mifs  you  Morning  jjnd  Evening  Prayer*  as  a^  is  in 
Wind/or^  who-e'er  be  the  other ;  and  fhe  bad  me  tell  youf 
Worfhip  tlvt  her  Husband  is  feldom  from  home,  but  fhf 
hopes  there  will  come  a  time.  I  never  knew  a  Womap  fo 
doat  upon  a  Man;  furely  I  think  you  have  Charms,  la;  yes 
in  Truth. 

FaL  Not  I,  I  affure  thee;  fetting  the  Attrgftion  of  mjr^ 
good  Parts  afide,  I  have  no  other  Charms. 

QHk.  Blefling  on  your  Heart  for't. 

FaL  But  I  pray  tnee  tell  me  this ;  has  For/Ts  Wife  and 
Pagis  Wjfe  acquainted  each  other  how  they  love  me? 

OHtc.  That  were  a  Jeft  indeed;  they  have  not  fo  little 
Grace,  I  hope;  that  were  a  Trick  indeed !  But  Miftrefs  P^Cfy 
would  defire  yo^  to  fend  her  your  little  Psge^  of  ^  Love: 
Her  Husband  has  a  marvellous  Infedion  to  the  little  Pag;| 
^nd  truly  Mafter  Page  is  an  honed  Man.  Never  a  Wif^  in 
Wmdfirk^ids  a  better  Life  than  (he  does;  do  whj(t  fiie  wil|r 
fay  what  (he  will,  take  all,  pay  all»  go  to  Bpd  {vjien  (hejiftf 
rife  when  fiie  lift,  all  is  as  ftie  will;  ^and  truly  (he  deferve; 
it,  for  if  there  be  a  kind  Woman  in  Tfiffdjcr  ttixly  Qit  is  one. 
You  muft  fiyjd  her  your  Page ;  no  Remedy. 

Fal.  Wby,  I  will. 

Qmk.  Nay,  but  do  fo  then ;  and,  look  you,  he  rafy  cgpif 
aiid  go  between  you  both ;  and,  in  any  cafe*  hav^  a  ff^y* 
word,  that  yoju  m^y  know  one  a^others  Minijj,  an4  th^  9^y 
nevjer  need  to  und^ftand  apy  thing;  fqx  'tis  not  gopd  fhat 
Children  fto^jd  kqojy  any  Widkpdnefs:  QU  FoU^fi  yfflf 

know,  faffre  DifcittioDy  its  they  fay,  aqc}  Jsppw  4)e  ^mif 

f      : 
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FaL  Fare  thee  well;  commend  me  to  them  both:  Therms 
my  Purfe,  I  am  yet  thy  Debtor.  Boy,  go  along  with  this 
Woman.  This  News  diftrads  me.  [Exit  Quic.  and  Robin. 

Pift,  This  Punk  is  one  of  dupicCs  Carriers: 
Clap  on  more  Sails;  purfue;  up  with  your  Fights; 
Give  Fire;  fhe  is  my  Prize,  or  Ocean  whelm  them  all^ 

lExit^  PiftoL 

FaL  Say 'ft  thou  fo,  old  Jack}  go  thy  ways;  I'U  make 
more  of  thy  old  Body  than  t  have  done ;  will  they  yet 
look  after  tnee  ?  Wilt  thou,  after  the  Expence  of  fb  ftiuch 
Mony,  be  now  a  Gainer  ?  Good  body,  I  thank  thee ;  let 
them  fay,   'tis  grofly  done,  fo  it  be  fairly  done,  no  matter. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir  John^  there's  one  Mafter  Broom  below  would 
fain  fpeak  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with  you;  and  hath 
fent  your  Worlhip  a  Morning's  Draught  of  Sack. 

Fal.  Broom  J  is  his  Name? 

Bard.  Ay  Sir. 

Fal.  Call  him  in;  fuch  Brooms  are  welcome  to  me  that 
o'erflows  fuch  Liquor.  Ah!  ah  I  Miftrefs  JR^r^  and  Miftrefs 
Page^  have  I  encompafs*d  you  ?  Go  to,  via. 

Enter  Ford  difguiCd. 

Ford.  Blcfs  you.  Sir. 
.    Fal.  And  you.  Sir;  would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ford.  I  make  bold  to  prefs  with  fo  little  Preparation  up- 
on you. 

Fal.  You're  welcome;  what's  your  Will?  Give  us  Ieave> 
Drawer. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  am  a  Gentleman  that  have  fpent  much;  my 
Name  is  Broom. 

Fal.  Good  Mafler  Broom,  I  defire  more  Acquaintance  of 
you. 

Ford.  Good  Sir  John^Kxit  for  yours;  not  to  charge  you; 
for  I  muft  let  you  underftand,  \  think  my  felf  in  better 
Plight  for  a  Lender  than  you  are,  the  which  hath  (bme- 
thing  embolden'd  me  to  this  unfeafon'dlntrufion;  for  they 
fay,  if  Mony  go  before,  all  Ways  do  lye  open. 

Fal.  Mony  is  a  good  Soldier,  Sir,  and  will  on. 

Ford.  Troth,  and  I  have  a  Bag  of  Mony  here  troubles 
nie ;  if  you  will  help  to  bear  it.  Sir  John^  take  all»  or  half, 
for  eafing  me  of  the  Carriage^ 

A/. 
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fjai.  SiTp  I  kno^  n,ot  how  I  may  deferye  to  be  youc 
Porter.  ^ « 

ford.  I  will  tell  you,  Sir,  if  you  will  give  me  the  hearing. 

Fal.  Speak  good  Mafter  Broqmp  I  ihall  be  glad  to  be 
your  Servantl 

Ford.  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  Scholar,  \  will  be  brief  with 
youV  and  you  have  been  a  Man  long  known  to  me,  tho'  I 
had  never  to  good  Means  as  Defireto  make  my  felf  acquaincf- 
ed  with  you:  I  fliall  difcover  a  thing  to  you,  wherein  t 
mufl  very  much  lay  open  mine  own  Imperfedion;  bu^ 
good  Sir  john^  as  you  nave  one  Eye  upon  my  Follies,  as 
you  hear  them  unfolded,  turn  another  into  the  Regifter  of 
your  own,  that  I  may  pafs  with  a  Reproof  the  eafier^  fith 
you  your  felf  know  how  eafie  it  is  to  be  fuch  an  Offea- 
der. 

Fal.  Very  well,  Sir,  prop:eed* 

Ford.  There  is  a  Gentlewoman  in  this  Town,  her  Hufr: 
band's  Name  is  Ford. 

Fal.  Well,  Sir, 

Ford.  I  have  long  Iov*d  her,  and,  I  proteft  to  you,  bc- 
ftow'd  much  on  her,  followed  her  with  a  doating  Obferr 
Vance,  ingrofs'd  Opportunities  to  meet  her,  fee'd  every 
flight  Occaiion  that  could  but  niggardly  give  me  fight  of 
her;  not  only  bought  many  Prefents  to  give  her,  but  have 
given  largely  to  many,  to  know  what  ihe  would  have  gi- 
ven: Briefly,  I  have  purfu'd  her,  as  Love  hath  purfu'dine* 
whic^  hath  been  on  the  Wing  of  all  Occafions.  But  what- 
foever  I  have  merited,  either  in  my  Mind,  or  in  my  Means^' 
Meed  I  am  fure  I  have  received  none,  unlefs  Experience 
be  a  Jewel  I  haye  purchased  ajt  an  infinite  rate,  and  that 
hath  taught  me  to  fay  tbis. 

*f  I^^vt  like  a  Shadffwfliesy  when  Subflance  Lovepur/ues; 
*'  PurfHtng  that  that  fiiesj  and  flying  what  furfnes. 

Fal.  Have  you  received  no  Promife  of  Satisfaftion  at  her 
Hands? 

Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Have  you  importun*d  her  to  fuch  a  Purpofe  ? 

Ford.  Never* 

fal.  Of  what  Quality  was  your  Love  then? 

L  3  FwdL 
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Ford.  Like  a  fair  Houfe  built  on  another  Man's  <Sroiiod, 
to  that  I  have  loft  my  Edifice,  by  miftaking  the  Place 
ji^here  I  ereded'it. 

Fat.  'f  o  what  purpofe  have  you  unfolded  this  to  me  ? 

Pord.  V^en  I  (lave  told  you  that,  I  have  told  you  all. 

me  fay,  that  tho'  (he  appear  honeft  to  me,  yet  in  other 
j^kces  me  enlargeth  her  Mitth  fo  far,  that  there  is  ihrewd 
jConArudion  made  of  her.  NoW|^  Sir  John^  here  is  the 
JWeart  of  my  Purpofe :  You  are  a  X^entleman  of  excellent 
jbreeding,  admirable  Difcourfe,  of  great  Admittance^  au* 
thentick  in  your  Place  and  Perfon,  generally  allow'd  for 
your  many  War-like,  Court-like,  and  learned  Preparations. 

Pal.  6  Sir! 

Fard.  Believe  it,  for  you  know  it;  there  is  Mony,  fpend 
it,  fpend  it>  fpend  more,  fpend  all  I  have,  only  give  me  fo 
much  of  your  time  in  exchange  of  it,  as  to  lay  an  amiable 
Siege  to  the  Honefty  of  this  Ford^s  Wife;  ufe  your  Art  of 
Wooing*  win  her  to  confent  to  you  5  if  any  Man  may,  you 
may  as  foon  as  any, 

FaL  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  Vehemence  of  your  Af- 
le&ion,  that  I  (hpuld  win  what  you  would  enjoy?  Me» 
toinks  y6u  prefcribe  to  your  felf  very  prepofteroufly. 

Ford.  O,  underfland  my  drift;  (he  dwells  fo  fecurely  on 
the  Excellency  of  her  Honour,  that  the  Folly  of  my  Soul 
dares  not  pretent  it  felf;  (he  is  too  bright  to  be  look'd  a** 
gainft.  Now  could  I  come  to  her  with  any  Detciftion  in 
shy  Hand,  my  Defires  had  Inftance  and  Argument  to  com- 
mend themfelves ;  I  could  drive  her  then  from  the  Ward 
of  her  Purity,  her  Reputation,  her  Marriaee-Vow,  and  a 
thoufand  otner  her  Defences,  which  now  are  too  ftrongly 
cmbattail'd  againft  me.  What  fay  you  to't.  Sir  Johui 

FaL  Mafter  Broom^  I  will  firft  make  bold  with  yourMo- 
fiy ;  nejtt,  giVe  me  your  Hand ;  ^tid  laft,  as  1 2im  i  iSentle* 
man,  you  fhall,  if  you  willj  enjoy  Ford's  Wift. 

Ford.  O  good  Sir ! 

Fal.  I  fay,  you  (hall. 

Ford.  Want  no  Mony,  Sir  John^  you  (hall  want  none, 

Fal.  Want  no  Miftrefs  Ford,  Mafter  Broom^  you  (hall 
want  none;  I  (hail  be  with  her>I  may  tell  you,  by  her  own 
Appointment,  liven  1$  yqu  came  in  tome,  her  Affiftanti  or 
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Ga*b€tweeQ»  parted  from  me :  I  fay)  I  (hall  be  wkh  her  be> 
twten  ted  and  eleven  i  for  at  that  time  the  jcakuis  rafeally 
knavei  her  Husbandi  will  be  forth;  come  you  to  mc  a 
Nighty  you  (hall  know  how  I  fpeed. 

F$rd.  I  am  bleft  in  your  Acquaintance:  Do  you  l(oov 
Fordy  Sir? 

Fal.  Hang  him^  poor  ctickoldy  Knave,  I  know  him  not: 
Yet  I  wrong  him,  to  call  him  poor;  thev  fay,  the  jealous 
wittolly  Knave  hath  raaffes  of  Mony,  ror  the  which  his 
Wife  feems  tome  well-favour'd.  I  w|U  uie  her  as  the  Key 
of  the  Cuckold-Rogue's  Coffer ;  and  thcre*$  my  Harvef^; 
home. 

Ford.  I  would  you  knew  Ford^  %it%  that  you  might  avoid 
him,  if  you  faw  him. 

Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanical*falt-butter  Rogue;  I  will 
flare  him  out  of  his  Wits;  I  will  awe  him  with  ihy  Cud* 
gel;  ic  (hall  hang  like  a  Meteor  o'er  the  Cuckold's  Horoi4 
Mifter  Broom^  thou  (halt  know  I  will  predominate  over 
the  Pefanr,  and  thou  flialt  lye  with  his  Wife:  Come  to  mt 
foon  at  Ni^ht;  Ford's  a  Knave»  and  I  will  aggravate  hisStile : 
Thou,  Mafler  Broom,  (halt  ki^ow  him  for  Knave  and  CuckoU  i 
come  to  me  foon  at  Night.  .  [lExiu 

Ford.  What  a  damn'd  E^cuream  Rifcal  i$  thisi  My 
Heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  Impatience.  Who  fayj  thi$  is 
improvident  Jealoufie?  My  Wife  hath  feet  to  htm,  the  Hour 
is  fixt>  the  Match  is  made  t  Would  any  Man  have  thought 
this?  See  the  Hell  of  having  a  falfe  Woman;  my  Bed  ifaall  be 
abus'd,  my  Coffers  ranfick'd,  my  Reputation  gnawA  at> 
and  I  (hall  not  only  receive  this  villainous  Wroog>  but  (land 
under  the  adoption  of  abominable  Terms,  and  by  him  that 
does  me  this  Wrong,  Terms,  Names;  Amaimcn  (ounds  welh 
lA$cifer  well,  Barbafon  well,  vet  they  are  Devils  additions,  the 
Names  of  Fiends;  but  Cuckold,  Wittol-Cuckold{  the  Devil 
himfelf  hath  not  Aich  a  Name.  Pdge  is  an  Afs,  a  fecure  Aft« 
he  will  rruft  his  Wife;  be  will  not  be  jealous:  I  will  rather 
trufl  a  Fleming  with  my  B  itter,  Parfon  Hngh*  the  WltUb^ 
mdUj  with  my  Cheefe^  an  Irijh^^man  with  my  At^H^-vitt  Bot* 
tie,  or  a  Thief  to  walk  my  ambling  Gelding,  than  my  Wife 
with  her  felf :  Then  (he  plots,  then  (he  ruminates,  then  (he 
devifes;  and  what  they  think  in  their  Hearts  they  may  e& 
fed,  they  will  break  their  Hearts  but  they  will  ttttfit*  W^^.- 
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ven  be  prais'd  for  my  Jealoufie.  Eleven  oXlock  the  Hour; 
I  will  prevent  this,  deted  my  Wife,  be  reveng'd  on  A/- 
fiaff^  and  laugh  at  Page :  I  will  about  it;  better  three  Hours 
too  foon  than  a  Minute  too  late.  Fiei  fie,  fie;  Cuckotd,  Cuc- 
kold, Cuckold.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Efttcr  Caius  and  Rugby. 

Caius.  Jack^RMghjl 

Rug*  Sir. 

CaiHs.  Vat  is  de  Clock,  Jackj 

Rug^^  ^Tis  paft  the  Hour,  Sir,  that  Sir  Hugh  promised  to 
meet. 

Cuius.  By  gar,  he  has  fa ve  his  Soul,  dathe  is  no  come;  he 
has  pray  bis  Pible  well,  dat  he  is  no  come:  By  gar,  yack 
Rugbjj  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug:  He  is  wife.  Sir;  he  knew  your  Worihip  would  kill 
him,  if  he  came. 

Cains.  By  gar,  de  Herring  is  no  dead  fo  as  I  vill  kill 
him;  take  your  Rapier,  Jackj  I  vill  tell  you  how  I  vill 
kill  him. 

Rug.  Alas,  Sir,  I  cannot  fence. 

Caiusi  Villany,  take  your  Rapier. 

Rug.  Forbear ;  here's  Company. 

Enter  Hoft,  Shallow,  Slender  and  Page* 

Hoft.  'Blefsthee,  Bully-Doftor. 

ShaU  'Save  you,  Mr.  Doftor  Caius. 

Page.  Now,  good  Mr*  Doftor. 

Slen.  Give  you  Good-morrow,  Sir. 

Cains.  Vat  be  all  you,  one,  two,  tree,  four,  come  for  ? 

H6(t.^  %o  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  thee  foigne,  to  fee  thee 
traverfe,  to  fee  thee  here,  to  fee  thee  there,  to  fee  thee  pais 
thy  Punao,vjiiy  Stock,  thy  Reverfe,  thy  Diftance,  thy 
Montant.  Is  he  dead,  my  Ethiopian  ?  Is  he  dead,  my  Fran* 
cifio  ?  His  Bully?  What  fays  my  Efcnlafiusf  my  Galen? 
my  Hent'of  Elder?  Ha?  is  he  dead,  Bully-fiale?  is  he 
dead? 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  is  de  Coward  3^4Ci^-Prieft  of  deVorldj 

he  is  not  ihow  his  Facet 
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H9fi.  Thou  art  a  CUftdli§f§'kinj^Vrinal :  HeS^r  ciOntOk 
my  Boy. 

Cdims.  I  pray  you  bear  Witnefs^  that  me  have  (by  fix  cr 
feveoy  two  tree  Hours  for  him,  and  he  is  no  come. 

Shal.  He  is  the  wifer  Man,  Mr.  Dodor;  he  is  a  Curer  of 
Souls,  and  you  a  Curer  of  Bodies:  If  youlhould  fight,  ycMi 
%o  againft.the  hair  of  your  Profeffions :  Is  it  ooC  tru^ 
Mafter  Pdgel  / 

Page.  Mafter  ShalUw^  you  have  your  felf  been  a  greit 
Fighter,  tho'  now  a  Man  of  Peace.  ' 

ShdL  Body-kins,  Mr.  Page,  tho'  I  now  be  old,  and  of 
peace,  if  I  fee  a  Sword  out,  my  Finger  itches  to  make  onet 
tho'  we  are  Juftices,  and  Dodors,  and  Church-men,  Mr* 
Pagej  we  have  fome  Salt  of  our  Youth  in  us;  we  are  ^ 
Sons  of  Women,  Mr.  Page^ 

Page.  'Tis  true,  Mr.  Shallow. 

ShaL  It  will  be  found  fo,  Mr.  Page.     Mr.  Dodor  CaimiB  ' 
I  am  come  to  fetch  you  home;    I  am  fworn  of  the  Peace; 
you  have  fhew'd  your  felf  a  wife  Phyfician,  and  Sir  Hmgh 
Mth  (hown  himfdf  a  wife  and  patient  Church-man :  Yoa 
muft  go  with  me^  Mr.  Dodor. 

Hofi.  Pardon,  Gueftrjuftice;  a  Monfieur  Mock- water. 

Cains.  Mock-water?  Vat  is  dat? 

Hefi.  Mock-water,  in  our  Englijh  Tongue ,  is  Viloufc 
Bully. 

Cains.  By  gar,  then  I  have  as  much  Mock-water  as  de  £#• 
gUflf-man:  Scurvy-Jack-dog-Prieft;  by  gar,  me  villcuthis 
Bars. 

Hofi.  He  will  clapper-cIaw  thee  tightly.  Bully* 

Cairn.  CIapper-de<-claw?  Vat  is  dat? 

Hofi.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Caius,  By  gar,  me  do  look  he  fhall  clapper-de<law  me; 
for  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it* 

Hofi.  And  I  will  provoke  him  to'r,  or  let  him  wag. 

Cairn.  Me  tanck  you  for  dat. 

Hofi.  And  -moreover^  Bully ;  but  firft,  Mr*  Guifi^  ao4 
Mr.  Page^  and  eek  Cavakrio  siender^  go  you  through  the 
Town  to  Frogmmre. 

Page.  ^irHnrh  h  diere,  is  he? 

Hofi.  He  is  there;  fee  what  Humom*  he  is  in;  and  t  will 
bring  the  Do&or  about  the  Fields:  Willit  do  well^ 
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shot.  We  will  do  it. 

AIL  Adieu,  good  Mr.  Doftor.    \Ex.  Page,  Shal*  arndSLtn. 

Cuius.  By  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  Prieft,-  for  he  ipeak  for  i 
Jack-an  A  pe  to  jinne  Page. 

Hoflr.  Let  him  die ;  (heath  thy  Impatience  ;  throw 
cold  Water  on  thy  Choler;  go  about  the  Fields  with  me 
through  Frogmorei  I  will  bring  thee  where  Miftrefs  jinm 
Tage  is,  at  a  Farm-Houfe  a  feafting,  and  thou  flialt  woo  her 
Chde-game;  faid  I  welH 

Cains.  By  gar,  me  dank  you  vor  dat:  By  gar  I  love  you; 
and  I  (hall  procure  'a  you  de  good  Gueft;  de  Earl,  dc 
Knight,  de  Lords,  de  Gentlemen,  ray  Patients. 

Hofi.  For  the  which  I  will  be  thy  Adverfary  toward  Anm 
Page:  Said  I  well? 

Cains.  By  gar,  'tis  good ;  veil  faid, 

Hojt.  Let  us  wag  then. 
Come  at  my  Heels,  Jack^Rngbj.  [Exemtu. 


ACT   III.     SCENE    L 

E^ter  Evans  4;i^SimpIe, 

Eva.  T  Pray  you  now,  good  Mafter  Slenders  Serving-man, 

JL  and  Friend  Siwple  by  your  Name,  which  way  have 

you  l(>ok'd  for  Mafter  Caius,  that  calls  himfclf  DaSar  of 

Hjjick. 

Simp.  Marry  Sir,  the  Pittyivarjy  the  Park:;ivard^  every 
way,  old  Windfor  way,  and  every  way  but  the  Town  way. 

Eva.  I  moft;  fehemently  defire  you,  you  will  aUb  look 
jthat  way. 

Simp.  I  will.  Sir. 

Eva.  'Plefs  my  Soul,  how  full  of  Chollars  I  am,  and 
trempling  of  Mind  \  I  (hall  be  glad  if  he  have  deceived  nae ; 
how  melanchoUies  I  am !  I  will  knog  his  Urinals  about  his 
Knaves  Coftard,  when  I  have  good  opportunities  for  the 
Orke :  Tlefs  my  Soul :  To  jbalUw  Rivers,  to  whofe  Fails  moh^ 
dioHs  Birds  Jings  Madrigalls;  There  wUItsjo  makg  our  Pods  ^ 
Rofesy  and  a  thoufand  fragrant  Pojies.  To  /hallow ;  'Mercy  on 
me,  I  have  a  great  difpomion  to  cry.  Milodwss  Birds  fi^ 
Madrigal — ^  When  as  I  fat  in  taUUni  Otti  «  th$9t{aMd  «M- 
74i«P  PoJi^s.    To  paUoWt  &c.  Skt^. 
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Simp.  Yonder  he  is  coming,  this  way.  Sir  Hugk 

EvM.  He*s  welcome.  To  pallinv  River s^  to  whofe  /^//i— >* 
Heaven  profperthe  Right:  What  Weapons  is  he? 

Simp.  No  Weapons,  Sir;  there  comes  my  Mafter,  Mr. 
Shalloii/,  and  another  Gentleman,  from  Frogmorey  av&t  the 
Sciie,  this  way* 

Eva.  Pray  yo\i  give  me  my  Gown,  or  elfe  keep  it  in  your 
Arms. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow  a»d  Slender. 

ShaL  How  now ,  Mafter  Parfon  ?  Good-morrow,  good 
Sir  Hagh^  ICeep  a  Camefter  from  the  Dice,  and  a  good  Stu<v 
deriC  frcfm  his  Book,  and  it  is  wonderful. 

Sle».  Ah  fweet  jinnc  Page. 

Page^  Save  you,  good  Sir  Htigh. 

Eva.  'Pkfs  you  from  his  Mercy-fake,  all  of  you. 

ShaL  What?  The  Sword  and  the  Word? 
Do  you  ftudy  them  both,  Mr.  Parfon? 

Page.  And  youthful  ftill,  in  yoUr  Doubkt  and  Hofcj,  this 
iraw-rumatick  Day  ? 

Eva,  There  is  Reafons  and  Caiifes  for  it. 

Pagei  We  are  come  to  you,  to  do  a  good  Office,  Mr. 
Parfon. 

Eva.  Ferry  well:  What  is  it? 

Page.  Vonder  is  a  moft  reverend  Gentleman,  who,  belik^i^ 
having  received  Wrong  by  fome  Perfon,  is  at  moft  odds  with 
his  own  Gravity  and  Patience,  that  ever  you  faw. 
*  ShaL  I  have  Jiv'd  fourfcore  Years,  and  upward ;  I  never 
l^eard  a  Man  of  his  Place,  Gravity  and  Learning,  fo  wide  of 
his  own  Refped. 

Eva.  What  is  he  ? 

Paget  I  think  you  know  him ;  Mr.  Doftor  Cains,  the  re* 
nowned  French  Phyfician. 

Eva.  Got^s  Will,  and  his  Paffion  of  my  Heart.  I  had  as 
lief  you  Aiould  tell  me  of  a  mefs  of  Porridge. 

Pdge.  Why? 

Eva.  He  has  no  more  Knowledge  in  Hipocrates  and  Galeni 
and  he  is  a  Knave  befides,  a  cowardly  Knave  as  you  would 
deHri!  to  be  acquainted  withal. 

Piige*  I  warrant  yoUf  he's  the  Man  (hould  fight  with 
him. 

Slen.  O  fweet  jlnne  Page. 
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JEir/^  Hpfty  Caius  ^  Rugby. 

ShaU  It  appears  fo  by  his  Weapons:  Keep  tbtfi  afittden 
here  comes  Do&or  Cams. 

Page.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Parfon»  keep  in  your  Weapoou  ., 

Suit.  So  do  you>  good  Mr.  Do&on 

Hofi.  Difarm  them^  and  let  them  queftion ;  let  them  keep 
their  Limbs  whoIe»  and  hack  our  Englijh. 

Cains.  I  pray  you  let-a  me  fpeak  a  Word  with  your  Ear: 
^Wherefore  vill  you  not  meet-a  me  { 
k^  Eva.  Pray  you  ufe  your  Patience  in  good  titne. 

Cairn.  By  gar>  you  are  de  G>ward»  ^tJackJ>og»  Jek 
Ape. 

Eva.  Pray  you  let  us  not  be  Lau^hing^ftodcs  to  other 
Mens  Humours;  I  defire  you  in  Friendihipy  and  will  one 
way  or  other  mdce  you  amends:  I  will  knog  you  your  Uri- 
nal about  your  Knave's  Cogs-comb. 

Caim.  DiabU  Jack  Rugbj^  mine  Hoft  dt  Jarteer,  hive  I 
not  ftay  for  him,  to  Kill  him  ?  have  I  not  at  de  Place  I  did 
appoint  ? 

Eva.  As  I  am  a  Chriftian's-fouly  now  look  yott>  this  is 
the  Place  appointed;  I'll  be  judgment  by  mine  Hoft  of  the 
Garter. 

Ho(l.  Peace^  I  fay,  Gallia  and  GanU  Fremb  and  Wildh 
Soul-curer  and  Body-curer. 

Caius.  Ay  dat  is  veiy  good>  excellant. 

Hofi.  Peace,  I  fay ;  'hear  mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 
Am  I  Politick  ?  am  I  Subtle  ?  am  I  a  Aiachivel  f 
Shall  I  lofe  my  Dodor?  No;  he  gives  me  the  Potioas  and 
the  Motions.  Shall  I  lore  my  Parfon?  my  Prieft?  my  Snr 
Hugh  ?  No ;  he  gives  me  the  Proverbs  and  the  No-verbs. 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  Celeftial,  fo.  Boys  of  Art^  I  have  dc* 
ceived  you  both :   I  have  direded  you  to  wrong  Places^ 

^our  Hearts  are  mighty^    your  Skins  are  whole*    and^  let 
urn*d  Sack  be  the  IlTue.    Come,  lay  their  SwordstopawOb 
Follow  me.  Lad  of  Peace,  follow^  foltow,  foUow^ 

Sbal.  Truft  me,  a  mad  Hoft.    Follow,^  Gentlemeq»  ibl> ' 
low. 

SUh.  O  fweet  Anm  Page.    [£;ir.ShaI.Slen.  Page  Mif  Hoft. 
Caim.  Ha'  do  I  perceive  dat?  Have  you  mike  t^t4hlt  of 
ust  ha,  ha? 
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Eva.  This  is  well,  he  has  made  us  his  Vlowting-ftog :  I 
deflre  you  that  we  may  be  Friends ;  and  let  us  knog  our 
Praihs  together,  to  be  revenge  on  this  fame  fcall  Scurvy- 
cogging  Companion,  the  Hoft  of  the  Garten 

Cains.  By  gar^  with  all  my  Heart ;  he  promife  to  bring 
me  where  is  Anne  Page\  by  gar»  he  deceive  me  too. 

Eva^  Well,  I  will  fmite  his  Noddles  \  pray  you  follow^. 

SCENE    II. 

Enttr  Mifirefs  Page  and  Robin« 

yirs.Page.  Nay,  keep  your  way,  little  Gallant ;  you  were 
wont  to  be  a  Follower,  but  now  you  are  a  Leaden  Whe- 
ther had  you  rather  lead  mine  Eyesj  or  eye  youlr  Matter's 
Heels? 

Rob.  I  had  rather,  Forfooth,  go  before  you  like  a  Mao, 
than  follow  him  like  a  Dwarf. 

Mrs.P^g^.  O  you  are  a  flattering  Boy;  now  I  f^e  you'll 
be  a  Courtier. 

Enter  Ford. 

Ford.  Well  met,  Miftrefs  ?^^^;  whether  go  you  ? 

yir^.Page.  Truly  Sir,  to  fee  your  Wife;  is  (he  at  home? 

Ford.  Ay,  and  as  idle  as  fhe  may  hang  together  for  want 
of  Company;  I  think  if  your  Husbands  were  dead,  you  two 
would  marry. 

Mrs.  Page.  Be  fure  of  that,  two  other  Husbands. 

Ferd.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  Weather-cock  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his  Name  is 
my  Husband  had  him  of:  What  do  you  call  your  Knight's 
Name,  Sirrah? 

Xok  Sir  John  Falfiaf. 

Mrs. Page.  He,  he;  I  can  never  hit  on  his  Name;  there 
is  fuch  a  League  between  my  good  Man  and  he.  Is  your 
Wife  at  home,  indeed  ? 

Ford.  Indeed  (he  is. 

Mrs.  Page.  By  your  leave.  Sir;  I  am  fick  *tilll  fee  her. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Page  and  Robin, 

Ford.  Has  Page  any  Brains?  hath  he  any  Eyes?  hath  he 
any  thinking?  fiire  they  fleep;  he  hath  no  ufe  of  thenu 
Why,  this  Boy  will  carry  a  Letter  twenty  Mile,  as  eafie  as 
%  Cannon  will  ihoot  point-blank  twelve-fcore ; .  he  pieces 


out  his  Wife*s  Inclination*  he  gives  her  Folly  Motion  a&d 
Advantage,  and  now  (he's  going  to  my  Wife,  and  Falfiaff'i 
Boy  witn  her.  A  Man  may  hear  this  Shower  fing  in  the 
Wind;  and  Falfiaff^s  Boy  with  her!  Good  Plots;  they  are 
laid,  and  our  revolted  Wives  ihare  Damnation  together* 
Well,  I  will  take  him,  then  torture  my  Wife,  pluck  the 
borrowed  Vail  of  Modefty  from  the  fo  feeming  Miftrefs 
Page,  divulge  Page  himfelf  for  a  fecure  and  wilful  ^Siepw^ 
and  to  thefe  violent  Proceedings  all  my  Neighbours  (hall 
cry  aim.  The  Clock  gives  me  my  C3i»,  and  my  AfTurance 
bias  me  fearch ;  there  I  fliall  find  Falfiaff:  1  (hall  be  rather 
praifed  for  this  than  mocked ;  for  it  is  as  pofitive  as  the 
Earth  is  firm,  that  Falftajfi^  there  :  I  will  go. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  Hoft,  Evans  and  Caius. 

ShaLVagey<:irc.  Well  met,  ^uFord. 

Ford.  Truft  me,  a  good  Knot :  I  have  good  Cheer  at 
home,  and  I  pray  you  all  go  with  me. 

ShaU  I  muft  excufe  my  felf,  Mr.  Ford. 

Slen.  And  fo  muft  I,  Sir; 
We  have  appointed  to  dine  with  Miftrefs  Anncj 
And  I  would  not  break  with  her  for  more  Mony 
Than  I'll  fpeak  of. 

Shal.  We  have  lingered  abdut  a  Match  between  jinne 
Page  and  my  Coufin  Slender^  and  this  Day  we  fhall  have 
our  Anfwer. 

Slen.  I  hope  I  have  your  good  Will,  Father  Page. 

Page.  You  have,  Mr.  Slender^  I  ftand  wholly  for  you; 
but  my  Wife,  Mafter  Dodor,  is  for  you  altogether. 

Caius.  Ay,  be  gar,  and  de  Maid  is  love-a-me  2  My  Nurfh- 
a-Quickly  tell  me  fo  mulh. 

Hoft.  What  fay  you  to  young  Mr.  Fenton?  bis  capers,' 
he  dances,  he  has  Eyes  of  Youth,  he  writes  Verfes,  he 
fpeaks  Holy-Day,  he  fmells  Afril  and  Maj^  he  will  cany  *f, 
he  will  carry  *t,  'tis  in  his  Buttons,  he  will  carr/t. 

P^e.  Not  by  my  Confent,  I  promife  you :  The  Gentle- 
man IS  of  no  having,  he  kept  Company  with  the  wild  Prince^ 
and  Poinz^i  he  |s  of  too  high  a  Region,  he  knows  too.  mu^; 
no,  he  {hall  not  knit  a  Knot  in  his  Fortunes,  with  the  Finger 
of  my  Subftance^  If  he  take  her,  let  him  take  her  fim|^; 
the  Wealth  I  have  waits  on  my  Confent,  ^4  my  Coni^nt 
goes  not  that  way. 

t  F^rd. 
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Ford.  I  befecch  you  heartily,  fome  of  you  go  home  with 
me  to  Dinner;  bcfides  your  Cheer  you  (hall  htve  Sport;  I 
will  ftiew  you  a  Monfter.  Mr.  Do6kor  you  (htU  go,  lo 
ihs^ll  yon  Mr.  Pa^Cy  and  you  Sir  Hugh. 

ShaL  Well,  fare  you  well : 
We  (hall  have  the  freer  Wooing  at  Mr,  Page*s. 

Cams.  .Go  home,  John  Rughj,  I  come  anon* 

Jlofl.  Farewel,  my  Hearts;  I  will  to  my  honeft  Knight^ 
Falfiafy  and  drink  Canary  with  him. 

Ford.  I  think  I  (hall  drink  in  Pipe- Wine  firft  with  him : 
ni  make  him  dance.     Will  you  go,  Gentles? 

jiU.  Have  with  you  to  fee  this  Monfter.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE     III. 

m 

Enur  Mifir^s  Ford,  Mifirefs  Page,  Md  Servams  with 

a  Basket. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Vf  hat  John  f  whzx  Robert? 

Mrs.  Page.  Quickly,  quickly?  Is  the  Buck-basket— —* 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  warrant.     What  Robin^  I  fay. 

Mx^.Page.  Come,  come,  come. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Here,  fet  it  down. 

Mxs.Page.  Give  your  Men  the  Charge,  we  muft  be  brief. 

Mrs.Ford.  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before,  Johmznd  Robert 9 
be  ready  here  hard-by  in  the  Brew-Houfe,  and  when  I  fud- 
denly  call  you,  come  forth,  and,  without  any  paufe  or  ftag- 
gering,  talce  this  Basket  on  your  Shoulders ;  iliat  done, 
trudge  with  it  in  all  hafte,  and  carry  it!among  the  Whitfters 
in  jD^»/!^i>-Mead,  and  ttjiere  empty  it  tn  the  muddy  Ditch, 
clofe  by  the  Thames  fide. 

Mrs. Page.  You  will  do  it?  (rcftion. 

Mrs.  Fnd.  I  h«*  told  them  over  and  4^ver ;  they  lack  no  Di* 
Be  ^one^  and  come  when  you  are  calfd* 

MfS.jP^f.  Here  CMoes  little  Robin. 

£mur  Robin. 

Mrs.  F§rd^  How  now,  my  Eyas-MuAet,  wiiat  News 
with  ydu  ? 

Rob.  My  Mafter,  Sir^^tibf,  t€  cosie  in  at  your  BaOk-dom*, 
Miftfis6  iirdy  and  reqoefts  your  Omipaiiy. 

Mrs.  A^,  Vou  IMk  fzck^lwt^tbfvt  yw  heen  true 
to  ui? 


Rob.  Ajt  Vll  be  fworn ;  my  Mafter  knows  not  of  yoiir 
being  here,  and  hach  threaten'd  to  put  me  into  everlafting 
Liberty^  if  I  cell  you  of  ic ;  for  he  fwears  he'll  turn  me  »- 
/way. 

Mr$.  Pa^e.  Thou'rt  a  good  Boy;  this  Secrecy  of  thine 
Ihall  be  a  Tailor  to  thee,  and  (hall  make  thee  a  new  Do uUct 
and  Hofe.     Til  go  hide  me. 

Mrs.  F0rd^  Do  fo ;  go  tell  thy  Mafter  I  am  alone;  Mi- 
ftrcfs  Page^  remember  you  your  Qu.  [Ex.  Robin. 

Mrs^P^^^.  I  warrant  thee;  if  I  do  not  aA  it»  hifs  me. 

lExit  Mrs.  Pagei 
Mrs.  Ford.  Go  to  then;  we'll  ufe  this  unwholefbme  Hu- 
midity^  this  grofs  watry  Pumpion,   we'll  teach  him  to  know 
Turtles  from  Jays. 

Entir  Falftaff. 
RtL  Have  I  caught  thee,  my  heavenly  Jewel?    Why, 
BOW  let  me  die ;  for  I  have  liv'd  long  enough :   This  is  the 
Period  of  my  Ambition ;  O  this  blefled  Hour  I 
Mrs.  lord.  O  fweet  Sir  John. 

FaL  MiftrefsFW,  I  cannot  cog^  I  cannot  prate,  Miftrefi 
Ford:  Now  Ihall  I  fin  in  my  Wifli.  I  would  thy  Husband 
were  dead,  I'll  fpeak  it  before  the  beft  Lord,  I  would  mdke 
thee  my  Lady. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  your  Lady,  Sit  John!  Alas,  I  fliould  be  a 
pitiful  Lady. 

FaL  Let  the  Court  of  France  (hew  me  fuch  another ;  I 
fee  how  thine  Eye  would  emulate  the  Diamond :  Thou 
haft  the  right  arched- beauty  of  the  Brow>  that  becomes  the 
Ship-Tire^  the  Tire- Valiant,  or  any  Tire  of  VinetidH  Ad- 
mittance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  A  plain  Kcrchiffe,  Sir  John : 
My  Brows  become  nothing  elfe>  nor  that  well  neither. 

FaL  Thou  art  a  Tyrant  to  fay  fo ;  thou  wouldft  make 
an  abfolute  Courtier,  and  the  firm  fixure  of  thy  Foot  would 
give  an  excellent  Motion  to  thy  Gate,  in  a  femicircled  Faiv 
thingale.  I  fee  what  thou  wert,  if  Fortune  thy  Foe  were 
not^  Nature  thy  Friend  :  Come,  thou  canft  not  nide  it. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Believe  me,  there's  no  fuch  thing  in  me. 
FaL  What  made  me  love  thee?  Let  that  perfuade  tfac^ 
There's  fomething  extraordinary  in  thee.  Come,  I  caonot 
cog,  and  fay,  thou  art  this  and  that,  like  a  many  of  die(e 

lifping. 
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lifping  Haw-thorn  Euds>  that  come  like  Women  in  Meiv 
Apparel,  and  fnaell  like  BHckUrs-Berrj  in  fimpling^tiine :  I 
cannot;  but  I  love  thee/  none  but  thee;  and  thou  defer- 
veft  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do.  not  betray  me,  Sir;  I  fcaryoulove  Miftrefs 
Page. 

FaU  Thou  might'ft  as  well  fay,  I. love  to  walk  by  the 
Counter-Cztc^  which  is  as  hateful  to  me  as  the  reek  of  ^ 
Lime-kiln. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  Heav'a  knows  how  I  love  you,  and  you 
/hall  one  day  find  k. 

Fal.  Keep  in  that  Mind;  Til  deferye  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  f  muft.  tell  you,  fo  you  do;  or  dUe^I 
could  not  be  in  that  Mind. 

Rok  iWifhin.']  Miftrefs  Fordy  Miftrefs  Fordy  here's  Miftrefe 
Page  at  the  Door,  fweating,  and  blowing,  and  looking  wild^ 
ly,  and  would  needs  fpeak  with  you  prefently. 

Fal.  She  Ihall  not  fee  me;  I  will  enfconce  me  behind  the 
Arras. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Pray  you  dp  fo;  (he's  a  very  tatling  WoQiao« 

Eftw  Mifirefs  Page. 
What's  the  matter?  How  now? 

Mrs.  Page.  O  MiRnfs  Fordy  what  have  you  done? 
You're  fham'd,  y'are  overthrown,  y'are  undone  for  even 

Mrs.  Ford.  What's  the  Matter,  good  Miftrefs  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  O  well-a-day,  Mi&r tfsFordy  having  an  ho^ 
neft  Maa  to  your  Husband,  to  give  him  fuch  caufe  of  Su« 
Ipicion. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  caufe  of  Sufpicioi>?         ,  /     . 

Mrs.  P^e.  What  caufe  of  Sti/picion  ?  Out  upon  you;  how 
am  I  mift(K>k  in  you  ? 

Mrs. Ford.  Why,  alas!  what's  the  Matter? 

Mrs.  Page.  Yeur  Husband's  coming  hither,  Woman^ 
with  all  the  Officers  in  Wrndfor^  to  fearch  for  a  Gentle- 
man that.he  (ays  is  here  now  if)  the  Houfe,  by  your  CotK 
fenr,  to  takeian  ill  Advantage  of  his  Abfence.  You  are  un* 
done. 

Mrs.  Ford.  'Tis  oot  £6,  I  hope. 

Mrs.  Page.  Pray  14«fiv!n:it;  be  not  (0^  that  you  have  fuch 
a  Man  here;  but 'tis  mofl:  certain  yoiir  Husband's  coming 
with  half  Windfir  at  his  Heels,  to  fearch  for  fuch  a  one.   I 

Voju  I.  M  cQcoft 


come  before  to  tell  you ;  if  you  know  your  felf  clear,  whyi 
I  am  glad  of  it;  but  if  you  have  a  Friend  here,  convey* 
cotivey  him  our.  Be  not  amaz*d,  call  all  your  Senfes  to 
you,  defend  your  Reputation,  or  bid  fareWel  to  your  good 
Life  for  ever. 

Mrs. Ford.  What  (hall  I  do?  there  is  a  Gentleman,  mv 
dear  Friend;  and  I  fear  not  my  own  Shame  fo  much  as  his 
PeriL  I  had  rather  than  a  thoufand  Pound  he  were  out  oi 
the  Roufe. 

Mrs.  Page.  For  (hame,  never  ftand,  you  had  rather,  and 
you  had  rather;  yoilr  Husband's  here  at  hand,  bethink 
you  of  fome  Conveyance;  in  the  Houfe  you  cannot  hide 
him.  Oh,  how  have  you  deceiv'd  me  ?  Look,  here  is  a 
Basket,  if  he  be  of  any  reafonable  Stature,  he  may  creep  in 
here,  and  throw  foul  Linnen  upon  him,  as  if  it  were  going 
to  Bucking :  Or  it  is  whiting  time,  fend  him  by  your  two 
Men  to  Datchet-Mczd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  He's  too  big  to  go  in  there:  What  (hall  I 
do? 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  Let  mc  fee't,  let  me  fee't,  O  let  me  fee*t ; 
111  in^  ril  in;  follow  your  Friend's  Counfel ;  PU  in. 

Mrs.  Page.  What,  Sir  John  Falftaff  are  thefe  your  Let- 
ters, ICnight? 

Fal.  I  love  thee,  help  me  away ;  let  me  creep  in  here:  PU 

never 

[He  gets  into  the  Baskety  thej  cover  him  with  foul  Linntn. 

Mrs.P^^tf.  Help  to  cover  your  Mafter,  Boy:  Call  your 
Men,  Miftrefs  Ford.    You  diflembhng  Knighr. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John^  Roberty  John^  go  take  up  thefe 
Cloaths  here,  quickly.  Where's  the  Cowl-ftafF?  Look  how 
you  drumble:  Carry  them  to  the  Landrefs  in  Datchet- 
Mead;  quickly,  come. 

Enter  Ford,  Page,  Caius  and  Evans. 

Ford.  Pray  you  come  near ;  if  I  fufpeft  without  Caufe:, 
Why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  let  me  be  your  |eft^ 
I  deferve  it.    How  now  ?  whither  bear  you  this  ? 

Serv.  To  the  Landrefe,  Forfooth. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  what  have  yon  to  do  whither  they 
bear  it  \  You  were  beft  meddk  wkh  Buck-vaihing. 
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Tord.  Buck?  I  would  I  could  wafti  my  felf  of  the  Buck: 
Buck,  Buck,  Buck,  ay  Buck:  I  warrant  you  Buck,  and  of 
the  Seafon  too,  it  (hall  appear. 

[  Exeunt  Servants  with  the  Basket. 
Gentlemen,  I  have  dreafn'd  to  Night,  TU  tell  you  my 
Dream:  Here,  here,  here  be  my  Keys;  afcend  my  Cham- 
bers>  fearch,  feek,  find  out.  I'll  warrant  we'll  unkennel  the 
Fox.     Let  me  flop  this  way  firft :  So,  now  uncape. 

Page.  Good  Matter  Ford,  be  contented : 
You  wrong  your  felf  too  much. 

Ford.  True,  M^Hcr  fage.  Up  Gentlcttitn^  you  (hall  fee 
Sport  anon;  follow  me.  Gentlemen. 

Eva,  This  is  ferry  fantaftical  Humours  and  Jealoufies. 

Cams.  By  gar,  'tis  no  the  Faftiion  of  France;  it  is  not 
jealous  in  France    ■  [^Exessnt., 

Fage^  Nay,  follow  him,  Gentlemen,  fee  the  Iffue  of  his 
Search. 

Manent  Miflrefs  Page  and  Miflrefs  Ford.  * 

Mrs.  Page.  Is  there  not  a  double  Excellency  in  this? 

Mrs.  Ford^  I  know  not  which  pleafes  me  better,  that  my 
Husband  is  deceived,  or  Sir  John. 

Mrs.  Page.  What  a  taking  was  he  in  when  your  Husband 
ask'd  who  was  in  the  Basket  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need  of  walhing; 
fo  throwing  him  into  the  Water  will  do  him  a  Benefit. 

Mrs.  P^^^  Hang  him^  difhoneft  Rafcal;  I  would  aU  of 
the  fame  Strain  were  in  the  fame  Diflrefs. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  think  my  Husband  hathfomefpecialSufpicioo 
of  Falfiajp%  being  here!  I  never  faw  him  fo  grofsin  his  Jea- 
loufie  'till  now. 

Mrs*  Pagei  I  will  lay  a  Plot  to  try  that,  and  we  will  yet 
have  more  Tricks  with  Falftaff:  His  diffolute  Difeafe  will 
fcarce  obey  this  Medicine. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  foolifli  Carrion,  Miftrefs 
Q!t^c^h  ^^  ^™>  *"d  excufe  his  throwing  into  the  Water, 
and  give  him  another  Hope,  to  betray  him  to  another  Pu- 
nifliment? 

Mrs. Page.  We'll  do  it;  let  him  be  fent  for  to  morrow  by 
eight  a  Clocks  to  have  amends.  > 
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Re-inter  Ford*  Page,  &c. 

Ford.  I  cannot  find  him ;  may  be  the  Knave  bragg'd  of 
that  he  could  not  compafs. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  You  ufe  me  well,  Mafter  Ford^  do  you  ? 

Ford.  Ay,  ay^  I  do  fo. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heav  n  make  you  better  than  your  Thoughts. 
.  Ford.  Amen. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  do  your  felf  mighty  Wrong,  Mr.  Ford. 

Ford.  Ay,  ay ;  I  muft  bear  it. 

Eva.  If  there  be  any  pody  in  the  Houfe*  and  in  the  Gham- 
bers»  and  in  the  Coffers,  and  in  the  Prefles,  Heav'n  foigiye 
my  Sins. 

Caius.  By  gar,  nor  I  too ;  there  is  no  bodies. 

Page.  Fie,  fie,  Mr.  Fordy  are  you  not  afham'd  ?  \yhat' 
Spirit,  what  Devil  fuggefts  this  Imagination  ?  I  would  not 
ha  your  Diftemper  in  this  kind,  for  the  Wealth  of  Tfindfir" 
CafiU. 

Ford.  *Tis  my  Fault,  Mr.  Page :  I  fuffer  for  it. 

Eva.  You  fuflFer  for  a  pad  Confcience;  your  Wifis  is  as 
honeft  a  o'mans,  as  I  will  defires  among  five  thoufand,  and 
five  hundred  too. 

Cams.  By  gar,  I  fee  ^tis  an  honeft  Woman. 
.  Ford.  Well,  I  promis'd  yoU  a  Dinner;  comc^  COiiie, 
walk  in  the  Park.  I  pray  you  pardon  me;  I  will  hereafter 
make  known  to  you  why  I  have  done  this.  Come  Wife, 
come  Miftrefs  Page^  I  pray  you  pardon  me:  Pray  heartily 
pardon  me. 

Page.  Let's  go  in.  Gentlemen;  but,  truft  me^  we*U  mock 
him.  I  do  invite  you  to  Morrow  Morning  to  my  Hduie  to 
Breakfaft,  after  we'll  a  birding  together;  I  have  ^  fine 
Hawk  for  the  Bufh.    Shall  it  be  fo  ? 

Ford.  Any  thing. 

Eva.  If  there  is  one,  I  (hall  make  two  in  the  CoxnpaEn}% 

Cains.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  (hall  make-a  the  turd« 

Ford.  Pray  you  go,  Mr.  Page. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  now  remembrance  to  morrow  on  the 
lowfie  Knave,  mine  Hoft* 

OUhs.  Dat  is  good,  by  gar,  with  all  my  Heart. 
Eva.  A  lowfie  Knave,  to  have  his  Gibes,  and  his  Mocke- 
ries. [ExHmi. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

Ent^  Feqton  And  Mifirefs  Anne  Jftkgu 

Ttnt.  I  fee  I  cannot  get  thy  Father's  Love;  ...t-\ 

Therefore  no  more  turn  me  to  him.  fweet  Nuiiu 

Anne.  Alas  I  how  then?  .      \. 

JFtnu  Why,  thou  muft  be  thy  felf. 
He  doth  objed  I  am  too  great  of  Births 
And  that  my  State  being  gaird  with  my  Expence^ 
I  fcek  to  fce^l  it  only  by  his  Weahh. 
Befides  there>  other  Bars  he  lays  before  me> 
My  Riots  paft,  my  wild  Societies; 
And  tells  me^  ^tis  a  thing  impoilible 
I  ihould  love  thee,  but  as  a  Property. 

Anne.  May  be  he  tells  you  true. 

Fenu  No,  Heav'n  fo  fpeed  me  in  my  time  to  come^^ 
Albeit  I  will  confefs,  thy  Father's  Wealth 
Was  the  firft  Motive  that  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne  .• 
Yet  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  Stamps  in  Gold,  or  Sums  in  fealed  Bagst 
Arid  'tis  the  very  Riches  of  thy  felf 
That  now  I  aim  at. 

Anne.  Gentle  Mr.  Fentonj 
Yet  feek  my  Father's  Love,  ftill  feek  it.  Sir : 
If  Opportunity  and  humbleft  Suit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then  hark  you  hither* 

Enter  Shallow,  Slender  and  Miftrifs  Quiddy. 

Shal.  Break" their  Talk,  Mxikxtk  Quickfj  i 
MyiKinfman  (hall fpeak  for  himfelf. 

Slen.  Ill  make  a  Shaft  or  a  Bolt  on't:  'D'slid  'tis  but  ven- 
turing. 

ShiU.  Be  not  difmaid. 

SUn.  No,  flie  (hall  not  difmay  me : 
I  care  not  for  that,  but  I  am  affeard. 

Qmc.  Hark  ye ;  Mr.  Slender  would  fpeak  a  word  with  you. 

Anne.  I  come  to  him.     This  is  my  Father's  Choice. 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  Faults 
Look  handfome  in  three  hundred  Pounds  a  Year? 

Qinic.  And  how  does  good  Mafter  Fenton  ? 
Pray  you  a  word  with  you#  - 

^  M  $  SWU 
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ShaL  She's  coming  ;  to  her  Co2;. 

0  Boy,  thou  hadlft  a  Father  I 

SUn.  I  had  a  Father,  Mrs.  Anne\  my  Uncle  can'tell  you 
good  Jefts  of  him.  Pray  you.  Uncle,  tell  Mrs.  Anne  the  Jeft, 
how  my  Father  ftole  two  Geefe  put  of  a  Pen,  good  Un- 
cle. 

ShaL  Miftrefs  Anne^  my  Coufin  loves  you. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  do,  as  well  as  I  love  any  Woman  in  Gh^ 
cefterjhire. 

ShaL  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  Gentlewoman* 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  will;  come  cut  and  long-tail,  under  the 
degree  of  a  Squire. 

ShaL  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  Pounds  Join- 
ture, 

Anne.  Good  M after  Shallow^  let  him  woo  for  hin^ 
felf. 

ShaL  Marry,  I  thank  you  for  it;  I  thank  you  for  that. 
Good  Comfort;  flic  calls  you,  Coz:  Til  leave  you. 

Anne.  Now  Mafter  Slender. 

Slen.  Now  good  Midrtfs  Anne. 

Anne.  What  is  your  Will  ? 

Slen.  My  Will?  Od's-hearc-lings,  that's  a  pretty  Jcft  in» 
deed,  I  ne'er  made  my  Will  yet,  I  thank  Heav'n ;  I  am  not 
fuch  a  fickly  Creature,  I  give  Heav'n  Praife. 

Anne.  I  mean,  Mr.  Slender,  what  would  you  with 
me? 

Slen.  Truly  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little  or  nothing 
with  you;  your  Father  and  my  Uncle  have  made  Motions; 
if  it  be  my  luck,  fo;  if  not,  happy  Man  be  his  dole;  they 
can  tell  you  how  things  go  better  than  I  can ;  you  may  ask 
your  Father ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Page  and  Miftrefs  Page. 

Page.  Now,  Mafter  .JAfw^^r:  Love  him.  Daughter  Amu. 
Why  how  now?  What  does  MzGitv  Fenton  here? 
You  wrong  me,  Sir,  thus  ftill  to  haunt  my  Houfe: 

1  tell  ybu,  Sir,  my  Daughter  is  difpos'd  of. 
Fent.  Nay,  Mafter  Page^  be  not  impatient. 

Mrs.  Page.  Good  Mafter  Fent^n^  come  not  to  my  Child^ 
Page.  She  is  no  Match  for  you, 
Fent.  Sir,  will  you  hear  me  ? 
/*^^f ,  No,  good  Mafter  Fwon. 
■  .-^  .  Come, 
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Come,  MafteriSW^Ti^;  come,  Son  Slender,  in,  ., 

Knowing  fny  Mind,  you  wrong  me,  Mafter  Fenton. 

{Exeunt  Page«  Sthallow  md  SIeoder« . 

Omc  Speak  to  Miftrefs  V^ge. 

Vent.  Good  Miftrefs  ?age,  for  that  I  love  your  Paughter/ 
In  fuch  a  righteous  faftiion  as  I  .do. 

Perforce,  againft  all  Checks,  Rebukes  and  Manner%  \ 

I  muft  advance  the  Colours  of  my  Love, 
And  not  retire.     Let  me  have  your  good  Will. 

jinne.  .Oood  Mother,  do  not  marry  me  to  yon  Fool^^  .     , 

Mrs.i'^^r.  I  mean  it  not,  I  feek  you  a  better  Husband;   \ 

Omc.  That's  my  Mafter,  Mafter  Dodor.  . .  ^ 

Anne.  Alas  I  had  rather  be  fet  quick  i'tb'  Earthy  ^. 

And  bowl'd  to  Death  with  Turneps. 

Mrs.  Vage.  Come,  trouble  not  your  felf,  good  Mafter 
Tentony  I  will  not  be  your  Friend  nor  Enemy:  ? 

My  Daughter  will  I  queftion  how  ihe  loves  you^ 
And  as  I  find  her,  fo  am  I  aiFeAed. 
'Till  then,  farewel  Sir;  fti^  muft  needs  go  in. 
Her  Father  will  be  angry,  \Ex.  Mrs.  Page  a^d  Anne^ 

Fent.  Farewel,  gentle  Miftrefs;  farewel  TVi;/. 

Qmc.  This  is  my  doing  now^  Nay^  faid  L  will  you  qiftl 
away  your  Child  on  a  Fool,  gnd  a  Phyfipianf 
Look  on  Mafter  Fenton:  This  is  my  doing. 

Fentp  I  thank  thee ;  and  I  pray  thee  once  to  Night, 
Give  my  fweet  IVan  this  R  ing :  There's  for  thy  Pains.  [Exlt^ 

Qmc.  Now  Heav'n  fend  thee  good  Fortune.  A  kind  Heart 
he  hath,  a  Woman  would  run  through  Fire  and  Water  forj 
fuch  a  kind  Heart.  But? yet,  I  would  my  Mafter  had  Mi-> 
ftrefs  j4^ne^  or  I  would  Mr.  Slender  had  her;  or^  in  iqotb^. 
I  would  Mt.  Fenton  had  her.  I  will  do  what  I  can  for  them' 
all  three,  for  fo  I  have  promis*d,  and  I'll  be  as  good  as  my 
Word,  but  fpecioufly  for  Mr.  Fenton.  Well,  I  muft  of  ano- 
ther Errand  to  Sir  John  Falfiaff  from  my  two  Miftrefles; 
what  a  Beaft  am  I  to  flack  it.  \]^^^h- 

-    SCENE    IIL 

Enter  FalftaflF  md  Bardolph. 

Fal.  "Bardolph  I  fay. 
Bard.  Here,  Sir. 

M  4  T^. 
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FaL  Go  fetch  me  a  Quart  of  Sack>  put  a  Toft  iii'r.  Have 
I  liv'd  to  be  carry*d  in  a  Basket,  like  a  Barrov  of  Btitchen 
0£FaI>  and  to  be  thrown  into  the  Thames  ? '  Well,  if  I  be 
ftrv*d  fuch  another  trick,  Pll  have  my  Brains  ta'eq  out  and 
butter'dy  ;and  give  them  to  a  Dog  for  a  New-years  Gift. 
The  Rogues  flighted  me  into  the  River,  with  as  little  Re- 
morfe  as  they  would  have  drown'd  a  blind  Bitch's  Puppies, 
fifteen  i*th*  litter ;  and  you  may  know,  by  my  Size,  that  I 
have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  finking :  If  the  Bottom  were  as 
deep  as  Hell,  I  fliould  down.  I  had  been  drown'd,  but 
that  the  Shore  was  Ihelvy  and  fhallow;  a  Death  that  I  ab- 
hor; for  the  Water  fwells  a  Man:  And  what  a  Thing  fliould 
I  have  been  when  I  had  been  fwell'd?  I  ihould  have  been 
a  Mountain  of  Mummy. 

Bar*  Here's  Miftrefs  Quickjjy  Sir,  to  fpcak  with  you. 

FaL  Come,  let  me  pour  in  Tome  Sack  to  the  Thames-' 
Water;  for  my  Belly's  as  cold  as  if  I  had  fwallow'd  Snow- 
balls for  Pilft  to- cool  the  Reins.     Call  her  in. 

Bard.  Come  in,  Woman. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Quickly. 

Ouic^  By  your  Leave :  I  cry  you  Mercy. 
Gfve  your  Worfliip  Good-morrow. 

FaL  Take  away  thefe  Challices : 
Go,  brew  me  a'  Pottle  of  Sack  finely. 

Bard.  With  Eggs,  Sir? 

Fal.  Simple  of  it  felf :  I'll  n^  Pullet-Sperm  in  my  Brew- 
age.     H&w  now? 

QhU.  Marry,  Sir,  I  come  to  your  Worfliip  from  Miftrefs 
Ford. 

FaL  Miftrefs  Ford?  I  have  had  Ford  enough ;  I  was 
thrown  intd  the  Ford ;  I  have  my  Belly  full  of  Ford. 

^Qmc.  AI4S  the  Day !  good  Heart,  that  was  not  her  Fault: 
SheSoes  fo  take  on  with  her  Men;  they  miftook  their  £• 
re'iSidn. 

Fal.  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  on  a  foolifh  Woman's  Pro- 
rfiiff, 

QhU.  Well,  (he  laments,  Sir,  for  it,  that  it  would  yern 
your  Heart  to  fee  it.  Her  Husband  goes  this  Morning  a 
birding ;  (he  defires  you  once  more  to  come  to  her,  between 
eight  and  nine.  I  muft  carry  her  Word  quicklyi  flie'U. 
make  you  amends,  I  warrant  you. 

Fah 


'  r       , 


Td.  WcUa  I  will  vifit  her  I  tell  her  fc^  aodbid^lKr^tbipk 
what  a  Mao  is:  .1^  licr  confider  h^ ;  Frailty, . .fojfl^  ;^ 
judge  of  my  .Merit.    '  . 

.g«/r.  I  will  tellhcr*  / 

FaU    Do  fo.    Between  nine  and  .ten,  fay'fitbfOU.V:  ...  \ 

Qmc.  Eigbt  and  nin^  Sin  ;,    -iv    ^   i 

T^L  Well,  *.bc  gone;  I  will  not  jOMifs  Jber.  ;;,r 

^mic.  Peace  be  with|  you»  Sir.    .  :  y^^\ 

2L  I  marvel  I  bear  not  of  MafterwBr^m;  hefept  nap; 
Word  to  ftay  within  Vl  like  his  Mony  welK 
Olb  here  he  comes. 

Emer  Ford. 

Tord.  Blefsyou,  Sir. 

Fa,L  Now,  Mailer  hr%9m%  you  come  to  know  ^^fyioK  hvth 
pafsM  between  me  and  ToT£%\^i{t. 

Fwd.  That  indeed,  Sirj^^iwi,  is  my  bufineis. 

FdL  Mafter  Bro^m^  I.  will  not  lie  to  you ; 
Z  was  at  her  Houjie  the  Hour  ihe  appointed  me.  /  - 

jF^r^.  And  you  fped.  Sir?  •    - 

FaL  Very  ill-favourVlIy,  Mafter  Bra$m. 

Ford.  How  Sir,  did  flie  change  her  Decernunatioo  ?    - 

Fal.  No,  Mr»firM«i;  but  the  peakipg  (^rnuto  her  Hu& 
bandy  Mr.  Broom,  dwelling  in  a  continualJarum  of  J^aldii* 
Gcy  comes  in  the  inftant  of  our  Encounter,  after  we  had 
em^rac'd,  kifs'd,  protefted,  and  as  it  were  fpoke  the  Pio* 
logue  of  our  Comiedy ;  and  at  his  Heels  a, rabble  of  hjs  Coynr 
panions,  thither  provok*d  and  inftigated  by  his  pilJiempCTy 
and,  forfooth,  to  iearch  his  Houfe  for  his  Wife's  LovCf 

Ford*  What,  while  you  were  there  ? 
.    /k/.  While  I  was  there. 

Ford,  And  did  he  fearch  for  you,  and  could  not  Aid.  youf 

Fal.  You  fliall  hear.  As  good  Luck  would  have  it,  C9me$ 
in  one  Miftrefs  Pago,  gives  Intelligence  of  Fords  Approach^ 
and  in  her  Invention,  and  Ford's  Wife's .  Diftraftion,  .they 
convey'^  me  into  a  Buck-basket. 

Ford.  A  Buck*basket? 

FaL  Yea,  a  Buckbasket;  ramm'dmein  with  foul  Shirty 
and.  Smocks,  Socks,  foul  Stockings,  and  greafie  Napkins,  that« 
Mafter  Br^mi  there  W98  the  ranked  Compound  of  Villai- 
nous Smell.j(liat  ever  offeoded  Noftril. 

Ford. )  And  tha«[  long  lay  you  there  I  .^  ^ 
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FaL  Nay>  you  fhall  hear,  Mafter  Br^omy  what  X  hav^ 
fuffer'd,  to  bring  this  Woman  to  evil,  for  your  good.  Be- 
ing thus  cram'd  in  the  Basket,  a  couple  ox  Foras  Knaves, 
his  Hinds,  were  call'd  forth  by  their  Miftreft,  to  carry  me  in 
the  name  of  foul  Cloaths  to  Datchet4anc ;  they  took  me  oo 
their  Shoulders,  met  the  jealous  Knave  their  Mafter  in  the 
Door^  who  ask'd  them  once  or  twice  what  they  had  in  their 
Basket;  I  quak'd  for  Fear,  lead  the  Lunatick  Knave  wo^^ 
have  fearch'd  it ;  but  Fate,  ordaining  he  fhould  be  a  Cuck; 
old,  held  his  Hand.  Welh  on  went  he  for  a  fearch,  and  a* 
way  went  I  for  foul  Cloaths;  but  mark  the  fequel,  Mafter 
Broontj  I  fufFered  the  pangs  of  three  feveral  Deaths :  Firft, 
an  intolerable  Fright,  to  be  detefted  with  a  jealous  rotten 
Bell-weather ;  next  to  be  compafs'd,  like  a  good  Bilbo,  in 
the  circumference  of  a  Peck,  hilt  to  poirit,  heel  to  head; 
and  then  to  be  ftopt  in,  like  a  ftrong  Diftillation,  with  ftink- 
ing  Cloaths,  that  fretted  in  their  own  Greafe:  Think  of 
that,  a  Man  of  my  Kidney;  think  of  that,  that  am  as  fub- 
j eft  to  heat  as  Butter;  a  Man  of  continual  diflblution  and 
thaw ;  it  was  a  miracle  to  'fcape  Suffocation.  And  in  the 
height  of  this  Bath,  when  I  was  more  than  half  ftew'd  in 
Greafe,  like  a  Butch  Difli,  to  be  thrown  into  the  Tfjames^ 
and  cooI*d,  glowing  hot,  in  that  ferge,  like  a  Horfe-ftioej 
think  of  that;  hiding  hot,  think  of  that,  Mafter  Broom. 

Ford.  In  good  fadnefs.  Sir,  I  am  (brry  that  for  my  fake 
you  fuffer'd  all  this.  My  Suit  is  then  defperate;  you'll  un* 
dertake  her  no  more? 

FaL  Mafter  Broomj  I  will  be  thrown  into  Etnay  as  I  have 
been  into  Thame s^  e'er  I  will  leave  her  thus.  Her  Husband 
is  this  Morning  gone  a  birding ;  I  have  received  from  her 
another  Ambaffie  of  meeting;  'twixt  eight  and  nine  is  the 
Hour,  Mafter  Brr(7xi^. 

Ford.  'Tis  paff  eight  already.  Sir. 

Fal.  Is  it  ?  I  will  then  addrefe  me  to  my  Appointment. 
Come  to  me  at  your  convenient  leifure,  and  you  ftiall  know 
how  I  fpeed;  and  the  Conclufionfliall  be  crown'd  with  your 
enjoying  her:  Adieu,  you  ftiall  have  her,  Mafter  Broom^ 
Mafter  Broomy  you  Ihall  cuckold  Ford.  [Exit. 

Ford.  Hum!  Ha!  Is  this  a  Vifion?  Is  this  a  Dream? 
Do  I  fleep?  Mifter  /(jrrf  awake,  awake  Mafter  Fordi  there's 
a  Hole  made  in  your  beft  Coat,  Mafter  Fordi  This  'tis  to 

be 
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be  married!  this  *tis  to  have  Linnen  and  Buck-baskets! 
Well,  I  will  proclaim  my  felf  whait  I  am;  I  will  now  tak^ 
the  Leacher ;  he  is  at  my  Houfe ;  he  cannot  'fcape  nre ; 
'cis  impoffible  he  ihould ;  he  cannot  creep  into  a  Halfpenny 
Purfc,  nor  into  a  Pepper-box.  But  left  the  Devil  that 
guides  him  (hould  aid  him,  I  will  fearch  impoffible  places; 
tho*  what  I  am  I  cannot  avoid,  yet  to  be  what  I  would 
not  (hall  not  ffuke  me  tame:  If  I  have  Horns,  to  make 
one  mad»  let  the  Proverb  go  with  me>  Til  be  horn-mad. 


ACT    IV.     S  CEN]^    I,         ,. 

Enter  .Mifirefs  Page,  Mifirefs  Quickly  and  William.' ; 

s 

Mrs.  Page.  T  S  he  at  Mr.  Fonts  already,  think*ft  then  ? 

X  Qffic*  Sure  he  is  by  this,  or  will  be  prtfene-i 
ly ;  but  truly  he  is  very  courageous  mad,  about  his  throwing 
into  the  Water.  Mrs.  Ford  defires  you  to  come  fuddenly.  -^ 

Mrs.  Page.  Pll  be  with  her  by  and  by;  I'll  but  bring  my 
young  Man  here  to  School.  Look  where  his  Mafter  comes ; 
"'tis  a  Playing-day  I  fee*  How  now,  Sir  Hngh^  no  School  to 
Day? 

Enter  Evans. 

Eva.  No;  Mafter  Slender  is  let  the  Boys  leave  to  play. 

Qnic.  Bleffing  of  his  Heart. 

Mrs.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  Husband  fays  my  Son  profits 
nothing  in  the  World  at  his  Book;  I  pray  you  ask  him 
fome  Queftions  in  his  Accidence. 

Eva.  Come  hither,  H^/7//4m;  hold  up  your  Head,  come.   ■ 

Mrs.  Page.  Come  Sirrah,  hold  up  your  Head;  anfwer 
your  Mafter,  be  hot  afraid. 

Eva.  William^  how  many  Numbers  is  in  Nouns  ? 

WilL  Two. 

QmIc.  Truly,  I  thought  there  had  been  one  Number  roore^ 
becaufe  they  fay,  od's  Nowns. 

i-r/i*. -Peace,  your  tattings.     What  is.  Fairy  ff^tlliamf 

Will.  Pulcher.^ 

Quic.  Poulcats?  There  are  fairer  things  than  Poulc^t^; 
fure. 
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Eva.  You  are  a  very  fimplicity  o'mao;  I  pny  you  pcicc. 

yVhtit  is,  Lajns,  mUiam  ? 
Will,  A  Stone. 

£va.  And  what  is  a  Stone*  Williami 
mu.  A  Pebble. 

Eva.  No,  it  is  Lapis:  I   pray  you  j%inember  id  your 
Prain. 

mil.  Lapis. 

Eva.  That  is  a  good  William:  What  is  he,  WsUiam^  that 
does  lend  Articles  $ 

JVslL  Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  Pronoun,  and  be  thus 
declin'd,  Singulariter  Nominativo,  hid  hdc,  hoc. 

Eva.  Nominativo^  hig^  hagy  hog;    pray  you  mark:  Gem- 
tivo,  hujus  :  Well,  what  is  your  jiccufative  Cafe? 
PFilL  ^ccufative^  hinc. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  have  your  remembrance.  Child,  jiccu^ 
fativoy  hing»  hangy  hog. 

Ouic.  Hang  hog  is  Latin  for  Bacon.     I  warrant  you. 
Eva.  Leave  you  Prabbles,  o'man.    What  is  the  Focativc 
Cafe,  miliami 

Will.  O,  Focativo,  O. 

Eva.  Remember  WUliam,  Focative,  is  caret, 
i^ic.  And  that's  a  good  Root. 
Eva.  O'man,  forbear. 
Mrs.  Page.  Peace. 

Eva.  What  is  your  Genitive  Cafe  Plural^  William  i 
Wiil.  Genitive  Cafe  ? 
Eva.  Ay. 

Will.  Genitive^  horum,  harum,  horum. 
Quic.  'Vengeance of  G/>yrtf^  Cafe ;  fie  on  her;  nevername 
her.  Child,  if  Ihe  be  a  Whore. 
Eva,  For  ftiame,  o'man, 

Qhsc.  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  Child  fuch  words :  He 
teaches  him  to  hie,  and  to  hac,  which  they'll  do  fail  enough 
of  themfelves;  and  to  call  horum  ;  fie  upon  you. 

Eva.  O'nian,  art  thou  Lunacies?  Haft  ibou  no  under- 
(landings  for  thy  Cafes,  and  the  Numbers  of  the  Genders? 
Thou  art  as  fooliih   Chriftjan  .Creitures  as  I  wcmld  de- 
fires. 
Mrs,  Page.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 
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Eva^  Shew  me  now,  WdlU^y  fomc  Dedcnfion^of  your 
Pronouns. 

Will.  Forfootb,  I  have  forgot. 

Eva.  Ix  is  Ch^h  q^y  quad;  if  you  forget  your  Quiesi  yoat 
QMcSj  and  ycfur  Ouodsy  you  muft  be  preeches:  Go  yoor 
ways  and  play,  go. 

Mrs.  Page.  He  \^  a  better  Sch6lair  than  I  thought  ht  \Ms. 

Eva.  He  fea  good  fprag  Memory •  Farewel,  Mis.f/tgt. 

Mrs.  Pa^e.,  Adim,  good  Sir Hugk 
Get  you  home.  Boy.  Come  we  flay  too  long.         [^Ex'i/lf$n 

S  C  E  N  E     IL 

Enter  TMaff  affd  Mijhefs  Tord. 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford^  your  Sorrow  hath  eaten  up  my  SufiTe** 
ranee ;  I  fee  you  are  obftqiiious  in  your  Love,  and  I  prolefs 
Requital  to  a  hairs  breath,  not  only,  Miftrefs  Fordf  in  th6 
fimpk*  Office  6f  Love,  biit  in  all  the  Accoiiftrement,  Gcftn* 
plen^ent,  and  Ceremony  of  it.  But  are  yoti  fure  of  'yotnr 
Husband  noW  ? 

Mrp.  Ford.  He's  a  birding,  fweet  Sir  johH. 

Mrs.  Page,  [withift.']  What  hoa,  Goffip  Ford  !  wha^  hca  / 

Mrs.  Ford.  Step  into  th' Chaniber,  Sit  John.  [£x.  FalttaiE 

Enter  Miftrefs  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  HdW  now,  fweet  Heart,  who's'  at  hdme  be* 
fides  iyolirfelf? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why  ndne  but  mine  own  People. 

Mrs.  P^e.  Indeed? 

Mrs.  Ford.  No  certainly.— —  Speak  loiider.  . 

Mrs.  Page.  Tftdy,  I  am  fo  glad  you  have  nb  body  heW. 

UmFard.  Why? 

Mrs.  Page.  Why  Woman,  your  Husband  if  m  kii  old 
LinW  agatit; .  he  fa  tak^s  on  yonder  with  iby  Htisband,  fo 
rails  agdidft  aU  married  Mankind,  fb  curfes  all  Eve\  Daugh- 
ters,' of  ^hftt  CQ0i|)l€xi6n  (bever,  ahd  fo  buffets  himftlf  on 
the  i!ore«>headf  ending  pedr-out,  peer^out,  that  any  Madfifeft 
I  ever  yet  behela  feem'd  but  Tamenefs,  Civility  and  Pati» 
en^  ca  this  his  Difteinper  he  is  in  how;  I  atai  ^Ik!  the  fat 
Knight  is  not  here. 

Mill  At^.  Why  does  he  talk  of  Mm? 
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Mrs.  Tdge.  Of  none  but  him,  and  fwears  he  was  caiiyd  I 
out,  the  laft  time  he  fearch'd  for  him,  in  a  Basket;  pro- 
cefts  to  my  Husband  he  is  now  here,  and  hath  drawn  woi 
and  the  reft  of  their  Company  from  their  Sport,  to  male 
another  Experiment  of  his  Sufpicion,  but  I  am  glad  die 
Knight  is  not  here;  now  he  (hall  fee  his  own  Fodery. 

Mrs.  Ford*  How  near  is  he,  Miftrefs  Page\ 

.  Mrs*  Page.  Hard  by,  at  Streets  end,  he  will  be  here  aoonJ 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  undone,  the  Knight  is  here. 
.   Mrs.  Page.   Why  then  you  are  utterly  fliam'd,  and  be^ 
but  a  dead  Man.  What  a  Woman  are  you?  Away  with 
him,  away  with  him,  better  Shame  than  Murthen 

Mrs.  Ford.  Which  way  ihould  he  go?  How  ihould  I 
beftow  him  f  Shall  I  put  him  into  the  Basket  again  ? 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  No^  ril  come  no  more  i'ch  Basket; 
May  I  not  go  out  e'er  he  come  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas,  three  of  Matter  Fori*s  Brothers'  watch 
the  Door  with  Piftols,  that  none  ihould  iflue  out, otherwife 
yoii  might  flip  away  e'er  he  came:  But  what makeyou  here? 

Fal.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  I'll  creep  up  into  the  ChioMiey. 

Mrs.  Ford.  There  they  always  ufe  to  difcharge  tneir 
Birding<'Pieces ;  creep  into  the  KilKHole. 

Fal.  Where  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford^  He  will  feck  there,  on  my  Word :  Neither 
Prefs,  Coffer,  Cheft,  Trunk,  Well,  Vault,  but  he  hath 
an  Abftrad  for  the  remembrance  of  fuch  Places,  and  goes 
to  them  by  his  Note ;  there  is  no  hiding  you  in  the  Houfe. 

Fal.  I'll  go  out  then. 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  go  out  in  your  own  Semblance,  you 
die.  Sir  John^  unlefs  you  go  out  difguis*d*  How  might  we 
cfifguifehim? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alafs*the-Day;  I  know  not,  there  is  no  Wo- 
man's Gown  big  enough  for  him,  otherwife  he  might  put 
on  a  Hat,  a  Muffler,  and  a  Kercheif,  and  fo  efcape.   • 

FaL  Good  Hearts,  devife  fomething;  any  Extremity,  ra- 
ther than  Mifchief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  My  Maid's  Aunt,  the  fat  Woman  of  Braif^ 
firdy  has  a  Gown  above. 

Mrs.  Page.  On  my  Word  it  will  ferve  him,  iht*s  as  big 
as  he  is ;  and  there's  her  thrumb  Hat,  and  her  Muffler  too. 
Kqq  up.    Sir  John.  Mn.  F§r^ 
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Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  go^  fwect  Sitjohn^  Miftrefs  Pageznd,  I 
will  lobk  fome  Linncn  for  your  I^ead. 

Mrs.  Page.  Quicks  quick,  we'll  come  drefs  vou  ftraigtit; 
put  on  the  Gown  the  while*  [Exk  Falftaff. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  would  my  Husband  would  meet  him  in 
^Tiis  Shape,  he  cannot  abide  the  old  Woman  of  Brainfordi 
he  fwears  (he's  a  Witch^  forbad  her  my  Houfe,  and  hatti 
thfeatned  to  beat  her. 

Mrs.  Pagci  Heav'n  guide  him  to  thy  Husband's  Cudge/, 
and  the  Devil  guide  his  Cudgel  afterwards. 

Mrs.  Ford.  But  is  my  Husband  coming? 

Mrs.  Page.  Ay  in  good  Sadnefs  is  he,  and  talks  of  the 
^Basket  too^  howloever  he  hatli  had  Intelligence. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  try  that;  for  I'll  appoint  my  Men  to 
carry  the  Basket  again^  to  meet  him  at  tne  Door  with  it,  as 
they  did  laft  time. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  fee  here  prefently ;  let's  go  dreft 
him  like  the  Witch  of  Bnunford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  firfi  direft  my  Men*  what  they  fhalido 
with  the  Basket;  go  up,  I'll  bring  Linnen  for  him  ftraight* 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him*  difiioneft  Variety 
We  cannot  mifufe  him  enough. 
We'll  leave  a  Proof,  by  that  which  we  will  do, 
Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too. 
We  do  not  ad*  that  often  jeft  and  laugh: 
•Tis  old,  but  true.  Still  Swine  eats  all  the  Draug!iJ 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go  Sirs,  take  the  Basket  again  on  your  Shoul- 
ders; yourMafteris  hard  at  door;  if  he  bidyoufet  it  down, 
obey  him:  Quickly,  difpatch. 

Enter  Servants  with  the  Basket. 

1  Serv.  Come,  come,  take  up. 

2  Serv.  Pray  Heav'n  it  be  not  full  of  the  Knight  againi 
X  Serv.  I  hope  not.    I  had  as  lief  bear  fo  much  Lead. 

Enter  Ford,  Shallow,  Page,  Caius  and  Evans. 
Ford.  Ay,  but  if  it  prove  true.  Matter  Page^  have  you  any 
way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ?  Set  down  the  Basket,  Vil- 
lain ;  fomebody  call  my  Wife :  Youth  in  a  Basket.  Oh  you 
panderly  Rifcals,  there's  a  Knot,  a  Gang,  a  Pack,  a  Con- 
fpiracy  againft  me;  now  (hall  the  Devil  be  ftiam'd,  What, 
I  fav,  come,  come  forth*  behold  what  honeft  Cbatfas  you 
fend  forth  to  bleaching. 
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Tage.  Why,  this  palTes  Mr.  Ford\  you  are  not  to  go  feofc 
nay  longer,  you  muft  be  pinnion'd. 

Enja.  Why,  this  is  Lunaticks;  this  is  mad  as  a  mad  Dog. 

ShaL  Indeed.  Mr.  Fordy  this  is  not  wel)  indeed. 

Ford.  So  fay  I  too.  Sir.  Come  hither  Miftrefs  Ford^  Miffatfi 
Fordy  the  honeft  Woman,  the  modeft  Wife,  the  vinuoai 
Creature,  that  hath  the  jealous  Fool  to  her  Husband :  I 
fufpeft  without  Caufe,  Miftrefs,  do  I  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heav*n  be  my  Witnefs  you  do,  if  you  fufpefi 
me  in  any  Difhbnefty. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  Brazen-face,  hold  it  out :  Come  fortl^ 
Sirrah.  {PuUi  the  Cl0aths  out  of  the  Baskets 

Page.  This  pafles. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Are  }  ou  not  afliam'd,  let  the  Cloaths  alone. 

Fordn  I  (hall  find  you  anon. 

Eva.  'Tis  unreafonable;  will  you  take  up  your  Wife's 
Cloaths  ?  Come  aWay. 

Ford.  Empty  the  Basket,  I  fay.     . 

Mrs. Ford.  Why  Man,  why? 

Ford.  Matter  Pa^e,  as  I  am  a  Man,  there  was  one  con- 
vey'd  out  of  my  Houfe  Yefterday  in  this  Basket;  why  m^ 
not  he  be  there  again  ?  In  my  Houfe  I  am  fure  he  is  ;  my 
Intelligence  is  true,  my  Jealoufie  is  reafonable,  pluck  me  out 
all  the  Linnen. 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  find  a  Man  there,  he  ftiall  die  A  Flea's 
death. 

Page.  Here's  no  Man. 

ShaL  By  my  Fidelity  this  is  not  not  well,  Mn  Ford;  this 
wrongs  you, 

Eva.  Mr.  Fordj  you  muft  pray,  and  not  follow  the  Ima;- 
ginations  of  your  own  Heart;  this  is  Jealoufiesl 

Ford.  Well,  he's  not  here  I  feek  for. 

Page.  No,  nor  no  where  elfc  but  in  your  BrainJ 

Ford.  Help  to  fearch  my  Houfe  this  one  time  ;  if  I  find 
not  what  I  ieck,  ihew  no  colour  for  my  Extremity ;  let 
me  for  ever  be  your  Table-fport;  let  them  fay  of  dei  As 
jealous  as  Fordy  that  fearched  a  hollow  Wall-nut  for  his 
Wives  Lemman.  Satisfie  me  once  more,  once  more  fearch 
with  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  hoa,  Miftrefs  Page  t .  come  you  and  the 
old  Woman  down;  my  Husband  will  come  ioco  the 
Chamber.  '  JFW. 
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VwL  Old  Woman,  {  What  old  Womao's  that  3 

Mrs.  Vord.  Why,  it  is  my  Maid's  Aiint  of  Brninfrrd^    ^ 

Ford.  A  Witcb^  a  Quean«  an  old  cozeoiog. Quean;  faave 
I  not  forbid  her  roy  Houfe?  She  comes  of  Errands,  does 
file }  Vft  are  fimple  Men^i^  we  do  not  know  what's  broughc 
to  pafs  under  the  Profeffion  of  Fortune-telling.  She  wori^ 
by  Charms,,  by  Spells,,  by  th' Figure,  and^iuch  dawjbry  ii^ 
this  is,  beyond  our  Element;  we  kpow  nothing*  Q9ffl§ 
down/you  Witch,  you  Hag  you,  comedown^I  fay.'.; 

Mrs.  Fiir4/.;  Nay,  gDod.fweet  Husband;  good Gentleil^ 
let  him  not  firike  the  old  Woman.  •«  .: 

Enttr  Falflaff  in  Womws  Chdibf.  </ 

Mrs.  Page.  Come  Mother  Prat^  come,  gjive  meyoor 
Hand. 

Ford.  riJ  Pjdrhtr.  Out  of  my  Door  you  Witch,  [Boats  him.l 
you  Hag,  you  Baggage,  you  Poulcar,  you  Runnion,  out, 
out;  ril  Conjure  you,  Pll  Fortune- tell  you.  [Exif  Fal, 

Mrsw/'^c^r.  Areyou  not  afliam'd?  ;  ^. 

I  think  you  have  kilTd  the  poor  Woman.  ^^   t 

Mrs.  For  J.  Nay,  he  will  do  k;  *tis  a  goodly  Credit  Yg^ 
yop. 
^  Ford*  Hang  her.  Witch.  i 

Eva.  By  yea,  and  no,  I  think  the  o'man  is  a  Witch  in-^ 
deed:  I  like  not  when  a  o'man  has  a  great  Peard;  I  ipy  a 
great  Peard  under  his  Mufijer. 

Ford.  Will  you  follow, Gentlemen?  I  befeechyou  foUow;^. 
fee  but  the  Iflue  of  my  Jealoufie ;  if  I  cry  out  thus  uipoii 
no  Trial,  never  truft  me  when  I  open  again.  .    , 

Pago.  Let's  obey  his  Humour  a  little  further ; 
Come,  Gentlemen.  [Exeuml 

Mrs,  Page.  Truft  me  he  beat  him  moft  pitifully. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  by  th*  Mafs  that  he  did  not ;  he  beat  him 
moft  unpitifully,  methought. 

Mrs.  Pago.  I'll  have  the  Cudgel  hallowed,  and  hungo*er 

the  Altar,  it  hath  done  meritorious  Service.  r 

-  Mrs.  Ford.yi\i^t  think  you?  May  we,  with  the  warrant 

of  Woman-hood,  and  the  witnefs  of  a  good  Confcience,.  pur-. 

fue  him  with  any  further  Revenge  ? 

Mxs.Pa£o.  The  Sfwit  of  Wantonnefs  is  fure  far'd  out 
of  him;  ifthe  Devi|  lute  him  not  in  Fee-fimple,  withj^^ine^ 
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and  Recovery,  he  will  never,  I  thuds,  in  the  wrjr  of  wifcl 
attempt  us  again, 

JMrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  tell  our  Husbands  how  we  htveib* ' 
Vedhim? 

Mrs.  Pd^e.  Yes,  by  all  means^  if  it  be  but  to  fcnoe  tk 
Figures  out  of  your  Husband's  Braim  If  they  can  nod  ii 
their  Hearts  the  poor  unvircuous  fat  Knight  fhall  be  any 
ftirtker  affiled,  we  two  will  ftill  be  the  Minifters* 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  warrant  they'll  have  him  pubUckly  fham'di* 
and  methinks  there  would  be  no  period  to  the  Jeft,  ihouU  he 
not  be  publickly  (ham*d. 

Mrs. Page.  Come  to  the  Forge  with  it,  then  (h ape  it:  I 
would  not  have  things  cooK  '  lEximu, 

SCENE     IIL 

Enter  Hod  aptd  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir,  the  German  defires  to  have  three  of  your 
Horfes;  the  Duke  himfelf  will  be  to  Morrow  at  Court,  and 
they  are  going  to  meet  him. 

Hofi.  What  Duke  ihould  that  be  comes  fb  fecretly?  I 
hear  not  of  him  in  the  Court:  Let  me  fpeak  with  the  Gen- 
demen;  they  fpeak  £)sr^/r/&  ? 

Bar.  Sir,  I'll  call  them  to  you. 

Hefl.  They  (hall  have  my  Horfes,  but  I'll  make  them 
pay,  I'll  fawce  them.   They  have  had  my  Houfe  a  Week  at  * 
Command;  I  have  turn'd  away  my  other  Guefts;  thcymuft 
come  o£F,  1*11  fawce  them,  come.  [Exmm. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  Mifirefs  Page,  Mifirefs  Ford* 

and  Evans. 

Eva.  Tis  one  of  the  befl  Difcretions  of  a  o'man  as  ever 
I  did  look  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefe  Letters  at  an  io« 
ftant? 

Mrs.  Page.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  Houn 

Terd.  Pardon  me.  Wife.   Henceforth  do  what  thou  wih; 
I  rather  will  fufpeft  the  Sun  with  cold#  ! 

Than  thee  withW^Qtonnels;  now  doch  thy  Honour  ibflidt . 

IB 
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•  «  ■ .    ■  , 

In  him  that  was  of  late  an  Heretick, 

As  firm  of  Faith.  ,  *      V 

Page.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well ;  to  more.  '; 

Be  not  extream  in  Submiffion,  as  in  Offence, 
But  let  our  Plot  go  forward :  Let  bur  Wives  -'  •  ^ 

Yet  once  again,  to  make  us  publick  Sporty  ' 

Appoint  a^Meeting  with  this  old  fat  FelloW,  /'  ^ 

Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they  fpokeof. 

Page.  How  ?  to  fend  him  Word  tfaeyll  meet  him  in  thi 
Park  at  Midnight?  Fie,,  fie,  he'll  never  come. 

Eva.  You  fay  he  hath  been  thrown  into  the  River;  'and 
has  been  grievoufly  peaten^  as  an  old  o*man';  methinfer  therk 
fhould  be  Terrors  in  him>  that  he  fhould  not  come ;  me>f 
thinks  his  Flefh  is  punifh'd,  he  ihall  have  no  Defires» 

Page.  So  think  I  too. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Devife  but  how  you'll  ufe  him  when  he  cdaieH 
And  let  us  two  devife  to  bring  him  thither. 

Mrs.  Page.  There  is  an  old  Tale  goes,  that  Heme  the  '  ^ 
Hunter,  (bmetime  a  Keeper  in  Windfor  tbreft,  , 

Doth  all  the  Winter  time  at  ftill  of  Midnight 
Walk  round  about  an  Oak,  with  great  ragged'Horns* 
And  there  he  blafts  the  Tree,  and  takes  the  Cattle, 
And  makes  Milch-kine  vield  Blood,  and  (hakes  a  Chain 
In  a  moft  hideous  and  oreadful  manner. 
You  have  heard  of  fuch.a  Spirit,  and  well  you  know 
The  fuperftitious  idle-headed  Eld 
Receivy,  and  did  deliver  to  our  Age 
This  Tale  of  Heme  the  Hunter  for  a  Truth. 

Page.  Why  yet  there  want  not  many  that  do  fear 
In  deep  of  Night  to  walk  by  this  Herne*^  Oak : 
But  what  of  this? 

Mrs.  Ford. '  Marry  this  is  our  Device* 
That  Palfiaff^t  that  Oak  (hall  meet  with  us. 

Page.  WelU  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'll  come. 
And  in  this  Shape  when  you  have  brought  him  thither,' 
What  (hall  be  dqne  with  him  ?  What  is  your  Plot  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  That  likewife  we  have  thought  upon,  and  thus: 
Nan  Page,  (mv  Daughter^  and  my  little  Son, 
And  three  or  rotir  nit^'of  their  Growth,  we'll  dre/s   '  , . 
Urchinsi*  Oophesi  tmd  Fairiesi  gretiv  wii  ^V^t^  ^ 

N  2         -  N»«& 
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With  Rounds  of  waxen  Tapers  on  their  Heads, 
And  Rattles  in  their  Hands;  upon  a  fiidden^ 
As  Falfiafy  (he,  and  I,  are  newly  met. 
Let  them  from  forth  i  Saw-pit  rufli  at  once 
With  fome  diffufed  Song :  Upon  their  fight 
We  two,  in  great  Aroazednefs,  will  fly; 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about. 
And  Fairy-like  to  pinch  the  unclean  Knight; 
And  ask  him  why,  that  Hour  of  Fairy  Revel, 
In  their  fo  facred  Paths  he  dares  to  tread 
In  Shape  prophane* 

Mrs.  Ford.  And  'till  he  tell  the  Truth, 
Let  the  fuppofed  Fairies  pinch  him  founds 
And  burn  him  with  their  Tapers. 

Mrs.  Page.  The  Truth  being  known. 
Well  all  prefent  our  felves;  dif-horn  the  Spirit, 
And  mock  him  home  to  Wmdfor. 

Ford.  The  Children  muft 
Be  pradis'd  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne*er  do't. 

Eva.  I  will  teach  the  Children  their  Behaviours ;  and  I 
will  be  like  a  Jack-a-oapes  alfo,  to  burn  the  Knight  with  my 
Taber.  ' 

Ford.  That  will  be  excellent. 
rU  go  buy  them  Vizards, 

Mrs.  Page.  My  Nan  fhall  be  the  Queen  of  all  the  Fairiei, 
finely  attir'd  in  a  Robe  of  white. 

Page.  That  Silk  would  I  go  buy,  and  in  that  time 
Shall  Mr.  Slender  fleal  my  Nan  away. 
And  marry  hei*  at  Eaton.  Go,  fend  to  Falfiaff  ftraight. 

Ar^..Nay,  Til  to  him  again  in  name  oi Broom \ 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  Purpofe.    Sure  he*ll  come. 

Mrs.  Page.  Fear  not  you  that;  go  get  us  Properties 
And  Tricking  for  your  Fairies. 

Eva.  Let  us  about  it. 
It  is  admirable  Pleafures,  and  ferry  honeft  Knaveries. 

[Exeunt  Page,  Ford  and  Evans* 

Mrs.  Page.  Go,  Mrs.  Ford^ 
Send  quickly  to  Sir  John^  to  know  his  Mind.  [Ex.  Mrs.  Ford, 
m  to  the  Dodor,  he  hath  my  good  WilL 
And  none  but  he  to  marry  with  Nam  Page. 
That  Slender,  tho?  well  landed*  is  an  Ideot ; 
And  he  my  Husband  bed  of  all  affeds:  The 
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The  Do6lor  is  well  inoayM,  and  his  .Friends 

Potent  at  Court;  he»  none  but  he  fliall  faaveiiefy 

T4io'  twenty  thourand  worthier  came  to  crave  hen    [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Hoft  and  Simple. 

Ho[t.  What  wouldft  thou  have^  Boor,  what?  Thick- 
skin^  fpeak,  breathe,  difcufs;  brief,  ihort^  quick,  fiiap«t 

Simp.  Marry,  Sir,  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Sir  John  Fsyiaff*^ 
from  Mr.  Slender. 

Hoft.  There's  his  Clumber,  his  Houfe,  his  CafUe,  his 
Standing-bed  and  Truckle-bed;  *tis  painted  about  with  the 
Story  of  the  Prodigal,  frefh .  and  new ;  go,  knock  and  call ; 
he'll  fpeak  like  ab  Anthropophaginian  unto  thee :  Knock,  I 
fay. 

j^imp.  There's  an  old  Woman,  a  fat  Woman  gone  up  in- 
to his  Chamber;  V\\  be  fo  bold  as  flay.  Sir,  'till  ihe  cooie 
down ;  I  cbgie  to  fpeak  with  her  indeed. 

Hojt.  Ha  i  a  fat  Woman  ?  The  Knight  may  be  Tobb*d : 
ril  call.  Bully-Knight !  Bully-Sir  >*«  /  fpeak  from  thy 
Lungs  Military:  Art  thou  there?  It  is  thine  Hoft,  thine 
Ephejian  calls. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

FaL  How  now,  mine  Hoft  ? 

Hofi.  Here's  a  Bohemian-Tartar  tarries  the  coming  down 
of  thy  fat  Woman :  Let  her  defcend.  Bully,  let  her  de- 
ficend;  my  Chambers  are  honourable.  Fie,  Privacy?  Fie» 

FaL  There  was,  mine  Hoft,  an  old  faffWToman  even,  now: 
with  me,  but  flic's  gone. 

Simp.  Pray  you.  Sir,  was't  not  the  wife  Woman  of  Br^jw- 
ford? 

FaL  Ay  marry  was  ir,  MufTel-ftiell,  what  would  yoii 
with  her?' 

Simp.  My  Mafter,  Sir,  my  M  after  Slender  fenc  to  faer« 
feeing  her  go  thro*  the .  Street,  to  know.  Sir,  whether  one 
Njm^  Sir,  that  beguil'd  him  of  a  Chain,  had  the  Chain, 
or  no. 

tiU^  I  fpake  with  the  old  Woman  about  it, 

^/»f<»  And  what  ftytihe,  I  pray  Sir^  - 
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Fdl.  Marry  (he  (ays,  that  tltt  very  fame  MtQ.  tbtt.  bc^  ' 
guird  Mafter  SUnder  of  his  Chain^  coZjen*d  him  of  itor 

J  Simp.  I  would  I  could  have  fpoken  with  the  Wona  her 
felfy  I  had  other  things  to  have  fpokeo  with  her  too»  from 
him. 

FaL  What  are  they?  Let  us  know. 

Hofi.  Ky^  come;  quick. 
\'Simp.  I  may  not  conceal  them,  Sir»  ' 

Hofi.  Conceal  them,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

Simp.  Why,  Sir,  they  were  nothing  but  about  Miftrefs 
jime  Page,  to  know  if  it  were  my  Matter's  Fortune  to  have 
her  or  no. 
-   Jvf/.  'Tis,  'tis  his  Fortune. 

Siff^.  What,  Sir  ? 
'    FaL  To  have  her,  or  no:  Go;  fay  the  Woman  toldmiefb. 

Simp.  May  I  be  bold  to  fay  fo,  Sir? 

Fal.  Ay  Sir;  like  who  more  bold. 

Sin^.  I  thank  your  Worihip:  I  fhall  make  my  Mafter 
glad  with  thefe  Tidings.  \JExii  Simple. 

•    Mafi.  Thou  art  darkly;  thou  art  darkly.  Sir  J^hn:  Was 
ifaere  a  wife  Woman  with  thee? 

FaL  Ay,  that  there  was,  mine  H$fiy  one  that  hath 
taught  me  more  Wit  than  ever  I  learn'd  before  in  my  Life; 
and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid  for  my 
learning. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Outalas,  Sir,  Cozenage;  meerCozenage,- 

Hefi.  Where  be  my  Horfes  ?  Speak  well  of  them,;  Vtr- 
letto.     .         :\  .♦».  . 

Bard.  Run  away  with  the  Cozeners;  forfofoon  as  I  came 
be3K>hd  EaMfhthty  threw  me  off  from  behind  one  of  them 
in  a  Slough  of  Mire,  and  fet  Spurs,  and  away;  like  three 
Germase  Devils,:  three  Dodor  Fanfiujfes. 

Hefi.  They  are  gone  but  to  meet  the  Duke>  ViUain,  do 
notifay  they  he  fled;  German  ar^  honeft  Men.*  * 

Enter  Evans. 
.    Eva.  Where  i$  mine  Hofif  .  ./  ,  .,.7 

Hofi.  What  is  the  Matter,  Sir?  ,     , 

Eva.  Have  j-  care  of  your  Entertainments;  (there.  H  t 
Friend  of  mine  comeiiO'Towii^'teUs^nie  tbter4Js/chr^  Co- 

2en« 
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Eeii^Jernians  that  has  cozen'd  all  the  Hcfis  of  Readit^^  of 
Maidem^em^  of  CoU^Brook^  of  Horfes  and  lAonv.  I  tell 
you  for  goodwill,  look  you*  you  are  wife,  and  fall  of 
:Gibes  and  vlouting-Stocks,  and  'tis  not  convenient  you 
ihould  be  cozened;  fare  you  well.  [Exit^ 

Enter  Caius. 

CatHs.  Ver'is  mint  Hofide  Jam<ri 

Hofi.  Herej  Mafter  Dodor,  in  Perplexity  and  doubtful 
Delenima. 

Caius.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat;  but  it  is  tell-a-me,  dat 
you  make  a  grand  Preparation  for  a  Duke  de  y^manj;  by, 
my  trot*  der  is  no  Duke  dat  the  Court  is  know>  to  come : 
I  tell  you  for  good  Will ;  adiei:.  '  [Exiu 

Hofi.  Hue  and  Cry,  Villain,  go;  affift  me.  Knight,  I 
ifn  undone;  fly^  run.  Hue  and  Cry,  Villain;  I  am  undone, 

lExit. 

Fal.  I  would  all  the  World  might  be  cozen*d,  for  I  have 
been  co;zened  and  beaten  too^  If  it  /hould  come  to  the  Ear 
,of  the  Court,  how  I  have  been  transformed*  and  how  my 
Transformation  has  been  waih*d  and  cudgel'd^  they  would 
melt  me  out  of  my  Far^  Drop  by  Drop,  and  liquor  Fiflier- 
inens  Boots  with  me;  I  warrant  they  would  whip  me  with, 
their  fine  Wits,  'till  I  were  as  creft-faln  as  a  dry'd  Pear,  I 
never  profper'd  fince  I  forfwore  my  felf  at  Primero.  Well,  if 
jmy  Wind  were  but  long  >enough,  I  would  repent*  Now» 
whence  come  you  i 

Enter  Mifirefs  Quickly. 

Quic.  From  the  two  Parties,  Forfooth* 

Fal.  The  Devil  take  one  Party^  and  his  Dam  theother^ 
and  (b  they  ihall  be  both  beflow'd;  I  havefuffer'd  more  for 
their  Sakes,  more  than  the  villainous  Inconftancy  of  Kfofs 
Difpofition  is  'able  to  bear. 

Qjj^c.  And  have  not  they  fuffer*d?  yes,  I  warrant,  fpe* 
cioiuly  one  of  them ;  lAi^xtk  Ford^  good  Heart,  is  beaten 
black  and  blue,  that  you  cannot  fee  a  white  Spot  about  her.  " 

FaL  What  telFft  thou  me  of  black  and  blue  ?  I  was  bea- 
ten my  felf  into  all  the  Colours  of  the  Rain-Bow;  and  I 
was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  Witch  of  Brainfrrd^  but 
that  my  admirable  Dexterity  of  Wit,  my  counterfeiting  the 
Adion  of  in  old  Woman  delivered  me,  the  Knave  Conftable 
had  ftt  mc  iW  Stocfc^iW  common  ^Qd&  {ot  i^Vcdou 
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Qmc.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  with  you  in  your  Chtmber,  yoa 
ihall  hear  how  things  go,  and,  I  warrant,  to  your  Content 
Here  is  a  Letter  will  fay  fonQewhat.  Good  Hearts,  what  a- 
do  is  here  to  bring  you  together?  Sure  one  of  you  does  not 
ferve  Heav'n  well,  that  you  are  fo  crofs'd. 

FaL  Come  up  into  my  Chamber.  \jExeMm. 

S  C  E  N  E     VI. 

Enter  Fenton  and  Hoft. 

Hofi.  Mafter  Fenton^  talk  not  to  me,  my  Mind  is  heavy, 
I  will  give  over  alK 

Fent.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak;  alii  ft  me  in  my  Purpofe, 
And,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  TU  give  thee 
A  hundred  Poiind  in  Gold,  more  than  your  Lofs. 

Hoft.  I  will  hear  you,  Mafter  Fenton  \  and  I  will,  at  the 
leaft,  keep  your  Counfel. 

Fent.  From  time  to  time  I  have  acquainted  you 
With  the  dear  Love  I  bear  to  fair  y4nne  PagCy 
Who,  mutually,  hath  anfwer'd  my  AfFedion, 
(So  far  forth  as  her  felf  might  be  her  Chufer) 
Even  to  my  Wi(h  ;  I  have  a  Letter  from  her 
Of  fuch  Contents,  as  you  will  wonder  at; 
Thy  Mirth  whereof,  fo  larded  with  my  Matter, 
That  neither  fingly  cm  be  manifefted. 
Without  the  fliew  of  both.     Fat  Sir  John  Fdftaff 
Hath  a  great  Scene;  the  Image  of  the  Jeft 
1*11  fliew  you  here  at  large.   Hark  good  mine  Hoft; 
Tp  Night  at  Herne^s  Oak,  juft  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
Muft  my  fweet  Nan  prefent  the  Fairy  Queen, 
The  Purpofe  why  is  here;  in  which  Difguife, 
While  other  Jefts  are  fomething  rank  on  Foot, 
Her  Father  hath  commanded  her  to  fl"p 
Away  with  Slender^  and  with  him  at  Eaton 
Immediately  to  marry;  ihe  hath  confented.   Now  Sir, 
Her  Mother,  even  ftrong  againft  that  Match, 
And  firm  for  DoSor  Caius^  hath  appointed 
That  he  ftiall  like  wife  fhuffle  her  away. 
While  other  Sports  arc  tasking  of  their  Mindsy 
And  at  the  Deanry,  where  a  Prieft  attends. 
Straight  marry  her;  to  this  her  Mother's  Plot 

She, 
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she,  feemingly  obedient,  likewife  hath 

Made  Proaiife  to  the  Dod:or :  Now  thus  #Lrefts; 

Her  Father  means  (he  (hall  be  all  in  White* 

And  in  that  Habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 

To  take  her  by  the  Hand,  and  bid  her  go, 

She  (hall  go  with  him.     Her  Mother  hath  intended. 

The  better  to  devote  her  to  the  Do&or, 

(For  they  mufl:  all  be  mask'd  and  vizarded) 

That  quaint  in  Green*  (he  (hall  be  loofe  enrob-d. 

With  Ribbands-Pendant,  flaring 'bout  her  Head; 

And  when  the  Dodor  fpies  his  Vantage  ripe. 

To  pinch  her  by  the  Hand,  and  on  that  Token, 

The  Maid  hath  given  Confent  to  go  with  him. 

Hofi.  Which  means  (he  to  deceive?  Father,  orMother) 
Fent.  Both,  my  good  Hofl,  to  go  along  with  me,. 

And  here  it  refts,  that  you'll  procure  the  Vicar 

To  ftay  for  me  at  Church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 

And  in  the  lawful  Name  of  marrying. 

1  o  ^ive  our  Hearts  united  Ceremony. 
Hefi.  Well,  husband  your  Device ;  111  to  the  Vi^ar, 

Bring  you  the  Maid,  you  (hall  not  lack  a  Pricft. 
Fent.  So  (hall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee; 

Be(ide,  1*11  make  a  prefent  Recomperice.  [Exti^^ 

ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

■  ■     ■ 

Enter  FaKlaflP  and  Adifirefs  Quickly. 

j4/.T)Rithee  no  more  pratling ;  go,  I'll  hold.     This  ft  th$ 
JL    third  time;  I  hope  go^  Luck  lyes  in  odd  Numbers ; 
away,  go,    they  fay  there  is  Divinity  in  odd   NumberS| 
either  in  Nativity.  Chance  or  Death;  away. 

Qjjiic.  ril  provide  you  a  Chain,  and  I'll  do  what  I  can 
to  get  you  a  Pair  of  Horns.  [Exit  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Fal.  A  way,I  fay,time  wt^rs ;  hold  up  your  Head,  and  mince. 

Enter  Ford. 
How  now,  '!AT.Bro0m\  Mr.  Bw«r,    the  Matter  wiU  be 
known  to  Night,  or  never.     Be  you  in  the  Park  about  ^id« 
Night,  at  HerniU  Oak,  and  you  (haU  fee  Wonders. 

Ford.  Went  you  oot  to  her  Yefterdays  Sir,  as  ypu'  told 
me  you  had  appointed?  '    .  .     -'        \ 
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Fal.  I  went  to  her^  Mafter  Brooms  u  van  kfy  lib  f 
foot  old  JAzn^Mjk  I  came  from  her,  MMcr  Brmm,  tte 
a  poor  old  Woman*  That  fame  Knave,  Ford  her  Hasbad^ 
hath  the  fineft  mad  Devil  of  Jeabufie  io  him,  Mifinfv 
Broomj  that  ever  govern'd  Frenzy.  I  will  tell  youi  he  beat 
me  grievoufly,  in  the  ihape  of  a  Woman;  for  in  the  ihape 
of  a  Man,  Mafter  Broom,  I  fear  not  GoUah  with  i  •  Wet« 
ver's  Beam,  becaufe  I  know  alfo  Life  is  a  Shuttle.  •  I  am 
in  hafte,  go  along  with  me,  I'll  tell  you  all,  Mafter  ^r#0M> 
Since  I  pluckt  Geefe,  play'd  Truant,  and  whipt  Top,  I 
knew  not  what  'twas  to  be  beaten,  'till  lately.  Follow  mi} 
I'll  tell  you  ftrange  things  of  this  Knave  Ford,  on  whom 
to  Night  I  will  be  revengfd,  and  I  will  deliver  his  Wife  into 
youir  Hand.  Fpllow,  ftrange  things  in  hand,  Mafter  Broom^ 
IpUow.    '  [Exetff^f 

S  C  E  N  E     IL 

Enter  Page,  Shallow  and  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come ;  we'll  couch  i'th*  Caftle^ditch,  *tilf 
we  fee  the  light  of  our  Fairies.  Remember*  Son  Slender^  mjr 
Daughter. 

SUft.  Ay  Forfootb,  I  have  fpoke  with  her,  and  we* hare i 
Nay-word  how  to  know  one  another.  I  come  to  her  in 
white  and  cry  Mum,  ftie  cries  Budget,  and  by  that  we 
know  one  another. 

ShaL  That's  good  too;  but  what  needs  either  your  Mum, 
or  her  Budget?  The  white  will  decipher  her  well  enough, 
It  hath  ftruck  ten  a^Clock. 

i'a^ep  The  Night  is  dark,  Light  and  Spirits  will  become 
it  well;  Heav'n  profper  our  Sport.   No  Man  means  evil  but  ^ 
|he  DeviL  and  we  fhall  know  him  by  his  Horns.    Let*s  a* 

p\yi  follow  me.  [^Exmm. 

'  'i  -  '     .    ■  .  « 

S  C  E  N  E     III. 

'       eritor  Mijhefs  Page,  AfiflrefiFord  ami Cmu     . 

iilrsl  P^i.  Mr.  Dpftor,  my  I^au^hter  it  in  green;  when 
ym  ^yoiir  timct  takfi  ^er  by  the  Habd,  away  with-Jier 
CO  the  Deaniy^ "  and"  idJl^atch  it  quiddy  f  ^  bcfytc  into  the 
Pj«kj  we  two  mujQ;  go  together.     * 
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QiiHs.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do;  adieu.  [Exit^ 

■  Mrs.  Pag0.  l?^xt  you  well,  Sir.  My  Husband  will  not  re? 

joice  fo  much  at  the  Abufe  oi  Falfiaf^  as  he  will  chafe  at  the 

Doftor's  marrying  my  Daughter:  But  'tis  no  matter;  bett* 

a  little  chiding,  than  a  great  deal  of  heart-break. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Where  is  Ndn  now,  and  her  Tr90p  of  Fai- 
ries,   and  the  Welch  Devil  Heme  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  They  are  all  couch'din  a  Pit  hard  by  Herne*% 
Oak,  with  obfcur'd  Lights ;  which  at  the  very  inftant  of 
Falfiaf^s' 2nd  our  meeting  they  will  at  once  difplay  to  the 
Nighr. 

Mrs.  Ford,  That  cannot  chufe  but  amaze  him. 

Mr?.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amaz'd  he  will  be  mock'd ;  if  he 
be  amaz'd  he  will  be  mock'd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  betray  him  finely, 

Mrs.  Page*  Againft  fuch  Leudfters,  and  their  Lechery, 
Thofe  that  betray  them  do  no  Treachery. 

Mfs.  Ford.  The  Hour  draws  on ;  to  the  Oak,  to  the  Oak 

[Exemnt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Evans  and  Fairies. 

Eva.  Trih,  trib,  Fairies;  come,  and  remember  your 
Parts:  Bepold,  I  pray  you,  follow  me  into  the  Pit,  and 
when  I  give  the  Watch-*ords  do  as  I  bid  you :  Come,  come, 
trib,  trib.  [Exeunt^ 

S  C  E  N  E    v. 

Enter  FalftaflF* 

FaI.  The  Windfor  Bell  hath  ftruck  twelve,  the  Minute 
draws  on ;  now  the  hot-blooded  God  affift  me.  Kemjem* 
ber,  J&vcy  thou  waft  a  Bull  for  thy  Europa;  Love  fet  on 
thy  Horns.  Oh  powerful  Love!  that  in  fome  refpeds 
makes  a  Beaft  a  Man;  in  fome  other,  a  Man  a  Beaft.  You 
werealfo,  Jp^iter,  a  Swan,  for  the  loveqf  Leda:  O  omni* 
potent  Love  I  how  near  the  God  drew^  to  the  Complexion 
of  av-Gbdfe;  a  Fault  dpne  firft  in  the  form  of  a  Beaft,  O 
jiviy  'flhbeaftly  Fault;  |nd  then  another  Fault  \tv  xVk  fetiv- 
blance  of  a  Fowl;  thinir  on't,  Jcve.  a^  fout  YauVt-  '  VJVea 


.  ■ >^  ^ ' 


X  8  8      Me  Merry  Winces  of  Windfbr. 

.Gods  have  hot  Backs,   what  ihail  poor  Men  do  ?  For  me, 

I  am  here  a  Windfor  Stag,  and  the  fatteft  I  think,  i*th*  For- 

tt&m     Send  me  a  cool  Rut-time,  Jave^  or  who  can  blame 

me  to  pifs  my  Tallow?  Who  comes  here/  my  Doe/ 

Enter  Miflrefs  Ford  and  Mifircfs  Page. 

Mrs.  ford.  Sir  John  ?  Art  thou  there,  my  Deer? 
My  Male-Deer  ? 

TaU  My  Doe  with  the  black  Scut?  Let  the  Sky  rain  Po- 
tatoes, let  it  thunder  to  the  Tunc  of  Green^SU$V€Sj  hail 
kifling-Comfits,  and  fnow  Eringoes,  let  there  come  a 
Tempeft  of  Provocation,  I  will  flielter  me  here. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Miftrefs  Page  is  come  with  me,  fweet  Heart. 

f^lp  Divide  me  like  a  bribed  Buck,  each  a  Haunch,  I 
will  keep  my  Sides  to  my  felf,  my  Shoulders  for  the  Fellow 
of  this  W^lk,  and  my*  Horns  I  l?cqueath  your  Husbands* 
Am  I  a  Woodman,  ha?  Speak  I  like  the  Heme  the  Hunter? 
Why,  now  is  Lufid  a  Child  of  Confcience,  he  makes  Re- 
ftitution.     As  I  am  a  true  Spirit,  welcome.    \jNoifi  witbin. 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  I  what  Noifc? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Hcav*n  forgive  our  Sins. 

FaL  Wliat  ihould  this  be?         '    '\ 

Mrs.  Ford.  Mrs.  Page.  Away,  z^^y. \The  Women  r$$n  ont^ 

FaL  I  think  the  Devil  will  not  have  me  damned. 
Left  the  Qil  that  is  in  me  (hould  fee  Hell  on  Fire; 
He  would  never  elfe  crofs  me  thus. 

Enter  Fairies. 

Q^ic.  Fairies,  black,  gray,  green,  and  white. 
You  Moon-lhine  Revellers,  and  Shades  of  Nighty 
You  Orphan-Heirs  of  fixed  Deftiny, 
Attend  your  Office,  and  your  Quality. 
Crier  Hobgoblir,  make  the  Fairy  O-yes. 

Pifi.  Elves,  lift  your  Names;  filence,  you  airy  ToySp 
Cricket,  to  Windfir  Chimneys  (halt  thou  leap: 
Where  Fires  th»3u  find'ft  unrak'd,  and  Hearths  unfwept« 
There  pinch  the  Maids  as  blew  as  Bilbery. 
Our  radiant  Queen  hates  Sluts  and  Sluttery* 

FaL  They  are  Fairies,  he  that  fpeak;  to  them  fhdl  die. 
I'll  wink  and  couch;  no  Man  their  Works  muft  eye. 

\Jjyes  down  mfom  hii  PHu. 

Eva.  Where*s  Bedel  Go  you,  and  where  you  find  a  Maid 
That  e'er  (he  deep  has  thrice  her  Prayers  bxA^ 

Haife 
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Raifc  up  the  Organs  of  her  Fantafie, 

Sleep  fhe  as  found  as  carelefs  Infancy; 

But  thofe  that  deep  and  think  not  on  their  $in% 

Pinch  them.  Arms,  Legs,  Back*:,  Shoulders,  Sides  ttid  Shiosb 

Qmic^  About,  about ; 
Search  Wtndfor  Caftle,  Elves,  within  and  out. 
Strew  good  Luck,  Ouphes,  on  every  facred  ^oonii 
That  it  may  ftand  'till  the  perpetual  Doom, 
In  State  as  wholefon),  as  in  State  'tis  fir, 
Worthy  the  Owner,  and  the  Owner  it. 
The  ieveral  Chairs  of  Order  look  you  fcour. 
With  Juice  of  Balm  and  cv'ry  precious  FIowVj 
£ach  fair  Inftalment,  Coat,  and  fevVal  Creft, 
With  loyal  Blazon  evermore  be  bleft. 
And  nightly-medow-Fairies,  look  you  (ing 
Like  to  the  G^r/w^-compafs  in  a  King:  •'• 

Th'  ExprefTure  that  it  bears.  Green  let  it  be^ 
More  fertile  frefh  than  all  the  Field  to  fee; 
And,  Honj  Salt  Oni  Aial-j-Penfc  write 
In  Emrold-tufFs,  Flowers^  purple,  blue  and  white» 
Like  Saphire^pearl,  and  rich  Embroidery, 
Buckled  below  fair  Knight-hoods  bending  Knee; 
Fairies  ufe  Flow'rs  for  their  Charaftery. 
Away,  difperfe;  but  •till  *tis  one  a  Clock 
Our  Dance  of  Cuftom  round  aboi  t  the  Oak 
0(  Heme  the  Hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 

Eva.  Pray  you  lock  Hand  in  Hand,  your  felvcs  in  order  fet; 
And  twenty  Glow-worms  (hall  our  Lant-horns  be 
To  guide  our  Meafure  round  about  the  Tree. 
But  ftay,  I  fmell  a  Man  of  middle  Earth. 

FaL  Heav*ns  defend  me  from  that  Welch  Fairy^ 
Left  he  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  Cheefe. 

Pifl.  Vild  Worm,   thou  waft  o*er-Iookrd  even  in  thy 
Birth. 

Quic.  With  Trial-fire  touch  his  Finger  end ; 
If  he  be  Chafte,  the  Flame  will  back  defcend 
And  turn  h'm  to  no  Pain;  but  if  he  ftart> 
It  is  the  Flefh  of  a  corrupted  Heart. 

Pifi.  A  Trial*  come. 

[They  Imrn  him  with  their  Taper $$  4ttdfineh  him. 

Evs.  Come,  will  thil  Wood  take  fire  { 
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Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  \ 

Ouic.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  Defirc; 

About  him.  Fairies,  fipg  a  fcomful  Rhiine>  '         ^ 

And  as  you  trip,  flill  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

The  Song, 
Fie  on  Jinfal  Phantafie  :  Fie  on  Luft^md  Luxury  : 
Luji  is  but  a  bloody  Fire^  kindled  with  unchajie  Defire. 
Fed  in  Heart  whofe  Flames  afpire^ 
As  Thoughts  do  blow  them  higher  and  higher* 
Pinch  him.  Fairies,  mutually ;  pinch  him  for  his  FilUny  .• 
Pinch  himy  and  burn  him,  and  turn  him  about^ 
^Till  Candles,  and  St ar- light y  and  Aioon^fhine  be  out. 

[He  offers  to  ruu  out. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  (frc  They  lay  hold  on  him. 

P^ge*  Nay,  do  not  fly,  1  think  1  have  watcht  you  now; 
Witi  none  \^\xx.Herne  the  Hunter  ferve  your  turn? 

Mrs.  Page.  I  pray  you  come,  hold  up  the  Jeft  no  higher. 
Now,  good  Sir  Johny  how  like  you  Windfor  Wives  ? 
See  you  thefe  Husbands?  Do  not  thefe  fair  Oaks 
Become  the  Foreft  better  than  the  Town  ? 

Ford.  Now,  Sir,  who's  a  Cuckold  now  ? 
Mr.  Broomy  FallJraff*s  a  Knave,  a  cuckoldy  Knave, 
Here  are  his  Horns,  Mafter  Broom; 
And,  Mafter  Broom,  he  hath  enjoy'd  nothing  of  Ford 
But  his  Buck-basket,  his  Cudgel,   and  twenty  Pounds  of 
Mony,  which  muft  be  paid  to  Mr.  Broom;  his  Horfes  arc 
arrefted  for  it,  Mr.  Broom. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Sir  ^ohuy  we  have  had  ill  Luck;  we  could 
never  meet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my  Love  again,  but  I 
will  always  count  you  my  Deer. 

Fal.  I  do  begin  to  perceive  that  I  am  made  an  Afs. 

Ford.  Ay,  and  an  Ox  to :  Both  the  Proofs  are  extant. 

Fal.  And  thefe  are  not  Fairies : 
I  was  three  or  four  times  in  the  Thought  they  were  not 
Fairies,  and  yet  the  guiltinefs  of  my  Mind,  the  fudden  fur- 
pri2e  of  my  Powers,  drove  the  grofnefs  of  the  Foppery  in- 
to a  received  Belief,  in  defpight  of  the  Teeth  of  all  Rnimo 
and  Reafon,  that  they  were  Fairies^  See  now  how  Wit  may 
bemadeaJadk-a-Lent,  when  'tis  upon  ill  Imployment. 

EVM0 
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EvJU:Sit  J^hn  Fdfiaf^  fenre  Got,  and  leave  your  De- 
fires,  and  Fairies  will  not  pinfc  you. 

Fard.  Well  faid,  Fairy  Hugh. 

Eva.  And  leave  you  your  J  ealouzres  toc^  I  pray  you. 

FctL  I  will  never  miftruft  my  Wife  again,  'till  thou  art 
able  to  woo  her  in  good  EngUfh. 

FaL  Have  I  laid  my  Brain  in  the  Sun  and  dry'd  it^  tliat 
it  wants  Matter  to  prevent  fo  grofs  o'er«>reaching  as  this  \ 
Am  I  ridden  with  a  Wekh  Goat  too  f  Shall  I  have  a  Co;ir« 
comb  of  Prize  ?  *Tts  time  I  were  choak*d  with  a  piece  of 
toafted  Cheefe. 

Eva.  Seefe  is  not  good  to  give  Putter;  yourPelly  is  all 
Putter. 

FaL  Seefe  and  Putter  ?  Have  I  liv*d  to  ftand  at  the  taunt 
of  one  that  makes  Fritters  of  Englijb  f  This  is  enough  CO 
be  the  decay  of  Luft  and  late»walking  through  the  Realms 

Mfs.  Page.  Why  Sir  John^.  do  you  think,  though  ve 
would  have  thruft  Virtue  out  of  our  Hearts  by  the  Head 
and  Shoulders,  and  have  given  our  felves  without  fcruple 
to  Hell,  that  ever  the  Devil  Could  have  made  you  our  De* 
light. 

Ford.  What,  a  Hodge^pudding?  A  Bag  of  Flax? 

Mrs.  Page.  A  puft  Man  ? 

Page.  Old,  cold,  withered,  and  of  intolerable  Entnils? 

Ford.  And  one  that  is  as  flanderous  as  Satan  ? 

Page.  And  as  poor  as  Job  i 

Ford.  And  as  wicked  as  his  Wife? 

Eva.  And  given  to  Fornications,  and  to  Taverns,  ami 
Sack,  and  Wine,  and  Metheglin,  and  to  Drinkings,  and  Swear* 
ings,  and  Staring?  Fribbles  and  prabbles? 

FaL  Well,  I  am  your  Theme;  you  have  the  ftart  of  me,^ 
I  am  dejeded ;  I  am  not  able  to  anfwer  the  Welch  Flan* 
riel.  Ignorance  it  felf  is  a  Plummet  o'er  me»  ufe  m&  as  you 
will. 

Ford.  Marry  Sir,  well  bring  you  to  Wmdfir  to  one  Mr*- 
Broom,  that  you  have  cozen'd  of  Mony,   to  whom«|fbu; 
Ihould  have  been  a  Pander :  Over  .and  above  that  you  have 
fuffer'd,  I  think,  to  repay  that  Mony  will  be  a  biting  Af« 
fliftoB. 

Page.  Yet  be  cheerful^  Knight,  tlK>u  (halt  eati  Toffet  to 

Night  at  my  Houfe^  where  I  will  defire  thectto  lau^  ^ 

mi 


my  Wifi^  that  now  hughs  at  thte.    Tell  W  Mr 
liath  marry'd  her  Daughter,  .  .  :  .    ,rV 

Mrs. Page.  Dodors  doubt  that;  "     ,  ^\ 

If  jimte  Page  be  mj  Daiughter,  (he  !$»  by  thiib   Do^ 
Cc/Ws  Wife. ,  .     :    t^\ 

Enter  Slender.  Ji' 

SUfti  What  hoe  f  ice  I  Father  Page!  i  ,\  . .    • 

Page^  Son?  Howmowi  How  now  Son^  ^-  i}. 

Have  you  dirpatch^d  ?  V*  .  j  ;  ^ 

^    Sle».Difpitd^'MVlim^€ththt&:iaGlo$$cefierflw^ 
on*t;   would  I  were  b^ng'd^la,  elfe.  .   •?   : 

1  :/Vjg€r,.Of  what.  Sod?:  .  ■-  ,vA    ''\i 

Slen.  I  came  yonder  at  Eaton  to  marry  UliSttt&AM  \ 
Pagej  and  fhe's  a  great  lubberly  Boy.    If  it  had  Qot  bceft  ^ 
ith'  Churchy  I  would  have  fwing'd  him*  or  he  (boold  hxi% .  ' 
fwing'd  me.    If  I  did  not  think  it  had   been  jhm  JRmj  . 
would  I  might  never  ftir>  and  tis  a  Po(l»mafter's  Bofm  ^  / 

Pdge.  Upon  my  Life  then  you  took  the  v/rong.       .a.  '• 
'.  Slen.  What  need  you  tdl  me  that?  t  think  toy  wheihl 
took  a  Boy  for  a  Girl:   If  I  had  been  marry ^d  pa  hfany  ' , 
for  all  he  was  in  Woman's  Apparel,  I  would  not  have  iiail  - 
him. 

Page.  Why,  this  is  your  own  Folly,  -jm  '  • 

Did  not  I  tell  you  how  you  fhould  know  my  Daughter 
By  her  Garnients? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  green  and  cry'd  Mum,  and  Ihe 
cry'd  Budget,  as  jinne  and  I  had  appointed,  and  yet  it  Wtf 
not  ./inne,  but  a  Poft-mafter's  Boy. 

Mrs.  P^e.  Good  George  be  not  angry;  I  knew  of  v6ur 
purpofe,  turn'd  my  Daughter  into  white>  iand  indeed  me  if 
t2ow  with  the  Dodor  at  the  Deanry,  and  there  marry*d. 

Enter  Caius. 

Cains.  Ver  is  Miftrefs  Page;  by  gar  I  am  cozon'd*  I  ha' 
marry'd  one  Garfoon,  a  Boe ;  oon  Pefant,  by  gar.  A  Boy, 
it  is  not  ^nne  PdgOj  by  ear«  I  am  cozon'd, 

M[s«  Pojge*  Why?  Did  you  take  her  in  white? 

GuVkt.  Ay  be  gar,  and  *tis  a  Boy;  be  gar*  I'll  rufc  aD 
WImdfir. 

Ford.  This  is  flran^e;  who  hath  got  the  right  .^^Smw f   V': 

*A^.  Mv  Heart  mi%ives  me ;  here  cOiitfs  Ux.Fmim^ 

How  Qow||r«  A/iTM?    ....      ./  ,;:  ^- »•  ::•  t 
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jinnt^  Pardon,  good  Father ;  good  my  Mother,  Pardon. 

Page.  Now  Miftrefs, 
How  chance  you  went  not  with  Mr.  Slender  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Why  went  you  not  with  Mr.  Doftor,  Maid? 

Fent.  You  do  amaze  her.     Hear  the  Truth  of  it : 
You  would  have  marry'd  her  mod  fhamefully. 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  Love  .• 
The  Truth  is>  ihe  and  I,  long  (ince  contraded> 
Are  now  fo  Aire  that  nothing  can  diflblve  us. 
Th'  Offence  is  holy  that  ihe  hath  committed. 
And  this  Deceit  lofes  the  name  of  Craft, 
Of  Difobedience,  or  unduteous  Title ; 
Since  therein  ihe  doth  evitate  and  ihun 
A  thoufand  irreligious  curfed  Hours    . 
Which  forced  Marriage  would  have  brought  upon  her. 

Ford.  Stand  not  amaz'd,  here  is  no  Remedy. 
In  Love,  the  Heav'ns  themfelves  do  guide  the  State ; 
Mony  buys  Land^,  and  Wives  are  fold  by  Fate. 

Fal.  I  am  glad,  tho'  you  have  ta'en  a  fpecial  Stand  to 
flrike  at  me,  that  your  Arrow  hath  glanc'd. 

Pdge.  Well,  what  Remedy?  Fentony  Heav'n  give  thee 
Joy;  what  cannot  be  efchew'd,  muft  be  embraced. 

FaL  When  Night-dogs  run,  all  forts  of  Deer  are  chac'd* 

Mrs.  Page.  Well,  I  will  mufe  no  further:  'MiT.Fentony 
Heav'n  give  you  many,  many  merry  Days, 
Good  Husband,  let  us  every  one  go  home. 
And  laugh  this  Sport  o'er  by  a  Country  Fire, 
Sir  John  and  all. 

Ford.  Let  it  be  to^  Sir  John : 
To  Mafter  Broom  you  yet  ihall  hold  your  Word; 
For  he,  to  Night,  ihall  lye  with  Miftrefs  Ftnrd.        [Exeunt. 
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Dramatis  Perfoiidfe.f 

-■   .  f     -- 

VlncenCio^  ^uke  of  Vienna. 
Angelo,  LofdT^eputyinthel^ukfsAbfencer 
Efcalus^  an  ancient  Lord. 
ClaudiO)  a  young  Gentleman. 
LuciO)  a  Fantaftick.  , 

Two  Gentlemm. 

Varrius,  a  Gentleman^  Servant  to  the  Duke. 
Provoft, 

pSr" } '""  ^'^'- 

Elbow,  a  fimple  Conftable. 

Froth,  afooUJh  Gentleman. 

Clown,  Servafit  to  Mrs.Ortt'don.         \      '      j 

Abnorfon>  an  Executioner.  >•       ^     ^ 

Barnardine^  a  dijfolute  Trifoner. 

Ifabella^  Sifter  to  Claudio. 
Mariana^  betrothed  to  Angdo. 
Julieti  beloved  of  ChiMdio. 
Fran€ifca>  a  Nun. 
Miftrefs  Over-don,  a  Bawd. 

GuardSi  Officers^  and  other  Attendants » 

SCENE  Viema: 
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Mcafurc  for  Mcafure. 
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SCENE    a  Palace, 
Enter  'Du&e,  Efcalus,  and  Lords. 

D  V  K  E. 

Scalui. 
Efial.  MvLord.  (Wd; 

Dui^e.  Of  Government,  the  Properties  to  un- 
Would  feem  in  me  t'affet^  Speech  and  Di- 

fcourfe. 
Since  I  am  put  to  know,  thlt  your  own  Sci- 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  Lifts  of  all  Advice  (ence 

My  Strength  can  give  you:  Then  no  more  remains; 
Put  that  to  your  Sufficiency,  as  your  Worth  is  able. 
And  let  them  work :  The  Nature  of  our  People^ 
Our  City's  Inftitutions,  and  the  Terms 
For  conunon  Jfullice,  y'are  ^s  pregnant  in 
As  Art  and  Pra&ice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember.    There  is  our  Commi(fion» 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp.  Call  bidier> 
I  fay,  bid  come  before  us  ^aitlo: 
What  figure  of  us  think  you,  he  will  bear? 
For  you  muft  know,  we  have  with  Tpecial  Soul 
.Bleaed  him  our  Abfence  to  fupply; 
Lent  him  our  Terror,  drell  him  with  our  Lovef  *  j 

And  gtven  hb  Deputation  all  the  Organs  ^ 

Of(4fr  own  Power;  What  tlunk  youotVxX 


l^S  Meafiire  for  Me4j^ 

E/hiL  If  any  in  f^imna  be  of  Worth 
To  nnitigp  fuch  amfde  Grace  and  Honour^ 
It  k  Lore  Aftgila. 

Enter  Angelo. 

Vuks*  Look  where  he  comes. 

jiMg.  Always  obedient  to  your  Grace's  Will^ 
I  come  to  know  your  Grace's  Pleafure. 

J^uke.  Angelot 
There  is  a  kind  of  Cbarafter  in  thy  Life, 
That,  to  th'Obferver,  doth  thy  Hiftory 
Fully  unfold :  Thy  felf  and  thy  Belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  wafte 
Thy  felf  upon  thy  Virtues;  they  on  thee: 
Heav'n  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  Torches  do. 
Not  light  them  for  themfelves:  For  if  our  Virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  ahke 
As  if  we  had  them  not.    Spirits  are  not  finely  touch'd. 
But  to  fine  Iffiies;   nor  Nature  never  lends 
The  fmalleft  Scruple  of  her  Excellence, 
But  like  a  thrifty  Goddefs,  flie  determines 
Her  felf  the  Glory  of  a  Creditor, 
Both  Thanks  and  \Jk.   But  \  do  bend  my  Speech 
To  one  that  can  my  Part  in  him  advertife ; 
Hold  therefore,  Angtlo: 
In  our  Remove,  be  thou  at  full,  our  felf. 
Mortality  and  Mercy  in  Vienna^ 
Live  in  thy  Tongue  and  Heart :  Old  Efcdm> 
Though  firrt  in  Queftion,  is  thy  Secondary^ 
.Take  thy  Cqmmiflipn^ 

Ang.  Now,  good  my  Lord, 
Let  there  be  fome  more  Teft  made  of  my  Metal, 
Before  fo  noble  and  fo  great  a  Figure 
Be  ftampt  upon  it* 

Dnki.  No  more  Evafion  2 
We' have  with  a  leven'd  and  prepar'd  Choice 
Proceeded  to  you ;  therefore  take  your  Honours : 
Oar  Hafte  from  hence  is  of  fo  quick  Condition, 
That  it  prefers  it  felfi  and  leaves  unqueftion'd 
MaKers  of  needful  Value.   We  (hall  write  to  youi 
As  Time  arid  our  Concernings  fliall  importun^' 
low  i(  goes  with  us^  and  do  look  to  know  /'  1 


'•^ 


What  doth  befal  you  here.    So  hu  yoti  weB^ 

To  th'  hopeful  Execution  do  I  kive  you 

Of  yoitr  Commiffion.  ^  - 

Jb§g.  Yet  give  leave,  my  ]U>xd* 
That  we  may  bring  you  Something  on  the  Way» 

Dt^kif  My  Hafte  may  not  admit  it, 
Nor  need  you,  on  mine  Honour,  have  to  do 
With  any  Scruple;  your  Scope  is  as  mine  cmif 
So  to  inforce,  or  qualifie  the  Laws, 
As  to  your  Soul  fceois  good.   Give  me  your  Haodf 
ril  privily  away.  I  love  the  People, 
But  do  not  like  to  ft  age  me  to  their  Eyes: 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  reliih  well 
Their  loud  Applaufe,  and  jivcs  vehement : 
Kor  do  I  think  the  Man  of  fafe  Difcretion 
That  does  affed  it.     Once  more  fare  you  welt  ^ 

^ftg.  The  Heav'ns  give  Safety  to  your  Purpoies. 

E/caL  Lead  forth  and  bring  you  back  in  Happinefs. 

Duke.  I  thank  you>  fare  you  well.  [ExiK 

Efcal.  I  (hall  defire  you.  Sir,  to  give  me  leave 
To  have  free  Speech  with  you ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  Bottom  of  my  Place : 
A  Power  I  have,  but  of  what  Strength  and  Nature 
I  am  not  yet  inftruded. 

j^.  *Tis  fo  with  me :  Let  us  with-draw  togel^hery 
And  we  may  foon  our  Satisfad;ion  have 
Touchit^  that  Point. 

EfcaU  I'll  wait  upon  your  Honour,  (ExtMrn^ 

S  C  E  H  E   II.      The  Street, 

Enter  Lucio^  snd  two  Gentlemen. 

Liuh.  If  the  Duke*  wim  the  other  Dukes,  come  not  to 
Compofition  with  the  King  of  Hf$ng(try^  why  dbeo  all  the 
Dukes  fall  upon  the  King. 

1  Gent.  Heav*n  grant  us  its  Peace,  but  not  the  King  of 
Hungdrfs. 

2  Gent.  Amen. 

Lmcio.  Thou  conclud'ft  like  the  SattdiffloniousPyrat,diac 
went  to  Sea  with  the  ten  Coaunandment%  but  fcrap'd  one 
out  of  the  Table. 
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z  Gmt.  Thou  (halt  not  fteal? 
Ltfcio.  Ay>  that  he  raz'd, 

1  Genu  Why  ?  *twas  a  Commandment  to  comnuiid  dit 

Captain  and  all  the  reft  from  their  Fundioos;  th^  put 
forth  to  fteal :  There's  not  a  Soldier  of  us  all>  that,  m  tfai 
Thankfgiving  before  Meat,  do  rdifh  the  Petition  well  that 
prays  for  Peace. 

2  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  Soldier  diflike  it« 

Lucio.  I  believe  thee :  For  I  think  thou  never  waft  where 
Grace  was  faid. 

2  Genu  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  leafL^ 

1  Genu  What?  in  Meeter?  -   . 

Lucio.  In  any  Proportion,  or  in  any  Language* 

I  Gent.  I  thick,  or  in  any  Religion, 

Lucio.  Ay,  why  not  ?  Grace,  is  Grace,  defpight  of  all 
Controverfie;  as  for  Example,  Thou  thy  felf  art  a  wicked 
yillain,  defpight  of  all  Grace, 

I  Gent.  Well;  there  went  but  a  Pair  of  Sheers  between  us. 
*  Lffcio.  I  grant ;  as  there  may  between  the  Lifts  and  the 
Velvet.     Thou  art  the  Lift. 

I  Gent.  And  thou  the  Velvet ;  thou  art  good  Velvet ; 
thouVt  a  three*pird  Piece  I  warrant  thee :  I  had  as  lief  be  a 
Lift  of  an  Englijb  KerCey,  as  be  piPd,  as  thou  art  pifdj  for 
a  French  Velvet.    Do  I  fpeak  feelingly  now  ? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  doft;  and  indeed  with  moft  painful 
feeling  of  thy  Speech :  I  will,  out  of  thine  own  Confeffion, 
learn  to  begin  thy  Health;  but,  whilft  Hive,  forget  to  drink 
.after  thee* 

1  Gent.  I  think  I  have  done  my  felf  wrong,  have  I  not? 

2  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  haft ;  whether  thou  art  tainted 
or  free. 

Enter  Bawd. 

Lucio.  Behold,  behold,  where  Madam  Afitigatiou  comes. 
I  have  purchased  as  many  Difeafes  under  her  Koof) 
As  come  to 

X  Gent.  To  what,  I  pray  ? 

Lau:io.  Judge. 

z  Gent.  To  three  thoufand  Dolours  a  Year. 

I  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 

fM;h.  A  Iren^h  Crown  more* 
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I  Gifft.  TJbou  art  always  figuring  Difeafes  ia  me;  but 
thou  art  full  of  Error)  I  am  found.  '  ^ 

Lucio.U^Yj  not,  as  one  would  fay,  healthy  i  but($| 
fouodt  as  things  that  are  hollow;  thy  Bones  are  hollow; 
Impiety  has  made  a  Feaft  of  thee. 

1  Gent.  How  now,  which  of  your  Hips  h^^  ^^e  moft 
profound  Sciatica? 

Bau;d.  Well,  well;  there's  one  yonder  arretted,  and  ;cai^ 
,  ry'd  to  Priibn,  was  worth  five  thoufand  of  you  all^ 

2  (fent.  Who's  that,  I  prethee? 

l^dwJ.  Marry  Sir,yl^at's  Claudio^  Signior  CUmMp. 

1  Gent.  CUtHdio^torVinfoni  'tis  not  fo« 

Bawd.  Nay,  but  I  koow  'tis  fo;  I  faw  him  arreftedj 
faw  him  carry'd  away;  and  which  is  more,  within  theijp 
three  Days  his  Head  is  to  be  chopt  off. 

Lficio^  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have  it  (as 
Art  thou  furc  of  this? 

Bawd.  I  am  too  fure  of  it ;  and  it  is  for  getting  Madaqi 
Jnlietta  with  Child. 

LiHcio.  Believe  me  this  may  be ;  he  promifed  to  meet 
me  two  Hours  fince,  and  he  was  ever  precife  in  Promifcr 
keeping. 

2  Gent.  Befides,  you  know  it  draws  fomething  near  to 
the  Speech  we  had  to  fuch  a  Purpofe. 

I  Gent.  But  owftofall  agreeing  with  the  Proclamation. 

Lncio.  A way>  let's  go  learn  the  Truth  of  it.       [Exestnt. 

^awd.  Thus,  what  with  the  War,  what  with  the  Swea^ 
what  with  the  Gallows,  and  what  with  Poverty,,  I  am  Cu* 
fbom-ihrunk.  How  now?  what's  the  News  with  you? 
4»  Enter  Clown. 

Clown.  Yonder  Man  is  carry'd  to  Prifon. 

Bawd.  Well;  wh^t  has  he  done  ? 

Clown.  A  Woman^  , 

S^W.  But  what's  his  Offence? 

OIotm;.  Groping  for  Trouts  in  a  peculiar  River. 

B4wd.  What?  is  there  a  Maid  with  Child  by  him? 

Qown.,  No;  but  there's  a  Woman  with  Maid  by  him^ 
You  have  not  hetidof  the  Proclamation,  have  you? 

jB4a{;^.  WhatProdaimtion,  Man? 

CloTim.  All  Hottfes  in  the  Suburbs  of  F'hnnd  muft_be 
pli}j;k'd  down. 
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S4W.  And  what  (hall  become  of  thofe  in  theCftft: 

Gboi/iTf  They  fliail  (land  for  Seed;  they  had  goflie  dovl 
too,  but  that  a  wife  Burger  put  in  for  them. 

Bdn^d.  But  ih  all  all  our  Houfes  of  Refort  ia  theSttburiv 
be  puird  down  ? 

Chwtt.  To  the  Ground,  Nfiftrefs. 

Bawd.  Why  here's  a  Change  indeed  in  the  CommoD- 
wealth ;  what  fhall  become  of  me  ? 

CUnvn.  Come,  fear  not  you ;  good  Counfellors  lack  no 
Clients;  though  you  change  your  Place,  you  need  not 
change  your  Trade:  Til  be  your  Tapfter  ftill.  Courage, 
there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you;  you  that  hav^  worn 
ytmr  Eyes  alnaoft  out  in  the  Service,  you  will  be  confi* 
dbered. 

Biwd.  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  T4ffier,f  let's  with- 
*draw« 

4' 

Cluwftm  Here  comes  Signior  Clandio^  led  by  the  Provoft  to 
^tifon;  and  there's  Madam  Julitt.     [Ex.  Bawd4WClown» 
Enter  Provoft,  Claudia,  Juliet  dnd  Officers, 
eland.  Fellow,  why  doft  thou  (how  me  thus  to  th'  World? 
Bear  me  to  Prifon,  where  I  am  committed. 

Prov.  I  do  it  not  in  evil  Difpofition, 
But  from  Lord  jingelo  by  fpecial  Charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  theDemi-^odi  Authority^ 
Make  us  pay  down,  for  our  Offence,  by  weight 
The  words  of  Heaven;  on  whom  it  will,  it  will ; 
^n  whom  it  will  nor,  fo;  yet  ftill  *tis  Juft,  [ftrainf, 

"    Lfseio.  Why  how  now  Claudia  f  Whence  comes  this  Re- 

Claud.  From  too  much  Liberty,  my  Lucia^  Libertj; 
As  Surfeit  is  the  Father  of  much  Faft^  • 

So  every  Scope  by  the  immoderate  ufe 
Turns  to  Reftraint:  Our  Natures  60  purfue, 
Like  Rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  Bane, 
A  thirfty  Evil,  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

fjuch.  If  I  could  fpeak  fo  wifely,  under  an  Arreft ,  I 
would  fend  for  certain  of  mv  Creditors;  and  yet,tofiiy  the 
HTrutb,  I  had  as  lief  have  tne  Foppery  of  Freedomy  as  the 
Morality  of  Imprilbnment :  What-s  thy  Oilence,  CUmdhf 
daud.  Whar,  but  to  fpeak  ofi  would  offend  agabr 
lascip.  What  is'rv  Murder? 
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CUmd.  No. 

L$$ci9.  Letchery? 

CUud.  Call  it  fo. 

Prov.  Away»  Sir,  you  muft  go* 

Oaud.  One  Wordj  good  Friend : 
L$^ioy  a  Word  with  you* 

LaeiOf  A  hundred; 
If  they'll  do  you  any  good :  Is  Letchery  fi>  look'd  after  ) 

CUud.  Thus  ftands  it  with  me ;  u[K)n  a  true  Contrad 
I  got  Poffeflion  of  Julimd^  Bed, 
You  know  the  Lady^  (he  is  faft  my  Wife, 
Save  that  we  do  the  Denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  Order^    This  we  came  not  to. 
Only  for  Propagation  of  a  Dowre 
Remaining  in  the  CoflFer  of  her  Friends, 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  Love 
*Till  Time  had  made  them  for  ust     But  it  chances 
The  Stealth  of  our  mod  mutual  Entertainment 
Wjth  Charafter  too  grofs,  is  writ  in  Juliet. 

Lucio.  With  Child,  perhaps  { 

Qaud.  Unhappily,  even  fo, 
And  the  new  Deputy,  now  for  the  Duke,    ' 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  Newnefs, 
Or  whether  that  the  Body  publick  be 
A  Horfe  whereon  the  Governor  doth  ride. 
Who  newly  in  the  Seat,  that  it  may  know 
He  can  command,  lets  it  ftrait  feel  the  Spur; 
Whether  the  Tyranny  be  in  his  Place, 
Or  in  his  Eminence  that  fills  it  up, 
I  ftagger  in :  But  this  new  Governor 
Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  Penalties 
Which  have,  like  unfcour'd  Armour,  hung  by  tl\'  Wall 
So  long,  that  nineteen  Zodiacks  have  gone  round. 
And  none  of  them  been  worn;  and  for  a  Name, 
Now  puts  the  drowfie  and  negle&ed  Aft 
Freflily  on  me;  'tis  furely  for  a  Name. 

Lmh.  I  warrant  it  is ;  and  thy  Head  ftands  fb  tickle  oi| 
thy  Shoulders,  that  a  Milk-maid,  if  fhe  be  in  l,.ove,  may  |^ 
£gh  it  off.  Send  after  the  Duke,  and  appeal  to  him» 

CUud.  I  have  done  io,  but  he's  not  to  be  found. 
I  prethee,  Lucio^  do  me  this  kind  Service  x 
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SCENE   IV.      A  Numiery. 

EnttT  Ifabella  4im/  Fmndfca, 

Ifdh.  And  have  you  Nuns  no  farther  PmilegiesS 

Nhh.  Are  not  thefc  large  enough? 

Ifah.  Yes  truly;  I  fpeak  not  as  defiring  more,  ^ 

But  rather  wifliing  a  more  ftrift  Reftraint 
Upon  the  Sifterhood,  the  Votarifts  of  Saint  CUiru 

Lucio  within.  * 

Lucio,  Hoa  /  Peace  be  in  this  Place* 

I  fab.  Who's  that  which  calls? 

Nhh.  It  is  a  Man's  Voice,  gentle  IfabelU^  \\ 

Turn  you  the  Key,  and  know  his  BuHnefs  of  bim; 
You  may,  I  may  not,  you  are  yet  unfworn : 
When  you  have  vow'd,  you  muft  not  Ipeak  with  Men^ 
But  in  the  Prefence  of  the  Pnorefi; 

Then  if  you  fpeak,  you  muft  not  ihew  your  Face^         .   ^*l 
Or  if  you  ihew  your  Face,  you  muft  not  (peak. 
He  calls  again,  I  pray  you  anfwer  him.  [JBxit  ¥rm.  ; 

Ifak  Peace  and  Profperity,  who  is*t  that  calk  ? 

Enter  Lucio. 

L0Ci§%  Hail  Virgin,  if  you  be,  as  thofe  Check-Roles 
Proclaim  you  are  no  le(5,  can  you  fo  ftead  me^ 
As  bring  me  to  the  Sight  o(IfabeUdi 
A  Novice  of  this  Place,  and  the  fair  Sifter  . 
To  her  unhappy  Brother  Clandio  ? 

Ifab.  Why  her  unhappy  Brother?  Letmeask^ 
The  rather,  for  I  now  muft  make  you  know 
t  am  that  IfibellM^  and  his  Sifter. 

Lucio.  Gentle  and  Fair,  your  Brother  kindly  greets  yo6| 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  Prifon. 

Ifab.  Wo  me,  for  what?  ,  '  , 

Lucio.  For  that,  which  if  my  felf  might  be  his  Jud^gis^ 
He  fliould  receive  his  Puniihment  in  Thanks; 
He  hath  got  his  Friend  widh  Child.  \ 

'  Ifab.  Sw%  make  me  sot  your  Stonr. 
.  LMci^:  'Tis  truei  I  would  not,  tno*  tis  mv  familitt  $Sti 
With  Maids  to  feem  the  Lapwing,  and  to  jeft. 
Tongue^  far  from  Heart;  play  with  all  Virgins  fo. 

IMd  fot  Is  a  thing  «ih{ky*d  i«d  faiotcfti 
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fie  your  Renouncement  an  Immortil  Spirit, 
And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  Sincerity, 
As  with  a  Saint. 

Ifah.  You  do  blafpheme  the  Good,  in  mocking  me. 

Luciok  Do  not  believe  it.    Fewne&^and  Truth;  'tif  tfeiQ 
You  r  Brother  and  his  Lover  having  cmbrac'd. 
As  thofe  that  feed  grow  full,  as  bloi&tning  time 
That  from  the  See£iefs  the  bare  Fallow  brings 
To  teeming  Foy fon ;  even  fo  her  plenteous  Womb 
Expreffeth  his  full  Tikh  and  Husbandry. 

Ifab.  Some  one  with  Child  by  him?   My  Coaen  Jmliitf 

Luch.  Is  (he  your  Cozen  ? 

I/al?.  Adoptedly,.  as  School-Maids  change  their  Names^   - 
^By  vain,  tho*  apt  AflFeaion. 

Lucio*  She  it  is. 

Ifah.  Let  him  marry  her. 

Lffcio.  This  is  the  Point. 
The  Duke  is  very  ftrangely  gone  from  hence; 
Bore  many  Gentlemen,  my  ielf  being  one, 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  A&ion ;  but  we  do  learn. 
By  thofe  that  know  the  very  Nerves  of  State« 
His  givings  out  were  of  an  infinite  Diftance 
From  his  true  meant  Defign.   Upon  his  Place, 
And  with  full  Line  of  his  Authority, 
Governs  Lord  jingeloi  a  Man  whofe  Blood 
Is  very  Snow-Broth,  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  Stings  and  Motions  of  the  Senfe; 
But  doth  rebate,  and  blunt  his  natural  Edge 
With  Profits  of  the  Mind,  Study  and  Faft. 
He,  to  give  Fear  to  Ufe  and  Liberty, . 
Which  have  for  long  run  by  the  hideous  Law, 
As  Mice  by  Lyons^  hath  pickt  out  an  Ad, 
Under  whole  lieavT  Senfe  your  Biother^s  Life 
Falls  into  Forfeit;  he  trreils  hhn  on  ity 
And  follows  clofe  the  Rigor  of  the  Stfttute, 
To  make  him  an  Example;  all  Hope  is  Spfl^> 
IJnlefs  you  have  the  Grice  by  your  fair  IVaycr 
To  kSm  Jtngihi  tndi  that's  my  Pith  of  Bofiaefii 
•Twixt  you,  and  your  poor  Brother. 

Ifih.  Doth  he  fo 
Seek  his  Life; 
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Lach.  Has  cenfur'd  him  already, 
Andy  as  I  hear,  the  Provoft  hath  a  Warrant 
For's  Execution. 

Jfabm  Alas !  what  poor 
Ability's  in  me,  to  do  him  good? 

Lucio.  Aflay  the  Power  you  have. 

Ifak.  My  Power?  Alas !  I  doubt. 

Lucio.  Our  Doubts  are  Traitors, 
And  makes  us  lofe  the  Good  we  oft  might  win^ 
By  fearing  to  attempt.     Go  to  Lord  jingeh^ 
And  let  him  learn  to  know>  when  Maidens  fue. 
Men  give  like  Gods;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel. 
All  their  Petitions  are  as  truly  theirs. 
As  they  themfelves  would  owe  them* 

Ifak  ril  fee  what  I  can  do. 

Lucio.  Butfpeedily. 

Jfab.  I  will  about  it  ftrait ; 
No  longer  flaying,  but  to  give  the  Mother 
Notice  of  my  Affair.   I  humbly  thank  you; 
Commend  me  to  my  Brother :  Soon  at  Night 
ril  fend  him  certain  word  of  my  Succefs. 

lAicio.  I  take  my  Leave  of  you. 

Jfab.  Good  Sir,  adieu.  [Exemm. 


A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

S  C  E  N  E  ?>&^  Talace. 

Enter  Angelo,  Efcalus,  Juftice  and  Attendants. 

^g*  \T  7"  E  muft  not  make  a  Scar-crow  of  the  Law^ 

V  V    Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  Birds  of  prey. 
And  let  it  keep  one  Shape,  'till  Cuflom  make  it 
Their  Pearch,  and  not  their  Terror. 

EfcaL  Ay,  but  yet 
Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little,' 
Than  fall,  and  bruife  to  Death.    Alas  I  this  Gentleman^ 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  moft  noble  Father ; 
Let  but  your  Honour  know. 
Whom  I  believe  to  be  moft  ftrait  in  Virtue, 
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That  in  jhc  working  of  your  own  Affedions^ 

Had  Time  cohcer*d  with  Place,  or  Place  with  Wiftiing, 

Or  that  the  refolute  afting  of  your  Bloody 

Could  have  attain'd  th*  Effed  of  your  own  Pur{K)fe» 

Whether  you  had  not  fometinae  in  your  Life 

Err*d  in  this  Point,  which  now  you  cenfure  him* 

And  puird  the  Law  upon  you. 

jing.  'Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Efinhs^ 
Another  thing  to  falK  I  not  deny 
The  Jury  paffing  on  the  Prifoner*s  Life, 
May  in  the  fworn  Twelve  have  a  Thief  or  twot 
Guiltier  than  him  they  try ;  what's  open  made  to  Juftice* 
That  Juftice'feizes.  What  knows  the  Laws 
That  Thieves  do  pafs  on  Thieves  ?  *Tis  very  pregnant. 
The  Jewel  that  we  find^  we  (loop  and  take'r, 
Becaufe  we  fee  it;  but  what  we  do  not  fee^ 
We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  ir. 
You  may  not  fo  extenuate  his  Offence, 
For  I  have  had  fuch  Faults;  but  rather  tell  me 
When  I,  that  cenfure  him,  do  fo  offend, 
Let  mine  own  Judgment  pattern  out  my  Death, 
And  nothing  come  in  partial*    Sir,  he  muft  die* 
s  Enter  Provoft. 

Efial.  Be  it  as  your  Wifdom  will. 

jlng.  Where  is  the  Provofi  ? 
.'  Prw.  Here,  if  it  like  your  Honour. 

u4ng.  See  that  CUmUo 
Be  oxecuted  by  nine  to  Morrow  Morning. 
Bring  him  his  Confeflbr^  let  him  be  prepared. 
For  that's  the  utmoft  of  his  Pilgrimage.         [Exit  Provoft. 

EfiaL  Well :  Heaven  forgive  him ;  and  forgive  us  all; 
Some  rife  by  Sin,  and  fome  by  Virtue  fall : 
Some  run  through  Brakes  of  Vice>  and  anfwer  none. 
And  fome  condemned  for  a  Fault  alone. 

Emer  Elbow>  Froth,  Clown  and  Officers; 

Elh»  Come,  bring  them  awav;  if  thefe  be  good  People  in 
a  CommoR»wea]>  that  do  nothing  but  ufe  their  AhdEb  ia 
comqion  Houfes,  I  know  no  Law;  bring  them  away. 

^»l.  How  now,  Sir,  what's  your  Name?  and  what's  the 
Matters 
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Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  I  am  the  poor  Duk^i 
Conftable,  and  my  Name  is  Elbow ;  I  do  leao  upon  JufHcCi 
Sir*  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good  Honour,  nro 
notorious  Benefaftors. 

jlng.  Benefaftors?  Well;  what  Benefadors  are  they?  Are 
they  not  Malefaftors? 

Elb.  li  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  t  know  not  well  whit 
they  are ;  but  precife  Villains  they  arc,  that  I  am  fuie  of, 
an4  void  of  all  Profanation  in  the  World,  that  good  Chi^ 
ftians  ought  to  have. 

Efial.  This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wife  Officer.  ■ 

jing.  Go  to:  What  Quality  are  you  of?  Elb^w  is  your 
Name  ? 
Why  doft  thou  not  fpeak.  Elbow? 

Clown.  He  cannot.  Sir;  he's  out  at  Elbow. 

^ng.  What  are  you.  Sir  ? 

Elb*  He,  Sir?  A  Tapfter,  Sir;  parcel  Bawd;  one  that 
ferves  a  bad  Woman;  whofe  Houfe,  Sir,  was,  as  they  fay, 
pluckt  down  in  the  Suburbs;  and  now  Ihe  profefTes  a  Hofr; 
houfe ;  which,  I  think,  is  a  very  ill  Houfe  too. 

Efial.  How  know  you  that  f 

Elb.  My  Wife,  Sir,  whom  I  deteft  before  Heav'n  and 
your  Honour. 

Efial.  How?  Thy  Wife. 

Elb»  Ay,  Sir;  whom  I  thank  Heav'n  is  an  honeft  Woman. 

Efial.  Doft  thou  deteft  her  therefore  ? 

Elb.  I  fay.  Sir,  I  will  deteft  my  felf  alfo,  as  well  as  flie, 
that  this  Houfe,  if  it  be  not  a  Bawd's  Houfe,  it  is  pity  of  her 
Life,  for  it  h  a  naughty  Houfe. 

Efial.  How  doft  thou  know  that,  Conftable? 

Elb.  Marry,  Sir,  by  my  Wife,  who,  if  Ihe  had  b^n  a 
Woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accufed  in  I^rni- 
cation.  Adultery,  and  all  Uiicleannefs  there. 

Efial.  By  the  Woman's  Means  ? 

Elb.  Ay,  Sir,  by  Miftrefs  Over-don's  Means;  but  as  fhc 
Ipit  in  his  Face,  fo  ihe  defy'd  him. 

Clown.  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  this  is  not  (b. 

Elb.  Prove  it  before  thefe  Varlets  here^  thou  honourabk 
Man,  prove  it. 

Efial.  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ? 
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CUnvn.  Sir,  (he  came  in  great  with  Child;  and  longing, 
faying  your  Honour's  Reverence,  for  ftew*d  Prewns;  we 
had  but  two  in  the  Houfe,  which  at  that  very  inftant  time 
fiood,  as  it  were,  in  a  Fruit-difh>  a  Di(h  of  fome  three  Pence; 
your  Honours  having  feen  fuch  Diihes,  they  are  not  Chin^ 
Difhes,  but  very  good  Diihes. 

EfiaL  Go  too,  go  too;  no  matter  for  the  Diih,  Sir. 

Cloven.  No  indeed.  Sir,  not  of  a  Pin;  you  are  therein  in 
the  right:  But  to  the  Point;  as  I  fay,  this  Miftrefs  Elbaw^ 
being,  as  I  fay>  with  Child,  and  being  great  belly'd,  and 
longing,  as  I  faid,  for  Prewns ;  and  having  no  more  in  the 
Diih,  as  I  faid;  Mafter  Froth  here,  this  very  Man,  having 
eaten  the  reft,  as  I  faid,  and,  as  I  fay,  paying  for  them  very 
honeftly;  for,  as  you  know,  Mafter  jFr^rA,  I  could  not  give 
you  three  Pence  again. 

Froth*  No  indeed. 

Clown.  Very  well ;  you  being  then,  if  you  be  remembred» 
cracking  the  Stones  of  the  forefaid  Prewns. 

Froth.  Ay,  fo  I  did  indeed. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well;  I  telling  you  then,  if  you  be 
remembred,  that  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a  one,  were  paftCurc 
of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  unlefs  they  kept  very  good  Diet, 
as  I  told  you.  , 

Froth.  All  this  is  true. 

Clffwn.  Why,  very  well  then. 

Efcal.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  Fqpl;  to  the  Purpofe; 
what  was  done  to  Elbow's  Wife,  that  he  hath  Caufe  to  com- 
plain of?  Come  me  to  what  was  done  to  her. 

Clown.  Sir,  your  Honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 

Efial.  No  Sir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Clown.  Sir,  but  you  ihall  come  to  it,  by  your  Honour's^ 
leave :  And  I  befeech  you,  look  into  Mafter  Froth  here,  Sir, 
a  Man  of  fourfcore  Pound  a  Year;   whofe  Father  dy'd  at 
Hallowmas.   Was't  not  at  Hallowmas^  MzRer Froth? 

Froth.  All-hallond  Eve. 

Clown.  Why  very  well;  I  hope  here  be  Truths.  He,  Sir, 
fitting,  as  I  fay,  in  a  lower  Chair,  Sir,  'twas  in  the  Bunch 
of  Grapes,  where  indeed  you  have  a  delight  to  fit,  have 
you  not  ? 

Froth.  I  have  ib,  becaufe  it  is  an  open  Room,  and  ^<^<yL 
for  Winter. 

p  z  Clo-ttJn. 


2^1  z  Meafure  for  Meajure. 

Clown.  Why»  very  well  then ;  I  hope  here  be  Tnitfa; 
^ng.  This  will  laft  out  a  Night  in  RhJJU^ 
When  Nights  are  longed  there.  I'll  uke  my  Leave* 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  Caufe, 
Hoping^you'll  find  good  Caufe  to  whip^them  all.  r&Kiirt 

Efcal.  I  think  no  lefs*  G(X)d*morrow  to  yoiir  Lordihi(K 
Nowy  Sir>  come  on :  What  was  done  to  EWtw\  Wile,  once 
more  ? 

Clown.  Once,  Sir?  There  was  nothing  done  to  her  oocct 
Elb.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  ask  iiim  what  this  Man  did  to 
my  Wife. 

Qcwn.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  ask  me. 
EfiaU  Well,  Sir,  what  did  this  Gentleman  to  her? 
Clown.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  look  in  this  Gentleman's  Face; 
good  Matter  Froth,  look  upon  his  Honour;  'tis  for  a  good 
Purpofe;  doth  your  Honour  mark  his  Face? 
Efcal.  Ay,  Sir,  very  well. 
Clown.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  mark  it  well. 
Efcal.  Well,  I  do  fo. 

Clown.  Doth  your  Honour  fee  any  Harm  in  his  Face? 
EfcaU  Why,  no. 

Clown.  Ill  befuppos'd  upon  a  Book,  his  Face  is  the  worfi 
thing  about  him :  Good  then ;  if  his  Face  be  the  worft 
thing  about  him,  how  could  Matter  Froth  do  the  Con(lable*s 
Wire  any  harm  ?  I  would  know  that  of  your  Honour. 
EfcaL  He's  in  the  right,  Conftable,  what  fay  you  to  it? 
Elb.  Firft,  and  it  like  you,  the  Houfe  is  a  refpeaed  Houfe; 
next,  this  is  a  refpe(5):ed  Fellow ;  and  his  Miurefs  is  a  re« 
fpefted  Woman. 

Cl<ywn.  By  this  Hand,  Sir,  his  Wife  is  a  more  refpefied 
Perfon  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thou  Heft;  thou  liett,  wicked  Varlet;  th: 
time  is  yet  to  come,  that  (he  was  ever  reipe&ed  with  MaOf 
Woman,  or  Child. 

Ckwn.  Sir,  ttie  was  refpe&ed  with  him  before  he  marry'd 
with  her. 

EfcaL  Which  is  the  wifer  here;  Jmftice,  or  Iniqmi^i  Is 
this  true? 

Elb.  O  thou  Caitiff!  O  thou  Varlet!  O  thou  wkhA 
Uanmball  I  refpeAed  with  h^r^befqF^  Iwa:^  0W>y^d|Q.JMri 
If  ever  I  was  re^^eded  with  her^  or  (he  with  me»  h4,0Qlt 

your 
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your  Wdrlhip  think  irie  the  poor  Duke's  Officer  j  prove 
this,  thou  wicked  Hamibal^  or  I'll  have  mine  Adion  of 
Battery  on  thee. 

EfifiL  If  he  took  you  a  Box  o'th'  Ear,  you  might  h^e 
your  Adion  of  Slander  too. 

Elb.  Marry  I  thank  your  good  Worftiip  for  it:  What 
is*c  your  Worfhip's  Pleafure  I  fhall  do  with  this  wicked 
taitiff? 

EfcaL  Truly,  Officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  Offences  rn 
hlin,  thit  thou  woi:kldft  difcover^  if  thou  couldft,  let  him 
continue  in  his  Courfes,  *till  thou  know'ft  what  they  are. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  Worlhip  for  it;  thou  feeft,  thou 
wicked  Varlet  now,  what's  come  upon  thee.  Thou  art  to 
continue. 

EfiaL  Where  were  you  born.  Friend?  [TuFrothi 

Froths  Here  in  Vienna,  Sir. 

Efial.  Are  you  of  fourfcore  Pounds  a  Year  ? 

FrotL  Yes,  and*t  pleafe  you.  Sir. 

Efial.  So.  What  Trade  are  you  of.  Sir  ?  [To  the  Clown. 

CUivn.  A  Tapftcr,  a  poor  Widow's  Tapftw. 

EfcaL  Your  Miftrefs  Name  ? 

Qihpni  tAxArtis  Overrd$9u 

Efial.  Hath  fhe  had  any  more  than  one  Husband  ? 

Ckivn.  Nte^j  Sir:  Over-don  by  the  laft. 

EfiaL  Nine?  Come  hither  to  me.  Matter /t-^/A;  Matter 
Frothy  I  would  not  have  you  acquainted  with  Tapfters ; 
they  will  draw  you,  Matter  Frothy  and  you  will  hang  them. 
Get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  Worftiip;  for  mine  own  Part,  I 
never  come  into  afny  Room  in  a  Taphoufe,  but  I  am  drawn 
in. 

Efial.   WeH ;  no  more  of  it   Matter  Froth ;    farewef. 

[JBatiV  Froth. 
Come  you  hither  to  me,  Matter  Tapfter;  what's  your  Name, 
Matter  Tapfter? 

Oown.  JPompej. 

EfiaL  Whatelf^J. 

Clown.  Bumy  Sir. 

EfiM.  Troth,  and  your  Bum  is  the  greatett  thing  about 
you,  (b  that  in  the  beattlieft  Senfe,  you  are  Pompej  the 
great;  Fomfej^  you  are  partly  a  Bawd»  Pomfe')\  W«S5^ 

P  I  w^ 
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ever  you  colour  it  being  a  Tapfter ;  are  you  not?  comf 
tell  me  true,  it  (hall  be  the  better  for  you. 

Clown.  Truly^  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  Fellow  that  would  live. ' 

Efcal.  How  would  you  live»  Pompcyl  bybeinjg  a  Bawd? 
what  do  you  think  of  the  Trade,  Pompej  f  is  it  a  lawful 
Trade? 

Clov/n.  If  the  Law  would  allow  it,  Sir. 

EfiaL  But  the  Law  will  not  allow  it,  Pomptj,  nor  it  ihall 
not  be  allowed  in  Pitnna. 

Chwn.  Does  your  Worlhip  mean  to  geld  and  fplay  all  the 
youth  in  the  City  ? 

EfiaL  No,  Pompej. 

Clown.  Truly,  Sir,  in  my  poor  Opinion,  they  will  to*t 
then.  If  your  Worihip  will  take  order  for  the  Drabs  and 
Knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the  Bawds. 

EfiaL  There  are  pretty  Orders  beginning,  I  can  teUyou: 
It  is  but  heading  a^d  hanging, 

Gffwn.  If  you  head  and  h^ng  all  that  oflFend  that  way  but 
for  ten  Years  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a  Com- 
miflion  for  more  Heads :  If  this  Law  hold  in  Flenm^  ten 
Years,  111  rent  the  faireft  Houfe  in  it  after  three  P^nce  a 
Bay :  If  you  live  to  fee  this  come  to  pafs,  fay,  Pomprf  told 
you  fo. 

EfiaL  Thank  you,  good  Pompej ;  and  in  Requital  of  your 
Prophecy,  hark  you ;  I  advife  you  let  me  not  find  you  be- 
fore me  again  upon  any  Complaint  whatfoever;  no,  not  for 
dweUing  where  you  do :  If  I  do,  Pompej^  I  ihall  beat  you 
to  your  Tent,  and  prove  a  Ihrewd  Cafitr  to  you :  In  plain 
Dealing,  I  fhall  have  you  whipt :  So  for  this  time,  Pomptj^ 
fare  you  well. 

Clown.  I  thank  your  Worfliip  for  your  good  Counfel ; 
but  I  Ihall  follow  it  as  the  Flefh  and  Fortune  (hall  better  de- 
termine.   Whip  me  ?  no,  no;  let  Carman  whip  his  Jade. 
The  valiant  Heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  Trade.         [Exit. 

EfiaL  Come  hither  to  me,  Mafter  Elbow i  come  hitheft 
Mafter  Conihble ;  how  long  have  you  been  in  this  Place  of 
Conftable  ? 

Elb.  Seven  Year  and  a  half,  Sir. 

EfiaL  I  thought,  by  the  readinefs  in  the  Office,  you  had 
-  continued  in  it  fome  time :  You  fay,  feven  Years  toge- 
ther. 
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Elb.  And  a  half.  Sir.  _ 

Efid.  Alas!  it  bath  been  great  Pains  to  yoii;  they  do 
you  Wrong  to  put  you  (b  oft  upon't :  Are  there  not  Men 
in  your  Ward  fufficient  to  ierve  it  ? 

Elb.  Faith,  Sir,  few  of  any  ^Wit  in  fuch  Matters;  as  they 
are  chofen  they  are  glad  to  chufe  me  for  them :  I  do  it  for 
fome  piece  of  ]^lloney,  and  go  through  with  all.  -    ^ 

EfcaU  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  Names  of  fome  fix  or 
feven,  the  moft  fufficient  of  your  Pariih. 

Elb.  To. your  Worfliip's  Houfe,  Sir  ? 

EfiaL  To  my  Houfe;  fare  you  well.  What's  a  Cloct^J 
think  you  ?  [Exit  Elbow. 

Jufi.  Eleven,  Sir. 

EfiaL  I  pray  you  go  home  to  Dinner  with  me.      1 

Jufl.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

jEfial.  It  grieves  me  for  the  Death  of  Clandio  : 
But  there's  no  Remedy. 

y^^fi.  Lord  jingelo  is  fevere. 

EfiaU  It  is  but  needfuK 
Mercy  is  not  it  felf,  that  oft  looks  £0; 
Pardon  is  ftillthe  Nurfc  of  fecond  Woe: 
But  yet>  poor  Clandioj  there  is  no  Remedy. 
.Come*  Sir.  :  \Exe$mu 

S  C  E  N  E     11. 

Enter  Provoft,  and  a  Servant* 

Serv.  He's  hearing  pf  a  Caufe;  he  will  come  ft^aight: 
I'll  tell  hinqi  of  you. 

Prov.lPny  you  doj  Til  know 
His  Pleafure ;  ipay  be  he  will  relent ;  alas ! 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  Dream: 
All  SeSts,  all  Ages  finack  of  this  Vice^  and  he 
To  die  for't/ 

Efiteff  Angelo. 

ji»£.  Now,  what's  the  Matter,  Provofi  f 

Prov.  Is  it  your  Will  Claudio  Ihall  die  to  morrow  ? 

jing.  Did  not  I  tell  thee  yea?  hadft  thou  not  Order? 
Why  doft  thou  ask  again  ?  ^.^ 

Prov.  Left  I  might  be  too  rafh* 
Under  your  good  Corredion,  I  have  feen 

p  ^  ^^^\^K^ 
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When  after  Execution,  Judgment  hath 
Repented  o*er  his  Doom* 

jh$g.  @o  to;  let  that  be  mine; 
Do  you  your  OflGlce,  or  give  up  your  Placet 
And  you  (hall  well  be  fpar^d. 

Prav.  I  crave  your  Honour's  Pardon. 
What  (hall  be  done>  Sir,  with  the  groaning  3^#&W? 
She's  very  near  her  Hour* 

jlng.  Difpofe  of  her 
,To  fome  more  fitter  Place,  and  that  with  fpeed. 

Ser.  Here  is  the  Sifter  of  the  Man  condemn'd^ 
De(ires  Accefs  to  you. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  Sifter  ? 

Prov.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  a  very  virtuous  Maid, 
And  to  be  (hortly  of  a  Sifter-hood, 
If  not  already. 

Ang.  Well;  let  her  be  admitted. 
See  you  the  Fornicatrefs  be  removed; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavi(h  Means; 
There  (hall  be  Order  for't. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Ifabella. 

Trov.  "Save  your  Honour. 

Ang.  Stay  a  little  while.    Y'are  welcome ;  what's  yoor 
Will? 

Ifab.  I  am  a  woful  Suitor  to  your  Honour, 
'Pleafe  but  your  Honour  hear  me. 

Ang.  Well ;  what's  your  Suit  ? 

7/il.  There  is  a  Vice  that  moft  I  do  abhor. 
And  more  de(ire  (hould  meet  the  Blow  of  Juftjcf» 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  muft» 
For  which  I  muft  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  War  'twixt  will,  and  will  not. 

Ang.  Well ;  the  Matter  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  a  Brother  is  condemned  to  die; 
I  do  befeech  you  let  it  be  his  Fault, 
And  not  my  Brother. 

Prov.  Heav'n  give  thee  moving  Graces. 

^g.  Condemn  the  Fault,  and  not  the  AAor  of  ic| 
^Why  every  Fault's  condemned  e*er  it  be  done; 
'  Mine  were  the  Cipher  of  a  Fundion 
To  fine  the  Faults,  whofe  Fine  ftands  in  Record^    - 
[  AndJetgoby  the  A&or.  Ifik. 
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Ifab.  O  juft,  but  fevere  Law  J 
I  had  a  Brother  then ;  Hcav'n  keep  your  Honour. 

Lucio.  Giy't  not  o*er  fo  :  To  him  again,  intreit  fcirii,' 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  Gown ;  ^ 

You  are  too  cold ;  if  you  (hould  need  a  Pin, 
You  could  not  with  a  more  tame  Tongue  dcfirc  it^ 
To  him,  I  fay. 

Ifab.  Muft  he  fieeds  die? 

jinf.  Maiden,  no  Remedy, 

10.  Yes  5  I  do  think  that  you  miy  pardon  him. 
And  neither  Heav'n  nor  Man  grieve  at  the  Mercy. 

uing.  I  will  not  do>. 

Ifab.  But  can  you  if  you  would? 

Ang.  Looky  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do.  ,['^ 

Ifat.  But  might  you  do't,  and  do  the  World  ooWrobg, 
If  fo  your  Heart  were  touched  with  that  Kemorfcj 
As  mine  i$  to  him ?  .^. 

^g.  He*s  fentenc'd;  'tis  too  late. 

Lhcio.  You  are  too  cold. 

Ifab.  Too  late?  why  fo?  I  that  do  fpeak  a  Word, 
May  call  it  back  again :  Well,  believe  tms. 
No  Ceremony  that  to  great  ones  longs. 
Not  the  King's  Crown,  nor  the  deputed  Sword, 
The  MarfliaPs  Truncheon,  nor  the  Judge's  Robe^ 
Become  them  with  one  half  fo  good  a  Grace 
As  Mercy  does:  If  he  had  been  as  you,  and  you  as  hs^ 
You  would  have  dipt  like  him;  but  he,  like  yon. 
Would  not  have  been  fo  ftem. 

jing.  Pray  you  be  gone, 

J  fab.  I  woUd  to  Heav'n  I  had  your  Potency, 
And  yda  were  Ifabeli  fhould  it  then  be  thus? 
No ;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  Judge, 
And  what  a  Prifoncr. 

Lfich.  Ay,  touch  him ;  there's  the  VeJft. 

jiHg.  Your  Brother  h  a  Forfeit  d  the  Law, 
And  you  but  wafte  your  Words. 

Ifab.  Alas!  alas! 
Why,  all  the  Souls  that  were,  were  Forfeit  once ; 
Andf  he  that  might  the  'Vantage  befl  have  took» 
Found  o*t  the  Remecfy.  Mow  w^uld  vou  be,     ^ 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  Judjgttiail,  modd 
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But  judge  you  as  you  are?  Ob>  think  on  thar» 
And  Mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  Lips> 
Like  Man  new-made. 

Ani.  Be  you  content,  fair  Maid> 
It  is  the  Law,  not  I»  condemns  your  Brother. 
Were  he  my  Kinfman,  Brother,  or  my  Son, 
It  ihould  be  thus  with  him ;  he  muft  die  to  Morrow. 

Ifab.  To  Morrow  ?  Oh !  that's  fudden. 
Spare  him,  fpare  him ; 

He's  not  prcpar'd  for  Death :  Even  for  our  Kitchins 
We  kill  the  Fowl  of  Seafon;  ftiall  we  ferve  Heav'n  . 
With  lei's  Refpeft  than  we  do  miniftey. 
To  our  grofs  felves  ?  Good,  good  my  Lord,  bethink  you : 
Who  is  it  that  hath  dy'd  for  this  Oflfence^. 
prbere's  many  have  committed  it. 
Lucio.  Ay,  well  faid, 

jlng.  The  Law  hath  not  been  dea(j>  tho'  it  hadi  flept: 
Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  th^t  Evil, 
If  the  firft,  that  did  tli*  Edid  infringe. 
Had  anfwer'd  for  his  Deed.     Now  'tis  awake. 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done,  and  like  a  Prophet,' 
Looks  in  a  Glafs  that  (hews  what  future  Evils 
Either  now,  or  by  Kemifsnefs,  new  conceived. 
And  fo  in  Progrefs  to  be  hatch'd,  and  born. 
Are  now  to  have  no  fuccefljve  degrees. 
But  here  they  live  to  end. 
ffab.  Y(Et  (hew  fome  Pity. 
uing.  I  Ihew  it  moft  of  all  when  I  (hew  Juftice; 
For  then  I  pity  thofe  I  do  not  know. 
Which  a  difmifs'd  Offence  would  after  gaul ; 
And  do  him  Right,  that  anfwering  one  foul  Wrong, 
Lives  not  to  ad  another.     Be  latisfied; 
Your  Brother  dies  to  Morrow ;  be  content. 

Ifab.  So  you  muft  be  the  firft  tliat  gives  this  Sentence^ 
And  he  that  fufFers:  Oh,  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  Giant's  Strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous! 
To  ufe  it  like  a  Giant. 
Lucio.  That's  well  faid. 
Ifab.  Could  great  Men  thunder 
As  Jove  himfelf  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet;  * 
For  every  pelting  petty  Officer 
,.,-  Would 
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Would  ufe  his  Heav'n  for  Thunder; 
Nothing  but  Thunder :  Merciful  Heav'a» 
Thou  rather  with  thy  (harp  and  fulphurous  Bolt 
Split'ft  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  Oak, 
Than  the  foft  Mirtle:   O  but  Man !  proud 'Man! 
Dreft  in.  a  little  brief  Authority, 
Moft  ignorant  of  what  he's  moft  aflfur'd* 
His  glailie  EfTencef  like  an  angry  Ape, 
Plays  fuch  fantaftick  Tricks  before  high  Heav'n, 
As  makes  the  Angels  weep ;  who  with  our  Spleens 
Would  all  themfelves  laugh  mortal.  , 

Lucio.  Oh,  to  him,  to  him  Wench;  he  will  relent; 
He's  coming;  I  perceive't. 
Prov.  Pray  Heaven  flie  win  him, 
Ifal?.  We  cannot  weigh  our  Brother  with  our  felf : 
Great  Men  may  jeft  with  Saints;  'tis  Wit  in  them. 
But  in  the  le(s  foul  Prophanation. 

Lucid.  Thou'rt  i'right>  Girl;  more  o'that. 
I/ab.  That  in  the  Captain's  but  a  cholerick  Word, 
Which  in  the  Soldier  is  flat  Blafphemy. 
Lficio.  Art  advis'd  o'that?  Moreon't. 
.jinf.  Why  do  you  put  thefe  Sayings  upon  me  ? 
Ipw.  Becaufe  Authority,  tho'  it  err  Vjit  others. 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  Medicine  in  it  felf. 
That  skins  the  Vice  o*  th*  top :  Go  to  your  Bofbm, 
Knock  there>  and  ask  your  Heart  what  it  doth  know 
That's  like  my  Brother's  Fault;  ifitconfefs 
A  natural  Guiltinefs,  fuch  as  is  his. 
Let  it  not  found  a  Thought  upon  your  Tongue 
Againft  my  Brother's  Life. 

^ng.  She  fpeaks^  and  'tis  fuch  Senfe, 
That  my  Senfe  breeds  with  it.  Fare  you  well 
Ifab.  Gentle,  my  Lord,  turn  back. 
.j4»£.  I  will  bethink  me:  Come  again  to  MorrowJ 
//ah.  Hark,  how  I'll  bribe  you :  Good  my  Lord  turn  hacU 
u4n£.  How  ?  Bribe  me  ? 

//4I.  Ay>  with  fuc^h  Gifts  that  Heav'n  ihall  fliare  with  you. 
Lf0€.  You  had  marr'd  all  elfe, 
IfiL  Not  with  fond  Sickles  of  the  tefted  Gold, 
Or  Stones,  whofe  Rate  are  either  rich  or,  poor. 
As  Fancy  values  them  j  but  with  true  PraycrsV, 
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That  Ihall  be  up  at  Heav'n,  and  enter  there 
E'er  Sun  rife:  Prayers  from  preferved  Souls, 
From  fading  Maids,  whofe  Minds  are  dedicate 
JTo  nothing  Temporal. 

uing.  Well;  come  to  me  to  Morrow, 

Lfuio.  Go  to;  'tis  well;  away. 

Jfab.  Heav'n  keep  your  Honour  fafe. 

^g.  Amen: 
For  I  am  that  way  going  to  Temptation, 
Where  Prayers  crofs, 

Ifab.  At  what  Hour  to  IVJorrow 
Shall  I  atteiid  yburLordlhip? 

Ang.  At  any  time  'fore  Noon. 

Ifab^  Save  your  Honour.        \ExeHnt  LucioAnd  liabella* 

^g.  From  thee;  even  from  thy  Virtue. 
What's  this?  What's  this?  Is  this  her  fault,  or  mini? 
The  Tempter,  or  the  Tempted,  wtiofinsmoft?  Ha? 
Not  (he ;  nor  doth  ftie  tempt;  but  it  is  I, 
That,  lying  by  the  Violet  in  the  Sun, 
Do  as  the  Carrion  does,  not  as  the  Flower,* 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  Seafdn.    Can  it  be. 
That  Modefty  may  mdre  betray  our  Senfe, 
Tlian  Woman's  Lightnefs  ?  Having  wafte  Ground  enough. 
Shall  we  defire  to  raze  the  Sanftuary, 
And  pitch  our  Evils  there?  Ohfie,  fie,  fie; 
What  doft  thou  ?  Or  what  art  thou,  j^ngeU  f 
Doft  thou  defire  her  fouly,  for  thofe  things 
That  make  her  good  ?  Oh  let  her  Brother  live : 
Thieves  for  their  Robbery  have  Authority, 
When  Judges  fteal  themfelves.     What !  do  I  Love  her, 
That  I  defire  to  heai'  her  fpeak  again  ? 
And  feafl  upon  her  Eyes  t  What  is  it  I  dream  on  ? 
Oh  cunning  Enemy,  that  to  catch  a  Saint, 
With  Saints  doft  bait  tliou  Hook  f  ihoft  dangerous 
Is  that  Temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 
To  Sin<  in  loving  Virtue;  never  coiild  the  StruiKlpcti 
With  all  her  double  Vigbf,  Art,  and  Nature, 
Once  ftir  my  Temper :  But  this  virtuous  Maid 
Subdues  me  quite;  even 'till  bow. 
When  Men  were  fond^  I  imil'd;  arid  woadred  li6w.  \Extt. 
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SCENE    HI.     A  Prifm, 

Enter  Dul^e  habited  like  a^  Friar^  and  Provofi. 

Dnke.  Hail  to  you,  Provofi ;  fo  I  think  you  are. 

Prov.  I  am  the  Provoft;  what's  your  Will,  good  Friar  i 

Duke*  Bound  by  my  Charity,  and  my  bleft  Ordeft 
I  come  to  vifit  the  a£3ided  S{>irits 
Here  in  the  Prifon;  do  me  the  common  Right 
To  let  me  fee  them ;  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  Crime,  thtt  I  may  minifler 
To  them  accordingly, 

Prav.  I  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were  needful. 

Enter  Juliet. 
Look  here  comes  one;  a  Gentlewoman  of  mine. 
Who  falling  in  the  Flaws  of  her  own  Youth, 
Hafb  blifter'd  her  Report :  She  is  with  Child^ 
And  he  that  got  it>  fentenc'd  :  A  young  Man  ^  , 

More  tit  to  do  another  fuch  OfFence> 
Than  die  for  this. 

DhI^.  When  muft  he  die?  j 

Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to  Morrow. 
I  have  provided  for  you;  ft  ay  a  while9 
And  you  (hall  be  condu&ed. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  the  Sin  you  carry. 

Juliet.  I  do;  and  bear  the  Shame  moft  patiently. 

DukeSW  teach  you  how  youihall  arraign  your  Confcience^ 
And  try  your  Penitence^  if  it  be  found. 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Juliet.  VVL  gladly  learn. 

Duke.  Love  you  the  Man  that  wroag*d  you? 

Juliet.  Yes,  as  I  love  ths  Woman  that  wrong'd  him. 

Dukif.  S(9  then  it  fecm^  your  moft  oflFenceful  Aft 
Was  mutually  committed. 

Juliet.  Jl^Utu^lj. 

Dukf.  Then  was  yqur  Sio  of  heavier  kind  than  his? 

Juliet.  I  do  CiWfefs  it,  and  repent  it.  Father. 

Duke.  'Tis  meet  fo.  Daughter;  but  left  you  4affi|^€Qfc  * 
As  that  the  Sin  hath  brought  you  to  th«s  Sham^ 
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Which  Sorrow  is  always  towards  our  felves,  not  Heaven, 
Showing  we  would  not  fpare  Heav'n,  as  we  love  it. 
But  as  we  H-and  in  fear. 

Juliet.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  £vil> 
And  take  the  Shame  with  Joy. 

Duke.  There  reft. 
jYour  Partner,  as  I  hear,  muft  die  to  Morrow, 
And  I  am  going  with  Inftrudion  to  him ; 
©race  go  with  you,  Benedicite.  {Exiu 

yuliet.  Muft  die  to  Morrow  ?  Oh  injurious  Love» 
That  refpits  me  a  Life,  whofe  very  CoRifort 
Is  ft  ill  a  dying  Horror. 

Proy.  'Tis  pity  of  him.  [Exeum. 

SCENE     IV.     The  Palace. 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and  pray 
To  feveral  Subjefts:  Heav'n  hath  my  empty  Words, 
Whilft  my  Invention,  hearing  not  my  Tongue, 
Anchors  on  Ifabeli  Heav'n*s  in  my  Mouth, 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  Name, 
And  in  my  Heart  the  ftrong  and  fwelling  Evil 
Of  my  Conception :  The  State  whereon  I  ftudied 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 
Grown  feard,  and  tedious ;  yea,  my  Gravity, 
Wherein,  let  no  Man  hear  me,  I  take  pride. 
Could  I,  with  boot,  change  for  an  idle  Plume 
Which  the  Air  beats  for  vain :  Oh  Place !  oh  Form  I 
How  often  doft  thou  with  thy  Cafe,  thy  Habit 
Wrench  Awe  from  Fools,  and  tie  the  wifer  Souls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming  ?  Blood,  thou  art  Blood, 
Let's  write  good  Angel  on  the  Devil's  Horn ; 
•Tis  not  the  Devil's  Creft.    How  now?  who's  there? 

Enter  Servant* 

Ser.  Ontlfabely  a  Sifter,  defires  Accefs  to  you. 

jlf^.  Teach  her  the  way.   Oh  Heav'ns ! 
Why  does  my  Blood  thus  mufter  to  my  Hearts 
Making  both  it  unable  for  it  felff 
And  difpofteffing  all  my  other  Parts 
Of  Mceflary  fitncfs  ? 

So 
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So  t>lay  the  foolifli  Throngs  with  one  that  fwound^;  ' 

Come  all  to  help  him,  and  fo  flop  ttie  Air 

By  which  he  fhould  revive;  and  even  fo 

The  general  Subjeds  to  a  well-wifht  King, 

Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequious  Fondnefs  'i 

Crowd  to  his  Prefence,  where  their  untaught  Love 

Muft  needs  appear  Offence.   How  now^  fair  Maid? 

Enter  Ifabella.  .  ^' 

JJab.  I  am  come  to  know  your  Pleafure. 

^n£.  That  you  might  know  it,  would  much  better  pleafciii£ 
Than  to  demand  what  'tis;  your  Brother  cannot  live. 

I/kb.  Even  fo ;  Heav'n  keep  your  Honour.  [Goiffjg^l 

^ng.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while;  and  it  may  be  ' 
As  long  as  you  or  I ;  yet  he  muft  die. 

Jfith.  Uiider  your  Sentence? 

^ng.  Yea. 

Ifab.  When,  I  befeech  you  ?  that  in  his  Reprieve* 
Longer  or  ihorter,  he  may  be  fo  fitted. 
That  his  Soul  ficken  not. 

jing.  Ha?  fie,  thefe  filthy  Vices;  it  were  as- good 
To  pardon  him*  that  hath  from  Nature  fiol'n 
A  Man  already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  fawcy  Sweetnefs,  that  do  coin  Heav'n's  Image 
In  Stamps  that  are  forbid;  'cis  all  as  eafie» 
Falfely  to  take  away  a  Life  true  made; 
As  to  put  Mettle  in  reftained  means. 
To  make  a  falfe  one. 

Ifab.  'Tis  fet  down  fo  in  Heaven,  but  nqt  in  Earth; 

^ng.  Say  you  fo?  Then  I  (hall  poze  you  quickly, 
Whicn  had  you  rather,  that  the  moft  juft  Law 
Now  took  your  Brother's  Life ;  or  to  redeem  him. 
Give  up  your  Body  to  fuch  fweet  Uncleannefs 
As  (he  tl^t  he  hath  ftain'd  ? 

Ifib.  Sir,  believe  this, 
I  had  rather  give  my  Body  than  my  Soul. 

Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  Soul ;  our  compelM  Sins 
Stand  more  fot  Number  than  for  Accompt. 

Ifab,  How  fay. you?  T- - 

jing.  Nay,  I'll  not  warrant  that;  for  I  can  fpeak  H 

Againft  the  thing  I  fay.    Anfwer  to  this :  \ 

I,  now  the  Voice  of  me  recorded  Law, 
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Pronounce  a  Sentence  on  your  Brother's  Life : 
Might  there  not  be  a  Charity  in  Sin, 
,To  fave  this  Brother's  Life? 

Jfa.  Pleafe  you  to  do't, 
I*II  take  it  as  a  Peril  to  my  Soul ; 
It  is  no  Sin  at  all,  but  Charity. 

jing.  Pleas'd  you  to  do't  at  Peril  of  your  Soul, 
Were  equal  poize  of  Sin  and  Charity. 

Jfa.  That  I  do  beg  his  Life,  if  it  be  Sin, 
JEfeav'n  let  me  bear  it ;  you  granting  of  my  Suit, 
If  that  be  Sin,  FU  make  it  my  Mom-pray'r, 
To  have  it  added  to  the  Faults  of  mine. 
And  nothing  of  your  Anfwer» 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  me : 
Your  Senfe  purfues  not  mine:  Either  you  are  ignorantf 
Or  feem  fo,  craftily ;  and  that's  not  good. 

Ifa.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good. 
But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

jing.  Thus  Wifdom  wiflies  to  appear  moft  bright. 
When  it  doth  tax  it  felf :  As  thefe  black  Mafques 
Proclaim  an  en-ihield  Beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  Beauty  could  difplay'd.     But  mark  me* 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  fpeak  more  grofs ; 
Your  Brother  is  to  die. 

Jfa.  So. 

jing.  And  his  Offence  is  (o,  as  it  appears. 
Accountant  to  the  Law  upon  that  pain. 

Ifa.  True. 

jing.  Admit  no  other  way  to  fave  his  Life^ 
As  I  lubfcribe  not  that,  nor  any  other> 
But  in  the  lofs  of  Queftion,  that  you,  his  Sifter, 
Finding  your  felf  defir'd  of  fuch  a  Perfon, 
Whofe  Credit  with  the  Judge,  or  own  great  Place, 
Could  fetch  your  Brother  from  the  Mannacles 
Of  the  all' holding  Law;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  Mean  to  fave  him,  but  that  either 
You  muft  lay  down  the  Treafures  of  your  Body, 
To  this  fuppos'd>  or  elfe  to  let  him  fuffier, 
,What  would  you  do? 

Ifd.  As  much  for  my  poor  Brother  as  my  felf; 

That  15^  were  I  under  the  T^tm9iJHV^ 

Th'tor 
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Tk'  impreifion  of  keen  AVhips,  Td  wear  as  Rubiesil 
And  ftrip  my  felf  to  Death,  as  to  a  Bed, 
That  longing  I*ve  been  iick  for,  e'er  Fd  yield 
My  Body  up  to  Shame. 

An^.  Then  muft  your  Brother  die* 

Ipw.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way; 
Better  it  were  a  Brother  dy^i  at  once. 
Than  that  a  Sifter,  by  redeeming  him. 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  you  then  as  cruel  as  the  Sentence 
That  vou  have  (lander'd  fo  ? 

Jfak  Ignominy  ia  Ran(bm»  and  free  Pardon^ 
Are  of  two  Houfo;  lawful  Mercy 
Is  nothing  kin  to  foul  Redemption. 

Ang.  You  feem'd  of  late  to  make  the  Law  a  Tyrant^ 
And  rather  prov'd  the  Aiding  of  your  Brother 
A  Merriment  than  a  Vice. 

Ifab.  Oh  pardon  me,  my  Lord;  it  oft  falls  out» 
To  have  what  we  would  have. 
We  fpeak  not  what  we  mean : 
I  fometblng  do  excufe  the  thing  I  hate  '"*< 

For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

jing.  We  are  all  frail. 

Ifab.  Elfe  let  my  Brother  die* 
If  not  a  Feodary  but  only  he 
Ovire,  and  fucceed  by  Weaknefs. 

An^.  Nay,  Women  are  frail  toow 

Ifw.  Ay,  as  the  Glaffes  where  they  view  themfdvesfl 
Which  are  as  eafie  broke  as  they  idake  Forms; 
Women !  Help  Heaven ;  Men  their  Creadon  mar 
In  profiting  by  them:  Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail} 
For  we  are  foft»  as  our  Complexions  are, 
And  credulous  to  falfe  Prints. 

jUg.  I  il^k  it  well; 
And  from  this  Teftimony  of  your  own  Sex,' 
Since  I  fuppofe  we  are  made  to  be  no  flronger 
Than  Faults  may  ihake  our  Frames,  let  me  be  bold; 
I  do  arreft  your  Words:  Be  that  you  are. 
That  is,  a  Woman ;  if  you  be  more,  you're  aone# 
If  you  be'one,  wyou  arc  well  exprcft 

You  U  P  ^1 
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By  all  external  Warrants,  ftiew  it  n^w. 
By  putting  on  the  deftin'd  Livery. 

IJab.  I  have  no  Tongue  but  one;  gentle  my  Lordy 
Let  me  intreat  you  fpeak  the  former  Language, 

jin^.  Plainly  conceive  I  love  you, 

Ifalf.  My  Brother  did  love  Juliet i  ^ 

And  you  tell  me,  that  he  fliall  die  for't. 

Ang.  He  fliall  not,  Ifdbel^  if  you  give  me  Love. 

If^.  I  kjiQW  your  Virtue  hath  a  Licence  in*t. 
Which  feems  a  little  fouler  than  it.  is. 
To  pluck  on  others. 

An^.  Believe  me  on  mine  Honour, 
My  Words  exprefs  my  Purpofe 

Ifab.  Ha  ?  Little  Honour  to  be  much  believ'd. 
And  moft  pernicious  Purpofe:  Seeming,  feeming, 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angela  \  look  for't: 
Sign  me  a  prefent  Pardon  for  my  Brother, 
Or  with  an  out-ftretch'd  Throat  Til  tell  the  World  aloud 
What  Min  thou  art.  .    / 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Ifabel? 
My  unfoiM  Name,  th'  Aufterenefs  of  my  Life,      « 
My  Vouch  againft  you,  and  my  Place  i*  th'  State, 
Will  fo  your  Accufatiori  over-weigh. 
That  you  fliall  fl:ifle  in  your  own  Report, 
And  fmell  of  Calumny.     I  have  begun. 
And  now  I  give  my  fenfual  Race  the  Rein ; 
Fit  thy  Confentto  my  fliarp  Appetite, 
Lay  by  all  Nicety,  and  prolixious  Bluflies 
That  baniffi  what  they  fJae  for  ;  redeem  thy  Brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  Body  to  my  Will; 
Or  elfe  he  muft  not  only  die  the  Death, 
But  thy  Unkindnefs  fliall  his;  Death  draw  out 
To  lingring  Sufl^erance.  Anfwer  me  to  MorroW| 
Or  by  the  AfFeftion  that  now  guides  me  moft,  ^, 
ni  prove  a  Tyrant  to  him.     As  for  you,  *  , 

Say  what  you  can,  my  falfe  o*er- weighs  your  true^     [Exit. 

Ifab.  To  whom  fllould  I  complain  ?  Did  I  tell  this. 
Who  would  Believe  me  ?  O  perilous  Mouths 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  felf-fame  Tongue^^ 
Either  of  Condemnation  or  Approof> 
Bidding  the  Law  make  Curtfie  to  their  Will, 

Hooking 
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Hooking  both  Right  fnd  Wrong  to  th*  Appetite, 

To  follow  as  it  draws*     I'll  to  my  Brother; 

Tho'  he  hath  fallen  by  Prompture  of  the  Bloody 

Yet  hath  he  in  him  fuch  a  Mind  of  Honour, 

That  had  he  twenty  Heads  to  tender  down 

On  twenty  bloody  Blocks,  he'd  yield  them  up* 

Before  his  Sifter  ftiould  her  Body  ftoop 

To  fuch  abhorr'd  Polltition. 

Then  IfyM  live  chafte^  and  Brother  die; 

"  More  than  our  Brother  is  our  Chaftity. 

Ill  tell  him  yet  o(  jingelo*s  Requeft, 

And  fit  his  Mind  to  Death  for  his  Soul's  Reft*  [Ejfin 


ACT   III.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

S  C  E  N  E  r>&^  Trifon. 

Enter  Duke,  Claudio  and  Provoft. 

Vuke.  Q  O,  then  you  hope  of  Pardon  from  Lord  Angtb  t 
i3  CUnd.  The  miferable  have  no  other  Medicine 
But  only  Hope:  I've  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepared  to  die* 

Duk£^  Be  abfolute  for  Death ;  either  Death  or  Life 
Shall  thereby  be  the  fweeter.     Reafonthus  with  Life; 
If  I  do  lofe  thee,  I  do  lofe  a  thing 
That  none  but  Fools  would  keep ;  a  Breath  thou  art. 
Servile  to  all  the  Skiey  Influences  ; 
That  doft  this  Habitation  where  thou  keep'fl: 
Hourly  affliA :  Meerly  thou  art  Death's  Fool ; 
For  him  thou  labour^ft  by  thy  flight  to  fliun, 
And  yet  runn'ft  toward  him  uilK  Thou  art  not  noble} 
For  all  th'  Accommodations  that  thou  bear'fti 
Are  nurs'd  by  Bafenefst  ThouVt  no  way  vaUant; 
For  thou  doft  fear  the  foft  and  tender  Fork 
Of  a  poor  Worm.  Thy  beft  of  Reft  is  Sleep> 
And  that  thou  oft  provok'ft,  yet  grofly  fear*ft 
Thy  Death,  which  is  no  more.    Thou  art  not  thy  felf  j 
For  thou  exifts  on  many  a  thoufand  Grains 
That  iffue  out  of  Duft.   Happy  thou  art  noF; 
For  what  thou  haft  not,  ftill  thou  ftjriv'ft  to  get,  I ' 

And  what  thou  hift  forgett^ft.  Thou  arc  not  cttuVsvi 

Q  1  .  "^ot 
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For  thy  Complexion  fliifts  to  ftrange  EfFcds,  ':P^^^\ 

After  the  Moon.  If  tKbuairt  rich,  thou'rt  poor;        ]  \ 

For  like  an  Afs,  whofe  Back  with  Ingots  bows,  f. 

Thou  bear*ft  thy  heavy  Riches  but  a  Journey,  ' 

And  Death  unloads  thee.   Friend  haft  thou  none,. 

For  thine  own  Bowels  wliich  do  call  thee  Sire* 

The  meer  Effufiof  of  thy  proper  Loins, 

Do  curfe  the  Gout^  Serpigo^  and  the  Rheumi^ 

For  ending  thee  no  fooner.  Thou  haft  not  Youth,  nor  Age ;: 

But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner's  Sleep, 

Dreaming  on  both;  for  all  thy  bleffed  Youth 

Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  Alms 

Of  palfied-£]d ;  and  when  thou  art  old,  and  rich. 

Thou  haft  neither  Heat,  AfFeftion,  Limb,  nor  Beauty 

To  make  thy  Riches  pleafant.    What's  yet  in  this 

That  bears  the  Name  of  Life?  Yet  in  this  Life 

Lye  hid  more  thoufand  Deaths ;  yet  Death  we  fear,. 

That  makes  thefe  odds  all  even. 

CUud.  I  h'lmbly  thank  you. 
To  fue  to  live,  I  find  I  feek  to  die. 
And  feeking  Death,  find  Life:  Let  it  come  on. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifabi  What  hoa?   Peace  here;   Grace  and  good   Cbm 
pany. 

Prov.  Who's  there  ?  Come  in :    The  Wifti  deferves  a 
Welcome. 

Dnkf.  Dear  Sir,  e*er  long  I'll  vifit  you  again.' 

CUudm  Moft  holy  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Ifab.  My  bufinefs  is  a  Word  or  two  with  CUudio 

frov.  And  very  welcome.    Look  Signior*  here's  your 
Siftert 

Duke.  Provofl^  a  Word  with  you. 

Prov*  As  many  as  you  pleafe. 

Duke.  Bring  them  to  fpeak  where  I  may  be  concetl'd, 
yet  hear  them.  [Exeunt  Duke  mtd  Provoft* 

CUtU.  Now*  Sifter,  what's  the  Comfort? 

Jfah.Vfhy, 
As  all  Comforts  are;  moft  good,  moft  good  indeed: 
Lord  Angelo  having  Affairs  to  Hetv^ii^ 
Intends  you  for  his  fwift  Ambaffador; 
Where  you  ihall  be  an  cverlafting  Leiger* 

Thertfwe 
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Therefore  your  beft  Appointment  make  with  fpeedi, 
To  Morrow  you  fct  on. 

CUud.  Is  there  no  Remedy  ? 

Ij^b.  None  but  iach  R.emedy»  as  to  fave  a  Head 
To  cleave  a  Heart  in  twain. 

CUfU.  But  is  there  any  { 

IJab.  Ye5,  Brother,  you  may  live: 
There  is  a  devilifh' Mercy  in  the  Judge; 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  Life« 
But  fetter  you  'till  Peath, 

Qaud.  Perpetual  Durance  (     -  ) 

Ifah.  Ay  juft,  perpetual  Durance,  a  Reftraint 
Through  all  the  World's  Vaftidity  you  had 
To  a  determined  Scope. 

CUud.  But  in  what  Nature  \ 

IJah.  In  fuch  a  one>  as  you  confenting  to't. 
Would  bark  your  Honour  from  that  Trunk  you  bear. 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  the  Point. 

Ifah.  Oh,  I  do  fear  thee,  Clandioy  and  I  quake, 
Left  thou  a  fev'rous  Life  (houldft  entertain. 
And  fix  or  feven  Winters  more  refpect 
Than  a  perpetual  Honour.     Dar'ft  thou  die? 
The  Senfe  of  Death  is  mod  in  Apprehenfion^ 
Add  the  poor  Beetle  that  we  tread  upon. 
In  corporal  Sufferance,  finds  a  Pang  as  gre^af 
As  when  a  Giant  dies. 

Ctaud.  Why  give  you  me  this  Shame .? 
Think  you  I  can  a  Refolution  fetch 
Fromflow'ry  Tendernefs?  If  I  muft  die, 
I  will  encounter  Darknefs  as  a  Bride, 
And  hug  it  in  mine'  Arms. 

Ifab.  There  fpake  my  JBrother;  there  my  Father's  Grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  Voic-e.     Yes,  thou  muft  die : 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  Life 
In  bafe  Appliances*  -  This  outward  fainted  Deputy, 
Whofe  fettled  Vifage  and  deliberate  Word 
Nips  Youth  i'th*  Head,  and  FoUies  doth  emmew. 
As  Faulcon  doth  the  Fowl,    is  yet  a  Devil; 
His  Filth  within  being  caft,  he  would  appear 
A  Pond  as  deep  as  Hell* 

0^5  CUuf* 
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Oaud^  The  Princely  jingelo  ? 
Ifab.  Oh  'tis  the  cunning  Livery  of  Hell, 
The  damned'ft  Body  to  inveft  and  cover 
In  Princely  Guards^  Doft  thou  think,  CUuMo^ 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  Virginity, 
,Thou  might'ft  be  freed  ? 

CUad.  Oh  Heav*ns,  it  cannot  be, 
Ifab.  Yes>  he  would  give't  thee ;  from  this  rank  Offence 
So  to  offend  him  ftill.  This  Night's  the  time 
That  I  fhould  do  what  I  abhor  to  name. 
Or  elfe  thou  dy*ft  to  Morrow. 
Claud.  Thou  (halt  not  do't. 
Ifab.  Oh,  were  it  but  my  Life, 
I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  Deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  Pin. 

Claud.  Thanks,  dear  Ifabel. 

Ifab.  Be  ready,  Claudio^  for  you  Death  to  Morrbw^ 
Claud.  Yes.   Has  he  Affeftions  in  him. 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  Law  by  th*  Nofe, 
When  he  would  force  it?  Sure  it  is  no  Sin; 
Or  of  the  deadly  feven  it  is  the  leaft. 
Ifab.  Which  is  the  leaft? 
Claud.  If  it  were  damnable,  he  being  fo  wife. 
Why  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be  perdurably  fin'd  ?  Oh  Ifabel^ 
Ifab.  What  fays  my  Brother? 
Claud.  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 
Ifab.  And  fhamed  Life  a  hateful. 
Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where : 
To  lye  in  cold  Obftruftion,  and  to  rot; 
This  fenfible  warm  Motion,  to  become 
A  kneaded  Clod;  and  the  delighted  Spirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  Floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thrilling  Regions  of  thick«ribbed  Ice, 
To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlefs  Winds, 
And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 
The  pendant  World;  or  to  be  worfe  than  worft 
Of  thofe,  that  lawlefs  and  uncertain  Thought, 
Imagine  howling;  'tis  too  horrible. 
The  wearieft  and  moft  loathed  worldly  Life 
!f  hat  Age,  Acfa,  Penury,  ^nd  Imprifonment 
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Can  lay  on  Nature,  is  a  Paradife 
To  what  we  fear  of  iDeath. 

Ifab.  Alas!  alas! 

Claud.  Sweet  Sifter,  let  me  live. 
What  Sin  you  do  to  fave  a  Brother's  Life, 
Nature  difpenfes  with  the  Deed  fo  far> 
That  it  becomes  a  Virtue. 

Ifab.  Oh  you  Beaft ! 
Oh  faithlefs  Coward !  oh  difhoneft  Wretch ! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  Man  out  of  my  Vice? 
Is'c  not  a  kind  of  Inceft,  to  take  Life 
From  thine  own  Sifter's  Shame?  Whatftiouldl  think? 
Heav*n  (hield  my  Mother  plaid  my  Father  fair  : 
For  fuch  a  warped  flip  of  Wildernefs 
Ne'er  iffu'd  from  his  Blood.     Take  my  Defiance, 
Die,  perifh :  Might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  Fate,  it  ftiould  proceed, 
ni  pay  a  thoufand  Prayers  for  thy  Death; 
No  Word  to  fave  thee. 

Claud.  Nay,  hear  me,  IJkheU 

Ifab.  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie, 
Thy  Sin's  not  accidental,  but  a  Trade; 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  it  felf  a  Bawd; 
*Tis  beft  that  thou  dy'ft  quietly. 

Claud.  Oh  hear  me,  Ifabella. 

Enter  Duke  and  Provoft. 

Buke.  Vouchfafe  a  Word,  young  Sifter,  but  one  Word. 

Ifab.  What  is  your  Will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  difpenfe  with  your  Lcifure,  I  would  by 
and  by  have  fome  Speech  with  you:  The  Satisfaftion  I  would 
require,  is  likewife  your  own  Benefit. 

Ifab^  I  have  no  fuperfluous  Leifure ;  my  Stay  muft  be  ftolen 
out  of  other  Affairs:  But  I  will  attend  you  a  while. 

Duke%  Son,  I  have  over-heard  what  hath  paft.between  you 
and  your  Sifter,  jingelo  had  never  the  Piirpofe  to  corrupt 
her;  only  he  hath  made  an  Eflay  of  her  Virtue,  to  praftife 
his  Judgment  with  the  Difpofition  of  Natures.  She,  having 
the  truth  of  Honour  in  her,  hath  made  him  that  gracious 
Denial,  which  he  is  moft  gladl  to  receive:  I  am  Confeffor  to 
jingeky  arid  I  know  this  to  be  true;  therefore  predate  ^csvix 
feltto  Death.  Do  not  fatisfie  your  KetoVuxlotv ^\>>cw ^o'o^^ 
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that  are  fallible;  to  Morrow  you  muft  die;  go  to  your  Eaiec!^ 
and  make  ready. 

CUad.  Let  me  ask  my  Sifter  Pardon ;  I  am  fo  out  of  love 
with  Life,  that  I  will  fue  to  be  rid  of  it.          \JExif  Claud. 

Dukf.  Hold  you  there;  farewel.  Provofi,  a  Word  with 
you. 

Prov.  What's  your  Will,  Father  ? 

Dukg.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gene ;  leave 
me  a  while  with  the  Maid;  my  Mind  promifes  with  mj 
Habit,  no  lofs  fhall  touch  her  by  my  Company, 

Prov.  In  good  time.  lExit  Prov. 

Duk€.  The  Hand  that  hath  made  you  fair/  hathmade  you 
good ;  the  Goodnefs  that  is  cheap  in  Beauty,  makes  Beau- 
ty brief  in  Goodnefs ;  but  Grace  being  the  Soul  of  your 
Complexion,  (hall  keep  the  Body  of  it  ever  fair ;  the  ^ 
lault  that  jingelo  hath  made  to  you.  Fortune  hath  con«* 
vey'd  to  my  Underftanding ;  and  but  that  Frailty  hath  Ex- 
amples for  his  Falling,  I  (hould  wonder  at  Angtlo :  How  will 
you  do  to  content  this  Subflitute,  and  to  fave  your  Bro* 
ther  ? 

Ifab.  I  am  now  going  to  refolve  him :  I  had  rather  my 
Brother  die  by  the  Law,  than  my  Son  (hould  be  unlaw- 
fully borni»  But,  oh,  how  much  is  the  good  Duke  de^ 
ceiv'd  in  AfigeU:  If  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  fpeak'tb 
him,  I  will  open  my  Lips  in  vain,  or  difcover  his  Qo* 
vernment. 

I>t$ks-  ^^^^  ^^U  not  be  much  amifs ;  yet,  as  the  Matter 
now  ftands,  he  will  avoid  your  Accufation;  He  made  Trial 
of  you  only.  Therefore  faften  your  Ear  on  my  Advifings, 
to  the  Love  I  have  in  doing  good ;  a  Remedy  prefents  it  felf« 
I  do  make  my  felf  believe  that  you  may  moft  uprighteouf* 
ly  do  a  poor  wronged  Lidy  a  merited  Benefit ;  redeem 
your  Brother  from  the  angry  Law ;  do  no  Stain  to  your 
own  gracious  Perfbn>  and  much  pleafe  the  abfent  Duke, 
if  perad venture  he  (hall  ever  retUm  to  have  hearing  of  this 
Bufinefs 

Ifab.  Let  me  hear  you  fpQak,  Father :  I  have  Spirit  to  da 
any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  iathe  Trutli  of  my  Spirit. 

Dnkg.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  Goodnefs  never  fearful :  Have 
you  not  heard  fpeak  of  il/fin4M,  the  Sifter  of  irrrf^r/V^  the 
great  Soldier,  who  mifcarry'd  at  Sea  ?  7 
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IJkb.  I  have  heard  of  the  l^ady^  and  good  Wo^ds  went 
with  her  NamCt 

DmkSf  She  fhould  this  ^£eh  have  marry'd;  was  affiaQc'4 
to  her  by  Oath,  the  Nuptial  appointed:  Between  which  tim^ 
of  the  Contraft,  and  limit  of  the  Solenuiity,  her  Brqtfaqr 
Fredei;ick  was  wrackt  at  Sea,  having  in  that  periih'd  Veife! 
the  Dowry  of  his  Siften  But  mark  hpw  heavily  this  befelto 
the  poor  Gentlewoman;  there  (he  loft  a  noble  and  renown- 
ed Brother,  in  his  Love  toward  her  ever  moft  kind  and 
natural ;  with  him  the  Portion  and  Sineyir  of  her  Fortune^ 
her  Marriage-dowry ;  with  bpth^  he^  Combinate-husband^ 
this  well-feeming  Angela. 

Ifab.  Can  this  be  fo  ?  Did  jtngelo  fo  leave  her  $ 

Duks^  Left  her  in  her  Tears,  and  dry'd  not  one  of  thpn 
with  his  Comfort;  fwallow'd  his  Vows  whole,  pretending  iff 
her  Difcoveries  of  Dishonour:  In  few  Words,  beftow'd 
her  on  her  own  Lamentation,  which  (he  yet  wears  for  his 
fake;  and  he,  a  Mir[)le  to  |ier Tears,  is  waihed  with  dieni*^ 
but  relents  not* 

IJkb.  What  a  Merit  were  it  in  Death  to  take  this  poor 
Maid  froip  the  World !  What  Corruption  in  this  Life,  that 
it  will  let  this  Man  live  |  But  how  out  of  this  ,can  (he  a^ 
vail^ 

Dnkg.  It  is  a  Rupture  that  you  may  eaiily  heal ;  and  the 
Cure  of  it  not  only  faves  your  Brother*  but  keeps  you  froo^ 
Diftonour  in  doing  it.        : 

Ifab.  Shew  me  how',  good  Father. 

Dnkft.  This  fore*nam'd  Maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  Conti* 
nuance  of  her  firft  Affedion;  his  unjuft  Unkindnefii  that 
in  all  Reafon  ihould  have  quenched  h^r  Love,  hath,  like 
an  Impediment  in  the  Current,  made  it  more  violent  and 
unruly,  Qo  you  to  jingeloy  anfwering  his  requiring  with 
a  plauhble  Obedience;  agree  with  his  Demands  to  the  Point; 
Only  refer  your  felf  to  this  Advantage;  firft,  that  your 
Stay  with  him  may  not  be  long;  that  the  Time  may  have  all 
Shadow  and  Sjlence  in  it;  and  the  Place  anfwer  to  Conveni- 
ence. This  being  granted  in  Courfe^  and  now  follows  all : 
We  ftiall  advife  this  wronged  Maid  to  fteed  up  your  Ap- 
pointment, go  in  your  place;  if  the  Encounter  acknowledge 
it  felf  hereafter,  it  may  compel  him  to  her  Kecompence^ 
and  here,  by  this  is  your  Brother  faved,  ^out  Hqitvwvx  x^:^- 
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tainted,  the  ^oor  Mariana  advantaged^  and  the  corrupt  De- 
puty fcaled.  The  Maid  will  I  frame,  and  make  fit  for  his 
Attempt :  If  you  think  well  to  carry  this,  as  you  may,  the 
doublenefs  of  the  Benefit  defends  the  Deceit  and  Reproof. 
yS^hat  think  you  of  it? 

IJab.  •  The  Image  of  it  gives  me  Content  already,  and  I 
truft  it  will  grow  to  a  moft  profperous  Perfeftion. 

Dukf.  It  lyes  much  in  your  holding  up;  hafte  you  fpeedi- 
ly  to  jingelo'y  if  for  this  Night  he  intreat  you  to  his  Bed, 
give  him  Promife  of  Satisfaftion.  I  will  prefently  to  St.  Lnk/i ; 
there  at  the  moated  Grange  refides  this  deje&ed  Mariana  \ 
at  that  place  call  upon  me,  and  difpatch  with  AngeU^  that 
it  may  be  quickly. 

Ifab.  I  thank  you  for  this  Comfort :  Fare  you  well,  good 
Father.     *     -  \Exit. 

Enter  Elbow,  Clown  and  Officers. 

Elk  Nay*  if  there  be  no  Remedy  for  it,  but  that  you 
will  -needs  buy  and  fell  Men  and  Women  like  Beads,  we 
ihallhave  all  the  World  drink  brown, and  white  Baftard. 

Duke.  Oh  Heav'ns !  what  ftuff  is  here  ? 

Oov/n.  'Twas  never  merry  World  fince  of  two  Ufurics 
the  merrieft  was  put  down,  and  the  worfer  allowed  by  Or- 
der of  Law;  a  furr'd  Gown  to  keep  him  warm;  and  furr'd 
with  Fox  and  Lambs-skins  too>  to  fignifie,  that  Craft  being 
richer  than  Innocency,  ftands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.  Come  your  way.  Sir:  Blefs  you,  good  Father 
Friar* 

Dnke.  And  you,  good  Brother  Father;  what  Offence  hath 
this  Man  made  you.  Sir  ? 

''  Elb.  Marry,  Sir,  he  "hath  offended  the  Law;  and.  Sir,  we 
take  him  to  be  a  Thief  too.  Sir;  for  we  have  found  upon  him. 
Sir,  a  ftrange  Pick-lock,  which  we  have  fent  to  the  De- 
puty. 

Duks*  ^^^y  Sirrah,  a  Bawd,  a  wicked  Bawd; 
The  Evil  that  thou  caufeft  to  be  done. 
That  is  thy  means  to  live.     Do  thou  but  think 
what  'tis  to  cram  a  Ma^,  or  cloath  a  Back 
From  fuch  a  filthy  Vice :  Say  to  thy  felf. 
From  their  abominable  and  beaftlv  Touches 
i  drink,  I  eat  away  my  felf*  and  live. 

Canft 
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Canft  thou  believe.thy  living  is  a  Life, 

So  ftinkingly  depending?  Go  mend,  go  mend. 

Ckufn.  Indeed  it  does  ftink  in  fome  fort.  Sir; 
But  yet.  Sir,  I  would  prove 

Dnkf*  Nay*  if  the  Devil  have  given  thee  Proofs  for  Sin, 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.     Take  him  to  Prifon,  Officer; 
Corrcftion  and  Inftruftion  muft  both  work. 
E'er  this  rude  Beaft  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  muft  before  the  Deputy,  Sir;  he  has  given  him 
Warning;  the  Deputy  canftot  abide  a  Whore-maUcr;  if  he 
be  a  Whoremonger,  and  comes  before  him,  he  were  as 
good  go  a  Mile  on  his  Errand. 

Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  fome  would  feem  to  be, 
Free  from  all  Faults,  as  Faults  from  fecming  free. 

Enter  Lucio. 

Elb.  His  Neck  will  come  to  your  Wafte,  a  Cord,  Sir. 

Clown.  I  fpjr  Comfort;  I  cry  Bail:  Here's  a  Gentleman, 
and  a  Friend  or  mine. 

Lucio.  How  now,  noble  Pompej?  What,  at  the  Wheels  of 
Cf/ir?  Art  thou  led  in  Triumph?  Whit,  is  there  none  of 
Pigmalion's  Images  newly  made  Woman  to  be  had  now,  for 
putting  the  Hand  in  the  Pocket,  and  extrading  ckitch'd? 
What  Reply?  Ha?  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  this  Tune,  Matter 
and  Method?  Is't  not  drown 'd  i'th*  laft  Rain?  Ha?  What 
fay'ft  thou.  Trot?  Is  the  World  as  it  was,  Man?  Which  is 
the  way?  Is  it  fad,  and  few  Words?  Or  how?  The  Trick 
of  it? 

Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus;  ft  ill  worfe? 

Lhcio.  How  doth  my  dear  Morfel?  thy  Miftrefs?  Pro- 
cures (he  ftill?  Ha? 

Cloivn.  Troth,  Sir,  flie  hath  eaten  up  all  her  Beef,  and  (he 
is  her  fclf  in  the  Tub. 

L/*c/(?.  Why,  'tis  good;  it  is  the  right  of  it;  it  muft  be  (o. 
, Ever  your  frefh  Whore,  and  your  powder'd  Bavd,  an  un- 
fhunn'd  Confequence,  it  muft  be  fo.     Art  goin^  to  Prifon, 
J^ompej? 

Clffwn.  Yes,  Faith,  Sir. 

Lucio*  Why,  tis  not  amifs,  Pompey :  Farewel:  Go  fay,  I 
fent  thee  thither ;  for  Dehty  Pompeji  ?  Or  how? 

Elb.  For  being  a  Bawd,  for  being  a  Bawd. 
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Lucio.  Welly  then  imprifbn  him ;  if  Imprifboment  be  the 
due  of  a  Bawd,  why^  'tis  his  right.  Bawd  is  he  doubtr 
lefs,  and  of  Antiquity  too;  Bawd  born,  Farewel>  good 
Pompej :  G)mniend  me  to  the  Pnfon,  Pompej ;  ^  you  wiH 
turn  good  Husband  now,  Pompej  i  you  will  keep  the  Houfe* 

Cl&wn.  I  hopet  Sir,  your  good  Worfliip  will  be  my  BaiL 

Luch.  No  indeed  wiU  I  not,  Pompej ;  it  is  not  the  wear ; 
I  will  pray,  Pompej^  to  encreafe  ;  our  Bondage,  if  you  take  it 
not  patiently:  Why,  your  Mettle  is  the  more:  Adieu^ tru« 
Jfty  Pot^pejp 
Blefs  you,  Frhr. 

Duke*  And  you. 

L»€$o.  Does  Bridies  paint  flill,  Pompej  ?  Ha  t 

Elt.  Come  your  ways.  Sir,  come. 

Clown.  You  will  nor  bail  me  then,  Sir  ? 

L$i€i0.  Then,  Pompej^  nor  now.  What  News  abroad.  Friar  i 
,Wh-  News? 

Elt.  Come  your  ways.  Sir,  come. 

L/icio.  Go  to  Kennel,  Pompej,  go ; 

[ExeuHt  Elbow,  Clown  and  OffiarSf 
What  News,  Friar^  of  the  Duke  ? 

Dukfrn  I  know  none :  Can  you  tell  me  any  ? 

L$tcio.  Some  fay,  he  is  with  the  Emperor  of  Rmffia;  other 
fbme,  he  is  in  Rome;  But  where  is  he  think  you  ? 

Dftl^.  I  know  not  where;  but  wherefoever,  I  wifli  him 
well, 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  fantaftical  Trick  of  him,  to  fteal  from 
the  State,  and  ufurp  the  Beggary  he  was  never  bom  to ; 
l.ord  Angelo  Dukes  it  well  in  his  Abfence;  he  puts  TranF- 
grcffion  to't. 

Dukf.  He  does  well  in*t. 

Lucio.  A  little  more  Lenity  to  Leachery  would  do  no  harm 
in  him  ;  fomething  too  crabbed  that  way.  Friar. 

Duke.  It  is  top  general  a  Vice,  and  Severity  muft  cure  it« 

Lucio.  Yes,  in  good  footh,  the  Vice  is  ot  great  Kindred; 
k  is  well  ally'd;  but  it  is  impoflible  to  extirp  it  quite,  Priar^ 
'tilt  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down.  They  fay,  this  A9$^ 
g^lo  was  not  made  by  Man  and  Woman,  after  this  down* 
right  way  of  Creation;  is  it  true,  think  you  ? 

Dukf.  How  ihould  he  be  qiade  then? 
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Lmio.  Some  report,  a  Sea-maid  (pawned  him.  Some,  that 
he  was  begot  between  two  Stock-hlhes,  But  it  is  certain, 
that  when  he  makes  Water,  his  Urine  is  congeal'd  Ice;  that 
I  know  to  be' true;  and  he  is  a  Motion  generative;  that's  in* 
fallible. 

Dukf.  You  are  pleafant*  Sir,  and  fpeak  apace. 

Lticio.  Why,  what  a  ruthlefs  thing  is  this  in  him,  for  the 
Rebellion  of  a  Cod-piece,  to  take  away  the  Life  of  a  Man  { 
Would  the  Duke  that  is  abfent  have  done  this?  E'er  he 
would  have  hang'd  a  Man  for  the  getting  a  hundred  Ba^ 
ftards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  nuriing  a  thoufand.  He 
had  fome  feeling  of  the  Sport,  he  knew  the  Service*  and  that 
inftruftcd  him  to  Mercy. 

D»ke*  I  never  heard  the  abfent  Duke  much  deteded  for 
WcMncn ;  he  was  not  inclined  that  way. 

Lfich.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  deceived, 

Dukf.  'Tis  not  poffible. 

Luch.  Who,  not  the  Duke?  Yes,  your  Beggar  of  fifty; 
and  his  ufe  was,  to  put  a  Ducket  ip  her  Clack-difh;  the  Duke 
had  Crotchets  in  him.  He  would  be  drunk  too,  that  let  me 
inform  you. 

Duke.  You  do  him  wrong  furely. 

Lncio.  Sir,  I  was  an  Inward  of  nis ;  a  fliy  Fellow  was  the 
Duke  ;  and  I  believe  I  know  theCaufeofhis  withdrawing. 

Dnkc.  What^  prithee,  might  be  the  Caufe  ? 

Lucio.  No ;  Pardon :  •Tis  a  Secret  muft  be  lockt  wirfi^ 
in  the  Teeth  and  the  Lips ;  but  this  I  can  let  you  under- 
fiand,  the  greater  File  of  the  Subjed  held  the  Duke  to  be 
wife. 

Dff^e.  Wife?  Why  no  queftion  but  he  was. 

Lucioi  A  very  fuperficial,  ignorant,  unweighing  FellowJ 
^Duks*  Either  this  is  Envy  in  you.  Folly,  or  Miftaking: 
The  very  ftream  of  his  Life,  and  the  Bufinefs  he  hath  hel- 
med, muft  upon  a  warranted  need  give  him  a  better  Pro- 
clamation, Let  him  be  but  teftimonied  in  his  own  bringings 
forth,  and  he  fiiall  appear  to  the  envious,  a  Scholar,  a  Statef- 
man,  and  a  Soldier;  therefore  you  fpeak  unskilfully;  or 
if  your  Knowledge  be  more,  it  is  much  darkened  in  your 
Malice. 

LmcIo.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him.  / 

Dukg.  Love  talks  with  better  Knowledge,  and  Knowled^  ^ 
vith  dear  Love.  ^  l-iw\%% 
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Lucio.  Come,  Sir«  I  know  I  what  I  know. 

Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  (ince  you  know  not  what 
you  fpeak.  But  if  ever  the  Duke  return,  as  our  Prayers  arc 
he  may,  let  me  defire  you  to  make  your  Anfwer  before 
him :  If  it  be  honeft  you  have  fpoke,  you  have  Courage  to 
maintain  it;  I  am  bound  to  call  upon  you^  and  I  pray  you 
your  Name? 

Lncio.  Sir,  my  Name  is  Luch,  well  known  to  the  Duke* 

Duke.  He  ihall  know  you  better,  Sir,  if  I  may  live  to  re- 
port you. 

Lncio.  I  fear  you  nor. 

Duke.  O,  you  hope  the  Duke  will  return  no  more;  or 
you  imagine  me  too  un hurtful  an  OppoHte;  but  indeed  I 
can  do  you  little  harm  :  You'll  forfwear  this  again? 

Ludo.  Hi  be  hang'd  firft :  Thou  art  deceived  in  mcy  Friar^ 
But  no  more  of  this.  Canft  thou  tell  if  Clandio  die  to  Mor- 
row, or  no  ? 

Duke.  Why  fliould  he  die,  Sir? 

Lucio.  Why  ?  For  filling  a  Bottle  with  a  Tun-difli :  I 
would  the  Duke  we  talk  of  were  returned  again;  this  un- 
genitur'd  Agent  will  unpeople  the  Province  with  Conti* 
nency.  Sparrows  muft  not  build  in  his  Houfe-eves,  be- 
caufe  they  are  leacherous.  The  Duke  yet  would  have  dark 
Deeds  darkly  anfwered;  he  ^lrould  never  bring  them  to 
light;  would  he  were  returned.  Marry,  this  Clamdio  is 
condemned  for  untruffing.  Farewel,  good  Friary  I  prithee 
pray  for  me:  The  Duke,  I  fay  to  thee  again,  would  eat 
Mutton  on  Fridays.  He's  now  pad  it ;  yet,  and  I  fay  to  thee, 
he  would  Mouth  with  a  Beggar,  tho*  fhe  fmelt  of  brown 
Bread  and  Garlick :  Say,  that  I  faid  fo :  Farewel.       [Exit. 

Duke.  No  Might  nor  Greatnefs  in  Mortality 
Can  Cenfure  fcape :  Back-wounding  Calumny 
The  whiteft  Virtue  ftrikes.     What  King  fo  ftrong 
Can  tie  the  Gall  up  in  the  flanderous  Tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here? 

£»/fr  Efcalus,  Provoft  and  Bawd. 

E/cal.  Go,  away  with  her  to  Prifon. 

Bawd.  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  to  me;  your  Honour  is 
accounted  a  merciful  Man:  Good  my  Lord. 

Efcal.  Double  and  trebble  Admonition,  and  ftill  forfeit 
in  the  fame  kind?  This  would  make  Mercy  fwear#  and  phy 
the  Tyrant.  f  ?r#vb 
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Prw.  A  Bawd  of  eleven  Years  continuance,  may  it  pleafe 
your  Honour. 

Baij/d.  My,  Lord,  this  is  one  Lucios  Information  againd 

me :   Miftrefs  Kate  Keef-down  was  with  Child  by  him  in 

the  Duke's  time;  he  promised  her  Marriage:  His^- Child  is 

•  a  Year  and  a  Quarter  old,  come  Philip  and  Jacob :  .1  have 

kept  it  my  felf;  and  fee  how  he  goes  about  to  abufeme. 

EfcaL  That  Fellow  is  a  Fellow  of  much  Licence ;  let  him 
be  caird  before  us.  Away  with  her  to  Prifon  :  Go  to;  no 
more  Words.  [Exeunt  with  the  Bawd. 

Provofij  m]|JBrother  jingelo  will  not  be  altered;  Claudia 
muft  die  tomorrow :  Let  him  be  fumifh'd  with  Divines, 
and  have  all  charitable  Preparation.  If  my  Brother  wrought 
by  my  pity,  it  (hould  not  be  fo  withiiim. 

Pro.  So  pleafe  you,  this  Friar  hath  been  with  him,  and 
advis'd  him  for  the  entertainment  of  Death. 

Efcal,  Good  Even,  good  Father. 

Duke.  Blifs  and  Goodnefs  on  you. 

£/cii/.  iOf  whence  are  you? 

Buke*  Not  of  this  Country,  tho'  my  Chance  is  now 
To  ufe  it  for  my  time!  I  am  a  Brother 
Of  gracious  Order,  late  come  from  the  Sea, 
In  fpecial  Bufinefs  from  his  Holinefs. 

EfcaL  What  News  abroad  i^tfi'  World? 

Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  forgreat  a  Fever  on  Good- 
nef ,  that  the  Diffolution  of  it  muft  cure  it.  Novelty  is 
only  in  Requeft;  and  it  n  as  dangerous  to  be  aged  in.any 
kind  of  Courfe,  as  it  is  virtuous  to  be  conftant  in  any  Un* 
dertaking.  There  is  fcarce  Trutb  enough  alive  to  make  So- 
cieties fecure;  but  Security  enough  to  make  Fcllowihips  ac- 
curft.  Much  upon  this  Riddle  runs  the  Wifdom  of  the 
World;  this  News  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every  Day's 
News.    I  pray  you,  Sir,  of  what  Difpofition  was  the  Duke? 

Efcal.  One,  that  above  all  other  Strifes, 
Contended  efpecially  to  know  himfelf. 

Duke.  What  Pleafure  was  he  given  to  ? 

Efcal.  Rather  rejoicing  to  fee  another  merry,  than  merry 
at  any  thing  which  profeft  to  make  him  rejoice.  A  Gen- 
tleman of  all  Temperance,  But  leave  him  to  his  Events, 
with  a  Prayer  they  may  prove  profperous ;  and  let  me  de- 
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fire  to  know  how  you  find  Qaudio  prepar'd  i  I  am  made  to 
underftand,  that  you  have  lent  him  Vi(itation» 

Dmki.  He  profefTes  to  hare  received  no  fioifter  meafure 
from  his  Judge,  but  moft  willingly  humbles  himlelf  to  the 
determination  of  Juflice:  yet  had  he  fram'd  to  himfelf^  by 
the  inftrudion  oi  his  Frailty,  many  deceiving  Promifes  of 
Life,  which  I*  by  my  good  leifure,  have  difcredited  to  him, 
and  now  is  he  refolv  a  to  die. 

Efeal.  You  have  paid  the  Heav'ns  your  Fundion,  and 
the  Priibner  the  very  Debt  of  your  Calling.  I  have  la- 
boured for  the  poor  Gentleman,  to  the  cxtra^ft  ihore  af 
my  Modefty,  but  my  Brother-Juftice  have  X  found  fo  f^ 
verc,  that  he  hath  forcd  me  to  tell  him*  he  is  indeed  Ju- 
flice, 

Dnke.  If  his  own  Life 
Anfwer  the  ftraitnefs  of  his  Proceeding, 
It  (hall  become  him  well;  wherein  if  he  chance  to  fail,  he 
hath  fentencM  himfelf. 

EfcaL  I  am  going  to  viGt  the  Prifoner :  Fare  you  well,  \Ex. 
Duke.  Peace  be  with  you. 
He  who  the  Sword  of  Heav'n  will  bear. 
Should  be  as  Holy  as  Severe : 
Pattern  in  himfelt  to  know, 
Grace  to  ftand,  and  Virtue  go.:  ^;; 

More  nor  lefs  to  others  paying. 
Than  by  Self-offence^  weighing. 

<  Shame  to  him  whofe  cruel  ftriking. 
Kills  for  Faults  of  his  6wn  liking: 
Twice  trebble  Shame  on  jingelot 

To  weed  my  Vice,  and  let  his  grow. 

Oh,  what  may  Man  Within  him  hide, 

Tho*  Angel  on  the  outward  fide?  ^  ^ 

How  may  Likenefs  made  in  Crime% 

Making  praftife  on  the  times. 

To  draw  with  idle  Spider's  Strings  :.  ^  • 

Moft  ponderous  and  (ubftantial  things? 

Craft  againft  Vice  I  muft  apply. 

With  Angela  to  Night  fliaU  lye 

His  old  betroathed,  but  defpis*d; 

So  Difguife  Ihall  by  th'  difguis'd 

Pay  with  Falftiooo  falfe  '^xafting. 

And  perform  an  old  coiitra^ing.  ^  \E:cki 
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ACT    IV.     S  GENE    L 

Emer  Mariana^  and  Bey  Jingingi, 

Song.       ^"T^AKE,  Oh  taks  thofe  Lips  away^ 

\    That  fi  Jwectly  wen  forjw^rni  ^ 

And  thoft  Ejes^  the  break  of  Day^ 

Lights  that  do  mifs-Udd  the  Mem ; 
But  my  Kijfes  bring  again. 
Seals  of  Love^  but  feal'd  in  vain» 

Enter  Duke. 

Mart.  Break  off  thy  Song,  and  hafte  thee  quick  away : 
Here  comes  a  Man  of  Comfort,  whofe  Advice 
Hath  often  ftill'd  my  brawling  Difcontent. 
I  cry  you  mercy>  Sir,  and  well  could  wifti 
You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  mufical : 
Let  me  excufe  me,  and  believe  me  fb> 
My  Mirth  it  much  difpleas'd,  but  pleased  my  Woe^ 

Duke.  'Tis  good ;  tho'  Mufick  oft  hath  fuch  a  Charm 
To  make  bad,  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 
I  pray  you  tell  me,  hath  any  Body  enquir'd  for  me  here 
to  Day?  Much  upon  this  time  have  I  promised  here  to 
meet. 

Mari.  You  have  not  been  enquired  after :  I  have  fate  here 
all  Day. 

Emer  Ifabel. 

Dnke.  I  do  conftantly  believe  you:  The  tiitoe  is  come^ 
even  now.  I  f^all  crave  ybur  forbearance  a  little  i  may  be 
I  will  call  upon  you  anon,  ^  for  fome  Advantage  to  your  felf. 

Afari.  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  [£a:iV. 

Duke.  Very  well  met,  and  well  come : 
What  is  the  News  from  this  good  Deputy  ? 

Ifab.  He  hath  a  Garden  circummuf'd  with  Brick* 
Whofe  Weftern  fide  is  wJth  a  Vineyard  backt  j 
And  to  that  Vineyard  is  a  planched  Gate, 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  Key : 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  Door, 
Which  from  the  i Vineyard  to  the  Garden  leads; 
There  have  I  made  my  Promife,  upbn  the 
Heavy  middle  of  the  Night,  to  call  upoa  himi 

Vol.  I.  R.        '  T>hVs 
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Dukf.  But  (hall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  Way? 
Ifah.  I  have  ta'en  a  due  and  wary  Note  upon^t; 
With  whifpering,  and  moft  guilty  Diligence» 
In  Adion  of  all  Precept^  be  did  ihow  me 
The  way  twice  o'er. 

Duke.  Are  there  no  other  TtAem 
Between  you  'greed,  corrdeming  her  Oblervance  5 

Ifalf.  No ;  none  but  only  a  Repair  ?  th*  dark. 
And  that  I  have  pofTeft  him,  my  moft  ftay 
Can  be  but  brief;  for  I  have  nude  him  know^ 
I  have  a  Servant  comes  wrth  me  aloi^. 
That  ftays  upon  me,  whofe  Perfuafion  is 
I  come  about  my  Brother. 
Duke»  'Tis  well  born  up. 
I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  AfariatuL  * 

A  Word  of  this.  What  hoa  f  within  I  come  forth  I 

Emier  Mariana. 
I  pray  you  be  acquainted  with  this  Maid  i 
She  comes  to  da  you  good. 
I/ai.  I  do  defire  the  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  perfuade  your  fetf  that  I  refpeA  you  ? 
Afari.  Good  Friary  I  know  you  do,  and  have  found  k* 
Duke.  Take  then  this  your  Companion  by  tkf  Hand^   x 
Who  hath  a  Story  ready  for  your  Ear:  / 

I  fliall  attend  your  leifure;  bait  make  bade; 
The  vaporous  Night  approaches.  ^^ 

Mart.  Wilt  pleafe  you  walk  afide?  \JExh. 

Duke.  Oh  Place,  and  Greatnd& !  Millions  of  faUe.  £.jes 
Are  ftuck  upon  tbe^:  Volumes  of  Keport 
Run  with  tbefe  faUe  and  moft  contrarious  Quefts. 
Upon  thy  Doings:  Thoufand  Efkapes  of  Wit 
Make  thee  the  Father  of  an  idle  Dreamt 
And  rack  thee  in  their  Fancies.    Welcome^  how  agreed  ? 

fxpr^r  Mariana  4«^  Ifabel. 
Ifab.  She'll  take  the  Eoteipriais  upon  her^  Falhev;, 
If  you  advife  it. 

Duke.  It  is  not  my  Confeaty 
But  my  Intreaty  too. 

Ifah.  Little  have  you  to  iay 
When  you  depart  from  him,  cMlt  fbft  and  lov^ 
Remember  now  my  Bf  other* 

JmMfh 
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Atari.  Fear  me  not. 

Dfikf.  Nor^  gentle  Daughter^  fear  you  not  at  all  t 
He  is  your  Husband  06  a  Pre-contraft; 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  ho  Sin^ 
Siih  that  the  Jufticc  of  your  Title  to  him 
Doth  flourifh  the  Deceit*    Come,  let  us  go; 
Our  Corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  Ty thes  to  fow»      [Estennti 

SCENE   II.      The  Prifin. 

Enter  Provoft  andClowt)^ 

Prov.  Come  hither.  Sirrah :  Can  you  €Ut  ofF  a  Man's' 
H^d? 

Clown.  If  the  Man  be  a  Batchelor,  Sir,  I  can : 
But  if  he  be  a  marry 'd  Man,  he*s  his  Wife's  Head^ 
And  I  can  never  cut  off  a  Woman's  Head. 

Prov.  Come,  Sir,  leave  me  your  Snatches,  and  yield  me 
Q  dired  Anfwer.  To  Morrow  Morning  are  to  die  CU$kU$ 
tnd  Barnardine :  Here  is  in  our  Frifon  a  common  Execution 
ner,  who  in  his  Office  lacks  a  Helper ;  if  you  will  take  it 
on  you  to  affift  him,  it  ^all  redeem  you  from  your  Gyves  t 
If  not,  you  (hall  have  your  full  time  of  Imprifonment,  and 
your  Deliverance  with  an  unpitied  Whipping ;  for  you  have 
been  a  notorious  Bawd. 

Cloivn.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  Bawd,  time  out  of 
Utiind,  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  Hangtnan :  I 
would  be  glad  to  receive  fome  Inftrudion  frpm^niy  Fellow- 
Partner. 

Prov.  WhsLt  hoa,  jibhorfon!  whtrc'sAlfhorfinthtrei 

Enter  Abhorfbn* 

Abhor.  Do  you  call.  Sir  ? 

Prov.  Sjrral^  hcre^s  a  Fellow  will  help  you  to  MorroW  iii 
your  Execution  t  If  you  think  it  meet,  compound  with  him 
by  the  Yea^  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you ;  if  noti  ufc 
him  for  the  prefent,  and  difmifs  him.  He  cannot  plead  his 
Eftinnation  with  you;  he  hath  been  a  Bawd. 

jUfhor.  A  Bawd»  Sir  ?  Fie  upon  him,  he  will  difcredit 
our  Myffery, 

Prov.  Go  t<^  Sir  J  you  weigh  equally,  a  Feather  will  turn 
theScate  [£«tt. 

R.  1  CUwn* 
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Clown.  Pray  Sir,  by  your  good  Favour ;  for  ftirely^  Siti 
a  good  Favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging  Lo(A; 
Do  you  call.  Sir,  your  Occupation  a  My ftery  ? 

Abhor.  Ay,  Sir,  a  Myftery. 

Clown.  Painting,  Sir,  I  have  heard  fty,  is  a  Myftery;  and 
your  Whores,  Sir,  being  Members  of  my  Occupation,  ufing 
painting,  do  prove  my  Occupation  a  Myftery :  But  what 
Myftery  there  ftiould  be  in  hanging,  if  I  ftiould  be  hangU 
I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.  Sir,  it  is  a  Myftery. 

Clown.  Proof. 

Abhor.  Every  true  Man's  Apparel  fits  your  Thiefl 

Clown.  If  it  be  too  little  for  your  Thief,  your  true  Maa 
thinks  it  big  enough.  If  it  be  too  big  for  your  Thief,  your 
Thief  thinks  it  little  enough :  So  every  true  Man's  Appard 
fits  your  Thief. 

Enter  Provoft. 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clown.  Sir,  I  will  ferve  him:  For  I  do  find  your  Hang- 
man is  a  more  penitent  Trade  than  your  Bawa ;  he  dou 
oftner  ask  Forgivenefs. 

Prov.  You,  Sirrah,  provide  your  Block  and  your  Ax  to 
Morrow,  four  a  Clock. 

Abhor.  Come  on.  Bawd,  I  will  inftrud  thee  in  my  Trade; 
follow. 

Clown.  I  do  defire  to  learn.  Sir;  and  I  hope,  if  you  have 
occafion  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turn,  you  ftiall  find  mc 
yours:  For  truly.  Sir,  for  your  Kindnefs,  I  owe  you  a  good 
turn.  \JExit. 

Prov.   Call  hither  Barnardinc  and  Claudio  : 
Th'one  has  my  Pity;  not  a  jot  the  other. 
Being  a  Murtherer,  tho'  he  were  my  Brother. 

Enter  Claudio. 
Look,  here's  the  Warrant,  Claudio j  for  thy  Death; 
*Tis  now  dead  Midnight,  and  by  eight  to  Morrow^ 
Thou  muft  be  made  Immortal.     Where's  Barndrdinef 

Cldud.  As  faft  lock'd  up  in  Sleep  as  guiltlefs  Labour»^ 
When  it  lyes  ftarkly  in  the  Traveller's  Bones  i        * 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 
Well,  go,  prepare  your  felf.  But  hark,  what  Noife? " 
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Heav'n  give  your  Spirits  Comfort:  By  and  by; 
I  hope  it  is  fome  Pardon,  or  Reprieve 
For  the  mpft  gentle  Claudio.    Welcome,  Father. 

Enter,  Duke, 

Duke*  The.beft  and  wholfom'ft  Spirits  q(  the  Night 
Jnvellop  yoVi,  good  Provofi :  Who  call'd  hereof  Ute? 
'   Prov.  None  fince  the  Curphew  rung, 

Duke.  Not  I/aM?  • 

Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then^  ere't  be  long. 

Prov.  What  Comfort  is  for  ClauMo  f 

Duke.'  There's  fome  in  hope. 

Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  Deputy. 

Duke.  Not  fo,  not  fo ;  his  Life  is  paralleled 
Even  with  the  Stroak  and  Line  of  his  great  Juftice; 
He  doth  with  holy  Abftinence  fubdue 
That  in  himfelf  which  hefpurs  on  his  Power 
To  qualifie  in  others.   Were  he  meal'd  with  that 
Which  he  correds,  then  were  he  tyrannous ; 
But  this  being  fo,  he's  juft.    Now  are  they  come. 

>  [Kuock^  Again. 

This  is  a  gentle  Provofi^  feldoiti  when 

The  fteeled  Goaler  is  the  Friend  of  Men. 

How  now  ?  What  Noife^  That  Spirit's  poffcft  with  hafte 

That  wounds  th'  unrefifting  Poftern  with  thefe  Strokes. 

Prov,  There  he  muft  ftay  until  the  Officer 
Arife  to  let  him  in;  he  is  call'd  up. 

Duk^.  Have  you  no  Coi^iitcrmand  for  Qaudio  yet  ? 
But  he  muft  die  to  Morrow? 

Prov.  None,  Sir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  Dawning,  Provofi,  as  it  is. 
You  fhall  hear  piore  e'er  Morning. 

Prov.  •  Happily: 
You  fbmething  know;  yet  I  believe  there  comes 
No  Countermand;  no  fuch  Example  have  we; 
Be/ides,  upon  the  very  fiege  of  Juftice* 
Lord  u^ngelo  hath  to  the  publick  Ear 
Profeft  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Duke.  This  is.  his  Lord's  Man. 

Provt  JSpii  here  comes  Oaud$o*s  Pardon. 
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Meff,  My  Lord  hath  fent  you  this  Note, 
And  by  me  this  further  Charge* 
That  you  fwerve  not  from  the  fmalleft  Article  of  it. 
Neither  in  Time,  Matter,  or  other  Circumftancew 
Good  Morrow ;  for,  as  I  take  it,  it  is  almoft  Day. 

Prov.  I  (hall  obey  him,  [-S^ciir  McfleiU 

D»%.  This  is  his  Pardon,  purchased  by  fuch  Sin 
For  which  the  Pardoner  himfelf  is  in ; 
Hence  hath  Offence  his  quick  Celerity,  \ 
When  it  is  born  in  high  Authority ; 
When  Vice  makes  Mercy,  Mercy's  fo  extended. 
That  for  the  Fault's  love,  is  th*  Offender  friended, 
Kow,  Sir,  what  News? 

Prov,  I  told  you : 
Lord  Angiloy  be-like*  thinking  me  remifs 
In  mine  Office,  awakens  me 
With  this  unwonted  putting  on,  methinks  ftrangely. 
For  he  hath  not  us'd  it  before, 

X>Hks*  Pray  let's  hear. 

Provoft  reOfis  the  Letter. 
Whatfiever  joH  maj  hear  to  the  contrary^  let  Claudio  be  $x^ 

CHted  bj  four  of  the  Clock^t   and  in  the  Afternoon  Bamar- 

dine :    For  mj  better  SatisfaSiioHy   let  me  have  Claudio'i  -' 

Head  fent  me  by  five.     Let  this  be  duly  performed^  TiHtb  d 

Thought  that  more  depends  on  it  than  we  mttfi  yet  deliver^ 

Thus  fail  not  tQ  do  your  Office,  as  jou  will  anfwer  it  4Ui§ttr 

Peril. 
What  fay  you  to  this.  Sir? 

Duke.  What  is  that  Barnardine^  who  is  to  be  executed  ifi 
th*  Afternoon  ? 

Prov.  A  Bohemian  born ;  but  here  nurft  up  and  hred^ 
One  that  is  a  Prifoner  nine  Years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  abfent  Duke  had  not  either 
delivered  him  to  his  Liberty^  or  executed  him?  I  have  heard 
it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  fo.  -^ 

Prov.  His  Friends  ftill  wrought  Reprieves  for  him; 
And  indeed  his  Fad,  'till  now  in  the  Government  of  Lord 
^ingelo^  came  not  to  an  undoubtful  Proof. 

Duke.  Ic  is  now  apparent? 

frov.  Moft  manifeftj  and  not  dcny'd  by  himfelf^ 
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P#%«  Hath  he  bom  himfeif  peaiCetitlf  in  PriAa  f 
Mow  fcont  he  to  be  touch'd  ? 

Prov^  A  Man  that  apprehends  Death  no  iMre  dreadfally, 
but  as  a  drunken  Sleep,  catekfsi  wreaklefs,  and  fearleft  of 
what's  paft,  prefenr^  or  to  come;  infenfibk  of  Mortality^ 
and  defperately  mortal. 

Duki.  He  wants  Advice* 

Prov.  He  wiil  hear  none;  he  hath  evermore  had  the  liber* 
ty  of  the  Priibn :  Give  him  leave  to  efcape  hence, he  would 
not:  Drunk  many  times  a  Day,  if  not  many  Days  entirely 
drunk.  We  have  very  oft  awak'd  him,  «s  if  to  carry  him 
to  Execution^  and  (hew'd  him  a  Teeming  Warrant  tor  it  i 
it  hath  not  mov'd  him  at  all. 

Di^if.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in  your  Browt 
Frovofij  Honefty  and  Conftancy;  if  I  read  it  not  truly,  my 
ancient  Skill  beguiles  me;  but  in  the  boldneis  of  my  cun- 
ning, I  will  lay  my  felf  in  Hazard.  ClanMo^  whom  here 
you  have  Warrant  to  execute,  is  no  greater  Forfeit  to  the 
Law  than  ^geU^  who  hath  fentenc'd  him.  To  make  you 
underftand  this  in  a  manifefted  EfFedj  I  crave  but  four  Days 
Refpite;  for  the  which  you  are  to  do  me  both  a  prefeot  and 
a  dangerous  Courtefie. 

Prav.  Pray,  Sir,  in  whit  ? 

Duke.  In  the  delaying  Death. 

Prov.  Alack!  how  may  I  do  it?  Having  the  Hoiu-  limited, 
and  an  exprefs  Command,  under  Penalry,  to  deliver  his 
Head  in  the  view  o^Angclo^  I  may  make  my  Cafe  as  CUmdi0% 
to  crofs  this  in  the  fmalTeft.  • 

D»^e.  By  the  Vow  of  mine  Order,  I  warrant  you» 
If  my  Inftrudions  may  be  your  Guide : 
Let  this  Barnardine  be  this  Morning  executed* 
And  his  Head  born  to  jif^elo. 

Prov.  Aftgelo  hath  feen  them  both. 
And  will  difcover  the  Favour. 

Dnke*  Oh,  Death's  a  great  Difguifer,  and  you  may  add  to  it; 
(have  the  Head,  and  tie  the  Beard,  and  fay,  it  was  the  De- 
fire  of  the  Penitent  to  be  fo  barb'd  before  his  Death ;  you 
know  the  Courfe  is  common.  If  any  thing  fall  to  you 
upon  this,  more  than  Thanks  wd  good  Fortune;  by  the 
Saint  whom  I  pr^fs*  I  will  plead  a^aioft  k  with  my 
J^ifc. 
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Tt9v^  Pardon  me,  good  Father;  it  is  againft  my  Oatfa. 

Duke.  Were  you  fworn  to  the  Duke,  or  to  the  Deputy}    1 

Trov.  To  him>  and  to  his  Subftitutes. 

Duki.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  O0tsncej  if  the 
Duke  avouch  the  Juftice  of  your  Dealing? 

Trov.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that? 

HHk^.  Not  a  Refemblance,  but  a  Certainty;  yet  fince  I  fee 
you  fearful,  that  neither  my  Coat,  Integrity,  nor  my  Per- 
Juafion,  can  with  eafe  attempt  you«  I  will  go  further  than 
I  meant,  to  pluck  all  Fears  out  of  you.  Look  you,  Sir» 
here  is  the  Hand  and  Seal  of  the  Duke ;  you**  know  the 
Charader,  I  doubt  not,  and  the  Signet  is  not  flrange  to  y«u« 

Trov.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  Contents  of  this  is  the  Return  of  the  Duke ; 
you  (hall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  Pleafure;  where  you 
fhall  find  within  thefe  two  Days  he  will  be  here,  Thils  is 
a  thing  which  Angeb  knows  not ;  for  he  this  very  Day  re- 
ceives Letters  of  ftrange  Tenor,  perchance  of  the  Duke's 
Death,  perchance  entring  into  fome  Monaftery,  but  by 
chance  nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  th'  unfolding  Star 
calls  up  the  Shepherd ;  put  not  your  felf  into  amazement 
how  thcfe  things  fliould  be;  all  DifBcuIties  are  but  eafie 
when  they  are  known.  Call  your  Executioner,  and  off  with 
Barnardineh  Head :  I  will  give  him  a  prefent  Shrift,  and  ad- 
vife  him  for  a  better  Place.  Yet  you  are  amaz'd,  but  this 
ihall  abfolutely  refolve  you.  Come  away,  it  is  almofl  clear 
Dawn.  [Exit. 

Enter  CJown. 

Clown.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in  our 
Houfe  of  Profeffion ;  one  would  think  it  were  Miftrefi  0- 
ver'don's  own  Houfe;  for  here  be  many  of  her  old  Cufto- 
mers :  Firft,  here's  young  Mr.  Ra/h ;  he's  in  for  a  Com- 
modity of  brown  Pepper  and  old  Ginger,  ninefcore  and  fe- 
venteen  Pounds;  of  which  he  made  five  Marks  ready  Mo- 
ney: Marry  then.  Ginger  was  not  much  in  requeft;  for 
the  old  Women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here  one 
Mr.  CapcTy  at  the  Suit  of  Mafter  Three-Pile,  the  Mercer, 
for  fome  four  Suits  of  Peach-colour'd  Sattin,  which  now 
peaches  him  a  Beggar.  Then  have  we  here  young  Diz^y^ 
and  young  Mr.  Deep-vow,  and  Mr.  Copper-Jp^re,  and  Ms- 

ftcT 
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fter  Starvi'^Lackji  the.  Rapier  and  Dagger  Man,  ah^  young 
Drophcire^  that  kill'd  lufty  Pudding,  and  Mr.  EorphUght^ 
the  Tilter,  and  brave  Mr.  Shootj,  the  great  Traveller,  and 
wild  ffalf-Came,  that  ftabb'd  Pofs^  and,  I  think,  forty  more, 
all  great  doers  in  our  Trade,  and  are  now  for  the  Lord's 
f^ke. 

Enter  Abhor(bn. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardine  hithei*. 
Gown.  Mafter  Barnardine^  you  muft  rife  and  be  hat)g*d, 
M  after  Barnardine. 

Abhor.  What  hoa,  Barnardine  ! 

Barnardine  withitim 

Barnar.  A  Pox  o'your  Throats;  who  mikes  that  noife 
there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Clown.  Your  Friend^  Sir,  the  Hangman : 
You  muft  be  fo,good,  Sir,  to  rife,  and  be  put  to  Death, 

Barnar.  Away,  you  Rogue,  away,  I  am  fleepy. 

Abhor.  Tell  him  he  muft  awake. 
And  that  quickly  too. 

Clown.  Pray,  Mafter  Barnardine^  awake  'till  you  are  cxe- 
*ted,  and  fleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  hifn  our. 

Clown.  He  is  coming,  Sir,  he  is  coming ;  I  hear  his  Straw 
rufsle. 

*  Enter  Barnardine* 

Abhor.  Is  the  Ax  upon  the. Block,  Sirrah? 

Clown.  Very  ready,  Sir. 

Barvar.  How  now.  Abhor/on  I 
What's  the  News  with  you  ? 

Abhor.  Truly,  Sir,  I  would  defire  you  to  clap  into  your 
Prayers :  For  look  you,  the  Warrant's  come. 

Barnar.  You  Rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  Night, 
I  am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clown.  Oh,  the  better.  Sir;  for  he  that  drinks  all  Nighr, 
and  is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  Morning,  may  fleep  the  founder 
all  the  next  Day* 

Enter  Duke. 

Abhor.  Look  you.  Sir,  here  comes  your  gBoftly  Father ; 

Do  w^  jeft  now,  think  you  ? 

DuVt 
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Dnkg.  Str>  induced  by  my  Charity,  and  hiring  how  ha* 
ftily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advife  yon,  comftot 
you»  and  pray  witk  you. 

Barn^r.  FridTy  not  I :  I  have  been  drinking  hard  all  Nigh^ 
and  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me,  or  they  (hall  beat 
out  my  Brains  with  Billets :  I  will  not  confent  to  die  this 
Day,  that's  certain* 

Dnke.  Oh>  Sir,  you  muft;  and  therefore  I  befeech  you 
look  forward  on  the  Journey  you  fhall  go. 

Barnau  I  fwear  I  will  not  die  to  Day  for  any  Man^s  Per- 
fuafion. 

Dtikf.  But  hear  you. 

Barnar.  Not  a  Word :  If  you  have  any  thing  to  lay  to 
me,  come  to  my  Ward;  for  thence  will  not  I  to  Day*  {Exit. 

Enter  Provoft. 

Duke*  Unfit  to  live,  or  die :  Oh  gravel  Heart  I 
After  him,  Fellows :  Bring  him  to  the  Block* 

Prov.  Now,  Sir,  how  do  you  find  the  Prifoner  ? 

Duke.  A  Creature  unprepar'd,  unmeet  for.  Death  ; 
And  to  tranfport  him  in  the  Mind  he  is. 
Were  damnable. 

Prov.  Here  in  the  Prifon,  Father, 
There  dy'd  this  Morning  of  a  cruel  Fever, 
One  Rogoz»ine^  a  mod:  notorious  Pirate, 
A  Man  ef  Clandh^s  Years;  his  Beard  and  Head 

iuft  of  his  Colouf.     What  if  we  do  omit 
'his  Reprobate,  *till  he  were  well  enclin'd. 
And  fatisfie  the  Deputy  with  the  Vifage 
Of  Rogoz,inei  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Dnke.  Oh,  'tis  an  Accident  that  Heaven  provides: 
Difpatch  it  prefently ;  the  Hour  draws  on 
Prefixt  by  Angeloi  See  this  be  done. 
And  fent  according  to  Command,  whiles  I 
Perfuade  this  rude  Wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov»  This  (hall  be  done,  good  Father,  prefently^ 
^ut  Barnardine  muft  die  this  Afternoon : 
And  how  (hall  we  continue  Qaudio, 
To  fave  me  from  the  Danger  that  might  come. 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? . 

l^iiii^.  Let>  this  be  done; 
Put  them  in  fecret  holds,  both  Bdmsrdm  and  CkmJU^i 
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E'er  twice  the  Sun  hath  made  his  Journal  greeting 
To  yond  Generationji  you  (hall  fiiid 
Your  Safety  manifefted* 

Prov.  I  am  your  free  Dependant.  [Exiu 

I>9$k£*  Quick,  difpatch,  and  fend  the  Head  to  Angtlo. 
Now  will  I  write  Letters  to  AngtU^ 
The  Prov9fi  he  (hall  bear  theniy  whofe  Contents 
Shall  wicnefs  to  him  I  am  near  at  home ; 
And  that  by  great  Injun3:ions  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickly :  Him  I'll  defire 
To  meet  me  at  the  confecrated  Fount* 
A  League  below  the  City;  and  from  thence. 
By  cold  Gradation,  and  well-ballanc'd  Form, 
We  (hall  proceed  with  Angtlo. 

Enter  Provoft. 

Trov.  Here  is  the  Head*  1*11  carry  it  my  felt 

Buk^.  Convenient  is  it:  Make  a  fwift  Return; 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  fuch  things 
That  want  no  Ear  but  yours. 

Vrov.  rU  make  all  fpeed*  \Exit^ ' 

Ifabel  within* 

Ifab.  Peace  ho'a,  be  here. 

Dnkf.  The  Tongue  odfabeL    She's  come  to  know. 
If  yet  her  Brother's  Pardon  be  come  hither: 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  Good, 
To  make  her  heav'nly  Comforts  of  Defpair, 
When  it  is  leaft  expefted. 

fn/^r  I(abe^ 

Ifak  Hoa,  by  your  Leave. 

Dnke.  Good  Morning  to  you,  fair  and  gracious  Daughter, 

Ifab.  The  better  given  me  by  (b  holy  a  Man : 
Hath  yet  the  Deputy  fent  my  Brother's  Pardon? 

Duki.  He  hath  released  him>  Ifubil^  from  the  World ;   - 
His  Head  is  oflT,  and  fent  to  Angela. 

Ifa.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  fo. 

JOnkef  It  is  no  other. 
Shew  your  Wifdom,  Daughter,  in  your  clofe  Patience. 

Ifab.  Oh,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  Eyes. 

Dnkf.  You  (hall  not  be  admitted  to  his  (ight. 

Ijfkb.  Unhaf^y  CldtuUo^  wretched  IfiM! 
Injurious  W(Nrld|  moft  damned  A^gilo! 
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Dukg.  This  hurts  not  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jotr 
Forbear  it  therefore,  give  your  Caufe  to  Heav'n: 
Mark  what  I  fay,  which  you  fliall  find 
By  every  Syllable  a  faithful  Verity. 
The  Duke  comes  home  to  Morrow ;  nay,  dry  your  Eyes  \ 
One  of  our  Convent,  and  his  Confeffor, 
Gives  me  this  Inftance :  Already  he  hath  carry'd 
Notice  to  Efcaltu  and  jingeloj 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  Gates, 
There  to  give  up  their  Power.  If  you  can,  pace  your  Wifdom 
In  that  good  Path  that  I  would  wifli  it  go. 
And  you  (hall  have  your  Bofom  on  this  Wretch, 
Grace  of  the  Duke,  Revenges  to  your  Heart, 
And  general  Honour. 

Ifab.  I  am  direfted  by  you. 

Dnke.  This  Letter  then  to  Friar  Peter  give; 
'Tis  that  he  fent  me  of  the  Duke's  Return : 
Say,  by  this  Token,  I  defire  his  Company 
At  Mariana* s  Houfe  to  Night.     Her  Caufe,  and  yours, 
I'll  perfeft  him  withal,  and  he  fhall  bring  you 
Before  the  Duke;  and  to  the  Head  of  Angela 
Accufe  him  home  and  home.     For  my  poor  felf, 
I  am  combined  by  a  facred  Vow, 
And  (hall  be  abfenr.     Wend  you  with  this  Letter: 
Command  thefe  fretting  Waters  from  your  Eyes 
With  a  light  Heart;  truft  not  my  holy  Order 
If  I  pervert  your  Courfe.  Who's  here?. 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Good  Even ; 
f^riar,  where's  the  Provoji  ? 

Dnke.  Not  within.  Sir. 

Lw:io.  Oh  pretty  Ifabella^  I  am  pale  at  mine  Heart  to 
fee  thine  Eyes  fo  red ;  thou  muft  be  patient ;  I  am  fain  to 
dine  and  fup  with  Water  and  Bran ;  I  dare  not  for  my  Head 
fill  my  Belly:  One  fruitful  Meal  would  fet  me  to't.  But^ 
they  fay,  the  Duke  will  be  here  to  Morrow.  By  my  Troth, 
Ifab^U  I  lov'd  thy  Brother :  If  the  old  fantaftical  Duke  of 
dark  Corners  had  been  at  Home,  he  had  lived. 

Duks.  ^i^>  the  Duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden  to  your 
Reports;  but  the  beft  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 
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Lsicio.  Friar i  thou  knoweft  not  the  Duke  fb  well  as  I  do ; 
he^s  a  better  Woodman  than  thou  tak'ft  him  for. 

Dnk}.  Well;  you'll  anfwer  this  one  Day.    Fare  ye  well. 

Lucio.  Nay,  tarry,  I'll  go  along  with  thee : 
I  can  tell  thee  pretty  Tales  of  the  Duke. 

Dukf.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already^  Sir^ 
if  they  be  true;  if  not,  none  were  enough. 

Lucio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  -getting  a  Wench  with 
Child.  '  • 

Dnke.  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  f 
.  Lucio.  Yes>  marry  did  I;  but  I  was  fain  to  forfwear  it; 
They  would  elfe  have  marry 'd  me  to  the  rotten  Medler. 

Dukf.  Sir,  your  Company  is  fairer  than  honeil:  Reft  you 
well. 

Lucio.  By  my  Troth,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the  Lane's  end : 
If  bawdy  Talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little  of  it ;  nay. 
Friary  I  am  a  kind  of  Bur,  I  (hall  ftick.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III.     The  Palace. 

Enter  Angelo  and  Efcalus* 

Efcal.  Every  Letter  he  hath  writ  hath  difvouch'd  other. 

uing.  In  moft  uneven  and  diftrafted  manner.  His  Adions 
fhew  much  like  to  Madnefs;  pray  Heav'n  his  Wifdom  be 
not  tainted:  And  why  meet  him  at  the  Gates,  and  deliver 
our  Authorities  there? 

EfcaU  I  guefs  not. 

^ng.  And  why  (hould  we  proclaim  it  in  an  Hour  before 
his  entring,  that  if  any  crave  Redrefs  of  Injuftice,  they 
ihould  exhibit  their  Petitions  in  the  Street? 

Efcal.  He  fliews  his  Reafon  for  that;  to  have  a  Difpatch 
of  Complaints,  and  to  deliver  us  from  Devices  hereafter, 
which  (hall  then  have  no  Power  to  ftand  againft  us. 

jing.  Well ;  I  befeech  you  let  it  be  proclaim^  betimes 
i'  th'  Morn ;  I'll  call  you  at  your  Houfe :  Give  Notice  to  fuch 
Men  of  fort  and  fuit  as  are  to  meet  him. 

Efcal.  I  fliall.  Sir:  Fare  you  well.  {Exit. 

Ang.  Good  Night. 
This  Deed  unftiapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpre^nant, 
And  dull  to  all  Proceedings.     A  dcfloured  Maid, 
And  by  an  eminent  Bodyi  that  enforced 
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The  Law  againft  it?  But  that  her  tender  Shame 

Will  not  proclaim  againft  her  Maiden  lofs, 

Hqw  might  ihe Tongue  me?  Yet  Reafon  dares  her  no4  - 

For  my  Authority  bears  off  a  credent  Bu]k> 

That  no  particular  Scandal  once  can  touch. 

But  it  confounds  the  Breather.    He  fliould  have  liv'd^ 

Save  that  his  riotous  Youth,  with  dangerous  Senfe> 

Might  in  the  Times  to  come*  have  ta'en  Revenge 

By  fo  receiving  a  diftionour'd  Life, 

With  Ranfom  of  fuch  fliame:  Would  yet  he  had  liv'd. 

AIack>  when  once  our  Grace  we  have  forgot, 

Nothing  goes  right,  we  would*  and  we  w6uiki  not.    [Exih 

SCENE    IV. 

SCENE  The  Fields  without  the  Town. 

Enter  Duke  in  his  own  Habit^  and  Friar  Peter* 

Dnke.  Thefe  Letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 
The  Provofi  knows  our  Purpofe  and  our  Plot: 
The  Matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  Inftrudion, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  fpecial  Drift, 
Tho'  fometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that. 
As  Caufe  doth  minifter :  Go  call  at  Flavififs  Houfe^ 
And  tell  him  where  I  ftay ;  give  the  like  notice 
To  FalenctHSy  RoTvlandy  and  to  CraJfuSy 
And  bid  them  bring  the  Trumpets  to  the  Gate: 
But  fend  me  Flavins  firft. 

Peter.  It  (hall  be  fpeeded  well. 

Enter  Varrius. 

Buke.  I  thank  thee,  Farriusi  thou  haft  made  good  haftes 
Come,  we  will  walk.  There's  other  of  our  Friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon ;  my  gentle  Varrius.  \Ex$m$i^ 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Mariana. 

Ifab.  To  fpeak  fo  indiredly  I  am  loath ; 
I  would  fay  the  Truth;  but  to  accufe  him  fo^ 
That  is  your  Part;  yet  I  am  advis'd  to  do  it: 
He  fays,  to  vail  full  Purpofe. 

Mar.  Be  ruPd  by  him. 
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Ifah.  Beiidesy  he  tells  me,  that  if  peradventure 
He  fpeak  againft  me  on  the  adverfe  fide^ 
I  fliould  not  think  it  ftrange;  for  ^tis  a  PhyHck 
That's  bitter  to  (weet  End. 

£ftter  Peter. 

Mar»  I  would  Friar  Peter-'     -- 

Ifah.  Oh  Peace;  the  Friar  is  come. 

Peter.  Come»  I  have  found  you  out  a  Stand  moft  fif^ 
Where  you  may  have  fuch  Vantage  on  the  Duke, 
He  ftiall  not  pafs  you. 
Twice  have  the  Trumpets  founded : 
The  generous  and  graved  Citizens 
Have  hent  the  Gates,  and  very  near  upaii 
The  Duke  is  entringt 
Therefore  hence  away.  \£xemn^ 
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ACTV.      SCENE   I. 

SCENE  the  Street. 

Enter  Duke,   Varrius,  Lords^   Angelo,   £fcalu%   Luckh 

and  CitisjenSi  at  fever al  Doors. 

JDnke.lLKY  very  worthy  Coufin,  fairly  met; 

XV JL  Our  old  and  faithful  Friend>  we  are  glad  to  ktJovL. 

jing.mAEfi.  Happy  Return  be  to  your R-oyaJ Grace. 

Duke.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  be  to  you  imth^ 
We  have  made  Enquiry  of  you,  and  we  hear 
Such  Goodnefs  ofyour  Juftice,  that  our  Soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  publick  Thanks* 
Forerunning  more  Requital. 

•  ^ng.  You  Aake  my  Bonds  ftill  greater. 

Duke.  0)\»  your  Defert  fpeaks  loud,  and  Ifhould  wrong 
To  lock  it  in  the  Wards  of  covert  Bofom, 
When  it  defervcs,  with  Charafters  of  Brafs^ 
A  forted  Refidence  'gainft  the  tooth  of  Time, 
And  razure  of  Oblivion :  Give  me  your  Hand, 
And  kt  the  Subjed  fee,  to  make  them  know. 
That  outward  Courtefies  wculd  fain  [H-odaim 
Favours  that  keep  within.  Come>  EfiMus^ 
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You  muft  walk  by  us  on  our  other  Hand : 
And  good  Supporters  are  you.  '   j 

Enter  Peter  and  Ifabella* 

Peter.  Now  is  your  time : 
Speak  loud,  and  kneel  before  him. 

Ifab.  Juftice,  O  royal  Duke;  vail  your  Regard 
Upon  a  wrong'd>  I  would  fain  have  faid*  a  Maid  i 
Oh  worthy  Prince,  diflionour  not  your  Eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  Objeft, 
'Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  Complaint, 
And  give  me  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice. 

Dnke.  Relate  your  Wrongs; 
In  what,  by  whcm?  be  brief: 
Here  is  Lord  jingelo  ftiall  give  you  Juftice  j 
Reveal  your  felf  to  him. 

tfab.  Oh  worthy  Duke, 
You  bid  me  feek  Redemption  of  the  Devil: 
Hear  me  your  felf;  for  that  which  I  muft  fpcak 
Muft  either  puniih  me,  not  being  believ'd, 
Or  wring  Redrefs  from  you : 
Hear  me ;  oh  hear  me  here. 

jing.  My  Lord,  her  Wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm: 
She  hath  been  a  Suitor  to  me  for  her  Brother, 
Cut  off  by  courfe  of  Juftice. 

Ifab.  By  courfe  of  Juftice! 

^ng.  And  (he  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly. 

Ifw.  Moft  ftrange,  but  yet  moft  truly  will  I  fpeak ; 
That  Angela  %  forfworn:  Is  it  not  ftrange? 
That  Angela^  a  Murthcrer :  Is't  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angelo  i%  an  adulterous  Thief, 
An  Hypocrite,  a  Virgin  Violater: 
Is  it  not  ftrange>  and  ftrange?  ^ 

Dfik^.  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  ftrange. 

Ifab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  ftrange : 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true;  for  Truth  is  Truth 
To  th*  end  of  reckoning,  ^  ' 

Duke.  Away  with  her:  Poor  Soul, 
She  fpeaks  this  in  th'  infirmity  of  Senfe. 

Ifab.  Oh  Prince,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ*ft 
There  is  another  Comfort  than  this  World> 

That 
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That  thou  negled  me  not,  with  that  Opinioq^ 

That  I  am  touched  with  lyiadnefs.   Make  not  impoffible 

That  which  but  feems  unlike:  'Tis  not  impoffible 

But  one,  the  wi^ked'ft  Caitiff  on  the  Ground, 

May  feem  as  flijr,  as  graye,  as  juft,  as  abfolute 

As  AngeU ;  ev'n  fo  may  jitigiU, 

In  all  his  Dreffings,  Carads,  Titles,  Forms, 

Be  an  Arch-villain :  Believe  it,  Royal  Prince, 

If  he  be  Ut^  he's  nothing;  but  he's  more, 

Had  I  more  Name  for  Badnefs. 

Duke.  By  mine  Honefty, 
If  (he  be  mad,  as  I  believe  no  other. 
Her  Madnefs  hath  the  oddeft  frame  of  Senfe^ 
Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing* 
As  e*er  I  heard  in  Madnefs. 

Ifab*  O  gracious  Duke, 
Harp  not  on  that;  nor  do  not  banifh  Reafon 
For  Inequality ;  but  let  your  Reafon  ferve 
To  make  the  Truth  appear,  where  it  feems  hid. 
And  hide  the  falfe  feems  true. 

Dmks*  Many  that  are  not  mad 
Have  fure  more  lack  of  Reaibn. 
What  would  you  fay  ?  . 

Ifab.  I  am  the  Sifter  of  one  ClatuUof 
Condemned,  upon  the  Ad  of  Fornication, 
To  lofe  his  Head ;  condemned  by  jIngeU : 
I,  in  Probation  of  a  Sifter*  hood, 
Was  fent  to  by  my  Brother;  one  lA^io^ 
As  then  the  Meffenger.  » 

Ltici§.  That's  I,  and'tlike  your  Grace: 
I  came  to  her  from  CUukUoy  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  Fortune  with  Lord  AngitUf 
Forher  poor  Brother*s  Pardon. 

Ifab.  That* s  he  indeed. 

Bf^ks*  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak.  \To  Lucio. 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  Lord^ 
Nor  wifli*d  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duks*  I  ^^^  you  <iow  then ; 
Pray  you  take  note  of  it:  And  when  you  have 
A  Bufinefs  for  your  felf,  pray  Heav'n  you  then 
Be  perfed.  i 
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i5  8  Medfure  for  Meafure. 

Lucio.  I  warrant  your  Hononr. 

Dukf*  The  WarraYit*s  for  your  felf ;  take  heed  €o*r» 

Ifab.  This  Gendeman  told  ibmething  of  toy  Talcw 

Lucio.  Right. 

Df^ks*  It  may  be  rights  but  you  are  i'th' wroftg 
To  fpeak  before  your  time.   ProceecL 

Ifab.  I  went 
To  this  pernicious  Caitiff  Deputy* 

Duke.  That's  fomewhat  madly  fpoken. 

Ifab.  Pardon  it: 
The  Phrafe  is  to  the  Matter. 

Duke.  Mended  again:  The  Matter;  proceed* 

ffab.  In  brief;  to  fet  the  needlefs  by, 
How  I  perfuaded^  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneer<^ 
How  he  refell'd  me,  and  how  I  reply'd. 
For  this  was  of  much  length;  the  vile  Conclufion 
I  now  begin  with  Grief  and  Shame  to  utter. 
He  would  not,  but  by  Gift  of  my  chaftt  Body 
To  his  concupifdble  intemperate  Luft, 
Releafe  my  Brother;  and  after  much  Debacement^ 
My  fifterly  Remorfe  confutes  mine  Honour^ 
And  I  did  yield  to  him :  But  the  f)ext  Mom  betiflits^ 
His  Purpofe  forfeiting,  he  fends  a  Warraat 
For  my  poor  Brother's  Htd. 

Duke.  This  is  moft  likely. 

Ifab.  Oh  that  it  Wtre  as  like  a^  it  is  trli^.  C^t^^'^S 

Duks^  By  Hea v'n,  fond  Wretch,  thdu  krk>Wft  flM  WbaC  them 
Or  elfe  thou  art  fuborn'd  againft  his  HondOr 
In  hateful  Praftice.  Firft,'  his  Integrity 
Stands  without  bletfiilh ;  next,  it  imports  no  Reilbil^ 
That  with  fuch  vehemencv  he  IhMld  purfiie 
Faults  propel"  to  himfelf:  if  he  had  (b  offended. 
He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  Brother  by  hiinfel^ 
And  not  have  cut  him  off.   Some  one  hith  fetyou  ofi| 
Confefs  the  Truth,  and  fay  by  whdfe  AdtiCe 
Thou  cam*ft  here  to  complain^ 

Ifab.  And  is  this  all? 
Then  oh  you  bleffed  Minifters  above. 
Keep  me  in  Ptttoice ;  and  with  rlpeh*d  tiili6 
Unfold  the  Evil  which  is  here  wnpt  u^ 
In  countenance :  Heav'n  ihield  your  Grace  from  WlK 
Ai  I  thus  wrong'd,  hence  ufibelieved  go.  IM^ 


Dukf^  I  know  you*d  fiiin  be  gone.  An  Officer; 
To  Prifon  with  her«   Shdl  we  th\is  peimit 
A  blafting  and  a  rdtidaloMS  Breath  to  (kll 
On  him  fo  near  us  ?  This  needs  nittft  be  a  PrtdioPk 
Who  knew  of  your  Intec«»  and  coiniog  hither^ 

Ifab.  One  that  I  would  were  hew,  Friar  Loi 

Dnkf.  A  iihoftly  Faicher  belike  t 
Who  knows  that  iMin/rickf 

Lucio.  My  Lord,  t  know  faim ;  Ncis  t  ttedltfig  Bimri 
I  do  not  like  ffhe  Mm  ;  had  he  be«n  Lay^  my  Loud, 
For  certain  Words  he  ^ake  tgainft  yiKir  Grace 
In  your  Retirement^  I  bad  fwing'd  hifti  foondly. 

Dmks*  Words  againft  me?  This  is  a  good irinr  better 
And  to  fet  on  this  wretC/hed  Woman  liere 
Againft  our  Subftitute!   Let  this  Friar  be  found* 

Lucio.  But  Yefternigh%  my  Lord,  ihe  and  that  Frkir^ 
I  faw  them  at  the  Prifon:  A  fawcy  frmr^ 
A  very  fcurvy  Fellow. 

Peter.  Bleflfed  be  your  Royal  Grace  I 
I  have  ftood  by,  my  Lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Tour  Royal  Ear  abm'd*    Firft  hath  this  Woimn 
Moft^ wrongfully  accused  your  Subftitute, 
Who  is  as  me  from  toHch  or  foil  with  her, 
As  ftie  from  one  ungot. 

Dukg.  We  did  beheve  tio  lefs* 
Know  you  that  Friar  Lod&u/ick^  which  (he  fpeaks  oft 

Peter.  I  know  him  for  a  Man  divine  and  noly; 
Not  fcurvy,  nor  a  ten^rary  Medler, 
As  he's  reported  by  this  Gentleman  { 
And,  on  my  Truft,  a  Man  that  never  ytt 
Did,  as  he  vouches*  mifreport  your  Grace. 

ZMCi0.  My  Lord)  moft  vrHadoufly;  believe  it# 

Peter.  Well;  he  in  time  may  xome  to  clear  himfelf; 
But  at  this  inftant  he  is  fick,  my  Lord, 
Of  a  ftrange  Fever:  Upcai  his  meer  Requeft> 
Being  come  to  knowledge,  that  there  was  Comfdaitft 
Intended  againft  Lord  JingeUy  came  I  hither 
To  fpeak,  as  iMid  his  Mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true  and  faMej  and  what  iie  with  his  Oath, 
And  all  ProbatiM»  will  mkt  up  full  clear, 
Whenfoeverhe  is  convented*  Firft,  for^  ^om%xv> 

S  X  '^^ 
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To  juftifie  this  worthy  Nobleman, 
So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd. 
Her  (hall  you  hear  difproved  to  her  Eyes^ 
'Till  £be  her  felf  confefs  it. 

DukS"  Good  Friarj  let's  hear  it. 
Do  you  not  fmile  at  this,  Lord  jiMelo  f 
Ah,  Heav'n  I  the  vanity  of  wretch'd  Fools  I 
Give  us  fome  Seats;  Come,  CovSin  jifig€lo9 
In  this  ril  be  impartial :  Be  you  Judge 
Of  your  own  Caufe.   Is  this  the  Witncfs,  FrUr  f 

Enter  Mariana  veitd. 
Firft,  let  her  (hew  her  Face,  and  after  fpeak. 

MarL  Pardon,  my  Lord,  I  will  not  (hew  mj  Face 
Until  my  Husband  bid  me. 

Dnke.  What,  are  you  marry 'd  ? 

Aiaru  No,  my  Lord. 

Dukt.  Are  you  a  Maid  \ 

Mart.  No,  my  Lord. 

Buki.  A  Widow  then? 

Mori.  Neither,  my  Lord* 

Dnks.  Why,  are  you  nothing  then  ?  Neither  Maid,  Wi- 
dow, nor  Wife  ?  ^ 

Lmio.  My  Lord,  (he  may  be  a  Punk;  for  many  of  them 
are  neither  Maid,  Widow,  nor  Wife. 

I>uki*  Silence  that  Fellow :  I  would  he  had  fome  Caufe  to 
prattle  for  himfelf. 

Lucio^  Well,  my  Lord. 

Maru  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs  I  ne'er  was  marry'd* 
And  I  confefs  befides,  I  am  no  Maid ; 
I  have  known  my  Husband,  yet  my  Husband 
Knows  not  that  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  Lord;  it  can  be  no  better. 

Bukf.  For  the  benefit  of  Silence^  wduld  thou  wert  io  too. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  Lord. 

Duki*  This  is  no  Witnefs  for  Lord  AngeU. 

Mori.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  Lord. 
She  that  accufes  him  of  Fornication, 
In  felf-fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  HusVand^ 
And  charges  him,  my  Lord,  with  fuch  a  timCa 
When  I'll  depofe  I  had  him  in  mine  Arxps» 
With  aU  th*  ElFcd  of  Love. 
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Ang.  Charges  (he  mott  than  me? 

Mori.  Not  that  I  know. 

D»k!'  No?  you  fay  your  HusbancL    .  To  Mariana. 

Mori.  Why,  juft,  my  Lord^  and  that  is  jSngeh^  . 
Who  thinks  he  knows,  that  he  ne'er  knew  my  Body;  . 
But  knows,  he  .thinks,  that  he  knowis  IfabeVs. 

Ang.  This  is  a  ftrange  Abufe:  Let's  fee  thy  Face. 

Ma,Tu  My  Husband  bids  me  \  now  I  will  unmask. 

\VwuMing. 
This  is  that  Face,  thou  cruel  A»geh^ 
Which  once  thou  fwor'ft  was  worth  the  looking  on : 
This  is  the  Hand  which*  with  a  vow'd  Contrad> 
Was  faft  belock'd  in  thine  ^  This  is  the  Body 
That  took  away  the  Match  from  Ifabelj 
And  did  fupply  thee  at  thy  Garden*hdufe 
In  her  imagin'd  Perfon. 

Dul^e.  Know  you  this  Woman  ? 

Lucio.  Carnally,  ihe  fays. 

Dnke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough,  my  Lord.   . 

Ang.  My  Lord,  I  muft  confefs  I  know  this  Woman ; 
And  five  Years  (ince  there  was  fome  fpeech  of  Marriage 
Betwixt  my  felf  and  her;  which  was  broke  o£F> 
Partly  for  that  her  promifed  Proportions 
Came  ftiort  of  Compofition;  but  in  chief* 
For  that  her  Reputation  was  difrvalued 
In  Levity :  Since  which  time,  of  five  Years 
I  never  fpake  with  her,  faw  her,  nor  heard  from  hsx^ 
Upon  my  Faith  and  Honour. 

Mari.  Noble  Prince, 
As  there  comes  Light  from  Heav'n*  and  Words  from  Breath,  ^ 
As  there  is  Senfe  in  Truth,  and  Truth  in. Virtue, 
I  am  affianc'd  this  Man's  Wife  as  ftrongly 
As  Words  could  m^Jce  up  Vows:  A.id,  my  good  Lord^ 
But  Tnefdaj  Night  laft  gone,  in's  Garden-houfe 
He  knew  me  as  a  Wife.     As  this  is  true. 
Let  Qie  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  Knees; 
Or  elfe  for  ever  be  confixed  here 
A  Marble  Monument. 

Ang.  I  did  btit  fmile  'till  now* 
Now,  good  my  Lord,  give  me  the  Scope  of  Ju(]i^ic^\ 
My  Patience  here  i%  touch'd:  I  do  ^ctVvt 

S  J  ^>o»» 
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Thefe  poor  informal  Women  are  no  more 
But  Inftrufnents  of  fome  more  mightier  Member 
That  fees  them  on.    Let  me  have  way,  niy  Lords 
To  find  this  PraAice  6un 

JDt^kff*  Ayy  with  my  Heart ; 
And  punifli  them  to  your  height  of  Pleafure. 
Thou  (oo\i(h  Friary  and  thoii  pernicious  WotOM, 
CoropaA  with  her  that's  gone  ^  think*ft  thou  thy  Oaths, 
Tho*  they  would  fwear  down  each  particular  Saint, 
Were  Teftimonies  'gainft  his  Worth  and  Credit, 
That's  feal'd  in  Approbation  /  You,  Lord  EfiMb$Sy 
Sit  with  my  G)ufin;  lend  him  your  kind  Pains 
To  find  out  this  Abufe,  whence  'tis  deriv'd. 
There  is  another  Friar  that  fet  them  on ; 
Let  him  be  fent  for, 

Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  Lord ;  for  he  iodeec{ 
Hath  fet  the  Women  on  to  this  Complaint  x 
Your  Provofi  knows  the  Place  where  he  abides? 
And  he  may  fetch  him, 

DhkCf  Go,  do  ic  inftantly* 
And  you  my  noble  and  well  warranted  Coufin, 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  Matter  forth. 
Do  with  your  Injuries  as  feems  you  beft 
In  any  Chaftifement:  I  for  a  while 
Will  leave  you  j  but  ftir  not  you,  *till  you  have 
Well  determined  upon  thefe  Slanderers,  [Emi. 

EfcaU  My  Lord,  we'll  do  it  throughly.  Siginor  Lmci^j  did 
not  you  fay,  you  faiew  that  frwr  Lodtrwickj-O  be  a  difhondft 
Perfon  ? 

LuctQ.  CuchUhs  non  facit  Monachnmi  honeft  in  nochiog 
but  in  his  Cloaths,  and  one  that  hath  fpoke  moft  ^illaiuMis 
Speeches  of  the  Duke. 

Efcal^  We  fliall  intreat  you  to  abide  here  'till  he  comr,  sncl 
inforce  them  againft  him;  we  ihall  find  this  fW^r  a  ootsK 
ble  Fellow. 

Luciei.  As  any  in  Vienna^  on  my  Word, 

Efcal.  Call  that  fame  7/^^/ here  once  again;  I  would  t^eik 
with  her :  Pray  you,  my  Lord,  give  me  leave  to  queftion; 
you  fliall  Tee  how  TJl  handle  her. 

Lncio.  Not  better  thjn  he,  by  her  own  Report, 

f'M'^  Sayyoof 
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Luch.  Marryj  Sir,  I  thiak  if  yoa  baiidkd  ber  primely 
flie  fhould  fooner  coafefe;  pcrchaiice  fMdddj  Ih^'d  be  t- 
iham'd. 

Enter  Dukt  m  the  FriM^s  JUkt^  ProvoA  omA  I&bella. 

Efcal.  I  will  go  dakljT  to  work  with  )ifr% 

Li$cio.  Tbn's  the  way ;  for  Women  arc  li^  at  Mid- 
night. 

Efcal.  Come  sm^  Miftreft:  Here's  a  Gentkwoimo  denios 
all  that  you  have  faid. 

Lticio.  Mv  Lord,  here  comes  the  Kafcal  I  i[>oke  of,^ 
Here  with  tne  Provofi. 

Efcal.  In  very  good  time :  Speak  not  ywx  to  hiat  'till  we 
call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum, 

Efcalf  Come,  Sir»  did  you  fet  thefe  Women  on  to  (Under 
Lord  jingelo  ?  They  have  confefs^d  you  did. 

Dnkf.  ^Tis  falfe. 

EfcaL  Hew?  Know  you  where  you  ^re? 

Vml^.  BLefpeft  to  your  great  Place ;  and  let  the  Devil 
Be  fometime  honoured  for  his  burning  Throne. 
Where  is  the  Duke?  -Tis  he  fliould  hear  me  ^ak. 

EfcaU  The  Duke's  in  us;  and  we  will  hear  you  fpeak: 
Locdc  you  fpeak  juftly. 

Unke.  Boldly  at  leafl:.   But  oh^  poor  Souls, 
Come  you  to  feek  the  Lamb  here  o£  the  Fox? 
@ood-^ni|ht  to  your  Kedrefs :  Is  the  Duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  Caufe  too.  The  Duke's  unjuft^ 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifeft  Appeal* 
And  put  your  Trial  in  the  Villain's  Mouth 
Which  here  you  come  to  accufe. 

Lucie.  This  is  the  Kafcal;  this  is  he  I  fpoke  of, 

Efcal.  Why,  thou  unreverend  and  unhallowed  Fflar^ 
I^'t  not  enough  thou  haft  fubom'd  thefe  Women 
To  accufe  this  worthy  Man,   but  in  foul  Moufb, 
And  in  the  witnefs  of  his  proper  Ear, 
To  call  him  Villain;  and  then  to  glance  from  him 
To  th'Duke  hifufelf;  to  tax  him  with  Injuftice? 
Take  him  hence;  to  th'  Rack  with  him;  We'll  touze  you 
Joint  by  Join|:>  but  we  wiU  know  his  Purpofe ; 
What?  Unjuft? 
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Df$ks.  Be  not  b  hot;  the  Duke  dare 
No  more  ftretch  this  Finger  of  mine>  than  he  ;  .  ^ 

Dare  rack  his  own :  His  Subjed  am  I  not. 
Nor  here  Provincial ;  my  Bufinefs  in  this  State 
Made  me  a  Looker  on  here  in  Fienna; 
Where  I  have  feen  Corruption  boil  and  bubble^' 
•Till  it  o*er-run  the  Stew :  Laws  for  all  Faults, 
But  Faults  fo  countenanc'd*  that  the  ftrong  Statutes 
Stand  like  the  Forfeits  in  a  Barber's  Shop» 
As  much  in  Mock  as  Mark. 

Efcd.^  Slander  to  th' State  I 
Away  with  him  to  Prifon. 

jing.  What  can  you  vouch  againft  him,  Sii^otLachf 
Is  this  the  Man  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  'Tis  he»  my  Lord.  Come  hither,  Goodman  Bald- 
pate  :  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Dnke.  I  remember  you,  Sir,  by  the  found  of  your  Voice : 
I  met  you  at  the  Prifon  in  the  Abfence  of  the  Duke* 

Lucia.  Oh,  did  you  fo?  And  do  you  remember  what  you 
faid  of  the  Duke? 

Duke.  Moft  notedly*  Sir» 

iMcio.  Do  you  fo,  Sir?  And  was  the  Duke  a  Flefii-mon* 
gen  a  Fool,  and  a  Coward,  as  you  then  reported  him  to 
be? 

Dtike.  You  mufl:.  Sir,  change  Peribns  with  me,  e*er  you 
make  that  my  Report :  You  indeed  fpoke  fo  of  him,  and 
much  more,  iQiich  worfc. 

Lucio.  Oh  thou  damnable  Fellow  I  did  not  I  pluck  thee 
by  the  Nofe  for  thy  Speeches  ? 

Duke.  I  proteft,  I  love  the  Duke  as  I  love  my  felf* 

jing.  Hark  how  the  Villain  would  clofe  now  after  his 
treafpnable  Abufes. 

Efcal.  Such  a  Fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal:  Away  with 
him  to  Prifon :  Where  is  the  Provojt  ?  Away  with  him  to 
Prifon;  lay  Bolts  enough  upon  him;  let  him  fpeaknombre; 
away  with  thofe  Giglets  too,  and  with  the  other  confedor 
rate  Companion. 

Duke.  Stay,  Sir,  ftay  a  while. 
.Ang.  Whar,  refifts  he  ?  Help  him,  Lucia. 
Lucio.  Come  Sir,  come  Sir,  come  Sir;  foh.  Sir ;  why,  you 
bald-pated  lying  Rafcal;  you  muft  be  hooded,  muft  you  J 

Show 
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Show  your  Knave's  Vifage,  with  a  Pox  to  ygi;;  ihWyaur 
iheep-biting  Face,  and  be  banged  an  Hour ;  WiU't  not  o^ 
{PhUs  ^ffthe  Friars  Hood^  4nd  difcovers  the  Duke; 

Duke.  Thou  art  the  firft  Knave  that  e'er  mad'ft  a  Dukew 
Firft^  Provofty  let  noe  bail  thefe  gentle  three. 
Sneak  not  away.  Sir;  for  the Fii^r  and, you 
Mud  have  a  word  aoon:  Lay  hold  on  him. 

Lticio.  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging. 

DhI^,  What,  you  have  fpoke,  I  pardon;  fit  you  down: 

\To  Efcalus. 
We'll  borrow  place  of  him;  Sir,  by  your  Leave : 
Haft  thou  or  Word,  or  Wit,  or  Impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  .thee  OflBce?  If  thou  haft. 
Rely  upon  it  'till  my  Tale  be  heard. 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

jing.  Oh  my  dread  Lord, 
I  fliouid  be  guiltier  than  my  Guiltin^ff^ 
To  think  I  can  be  undifcernable, 
When  I  perceive  your  Grace,  like  Power  divine> 
Hath  looked  upon  my  Paflcs :  Then,  good  Prince, 
No  longer  Seffion  hold  upon  my  Shame; 
But  let  my  Trial  be  mine  own  Confeftion  : 
Immediate  Sentence  then,  and  fequent  Death, 
Is  all  the  Grace  I  beg. 

Dnkj^^  Come  hither,  Mariana: 
Say ;  was't  thou  ever  contraded  to  this  Woman  ? 

^ng.  I  was  J^y  Lord» 

Duke^  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  inftantly.' 
Do  you  the  Office,  Friar ;  which  confummate. 
Return  him  here  again :  Go  with  him,  Provofi. 

[Exeunf  Angelo,  Mariana  and  Provoft^ 

E/cal.  My  Lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  ^t  his  Dishonour, 
Than  at  the  ftrangenefs  of  it. 

Dul^.  Come  hither^  f/abel; 
Your  Friar  is  now  your  Prince:  A$  I  was  then 
Advertifing,  and  holy  to  your  Bufinefs, 
Not  changing  Heart  with  Habir^  I  am  ftill 
Attorn ied  at  your  Service. 

Ifah.  Oh  give  me  Pardon, 
That  I,  your  Vaffil,  have  employed  and  pain'd  \ 

Your  unknown  Soveraignty. 

P^ie.  You  are  pardon'd,  Ifakel; 
And  nQ]v,  dear  Mud,  be  you  as  free  to  us*  >(.ow? 
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Toar  Brother^s  Death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  Heart  9 

And  yoa  may  marvel  why  I  obfcur'd  my  feU* 

Labouring  tcrfeve  his  Life;  and  would  not  rather 

Make  ralb  Kemonftrance  of  my  hidden  Power ; 

.Then  let  him  be  fo  loft :  Oh  moft  kind  Maid» 

It  was  the  fwifb  Celerity  of  his  Death, 

Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  00, 

That  brain'd  my  purpofe :  But  Peace  be  with  \kau 

That  Life  v^  better  Life,  paft  fearing  Death, 

Than  that  which  lives  to  Fear :  MsJce  it  your  Comfort^ 

So  happy  is  your  Brother* 

Enter  Angelo»  Maria,  Peter,  Provoft. 
Iffib.  I  do,  my  Lord. 
Duk^.  For  this  new-marry'd  Man,  approaching  her^' 

Whofe  fait  Imagination  yet  hath  wrong'd 

Your  well-defended  Honour;  you  muft  pardon 

For  Mariana*s  Sake:  But  as  he  adjudg'd  your  Brother, 

Being  Criminal,  in  double  vioktion 

Of  facred  Chaftity,  and  of  Promifi>tMreacb, 

Thereon  dependant  for  your  Brother's  Lifo 

The  very  Mercy  of  the  Law  cries  out 

Moft  audible*  even  from  his  proper  Tongue^^ 

An  jin^elo  for  Ctaudio ;  Death  for  Death : 

Hafte  uill.payshafte,  and  leifure  anfwers  leifure; 

Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Meafitre  ftill  for  Mtufme. 

Then,  AngeU^  thy  Faults  are  manifefted  \ 

Which  tho'  thou  wouldft  deny,  denies  thee  vantage, 

V/e  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  Block 

Where  Claudio  ftoop'd  to  Death ;  and  with  like  hafte, 

'Away  with  him. 

Atari.  Oh  my  moft  gracious  Lord, 
I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  Husband  ? 

Duke.  It  is  your  Husband  mock'd  you  with  a  Husband. 
Confenting  to  the  Safeguard  of  your  Honour^ 
I  thought  your  Marriage  fit;  elfe  Imputation,  \ 

For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  Life, 
And  choak  your  good  to  come :  For  his  Polfeffions, 
Altho'  by  Confifcation  they  are  ours. 
We  do  enftate,  and  Widow  you  withal, 
To  buy  you  a  better  Husband. 

Mori.  Oh  my  dear  Lord, 
I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  Man.  Anif* 


Duke.  Never  crave  him ;  we  afe  dcfinkifQ} 

Aim.  Gentle,  my  Leige. 

Dnke.  You  do  but  lofe  your  Labour : 
Away  with  him  to  Death.  Now,  Sir,  to  yoik 

Afari.  Oh  my  good  Lord.   Sweet  Ifrkih  take  my  forti 
Lend  me  your  Knees,  and  all  my  Life  to  come 
1*11  lend  you>  all  my  Life  to  do  you  Service. 

Dnkf.  Againft  all  Senfe  you  do  importune  hef } 
Should  file  kncti  down^  in  mercy  of  this  Fad, 
Her  Brother's  @hoft  his  paved  Bed  would  bceidr^ 
And  take  her  hence  in  Horror* 

Atari,  Ifabel, 
Sweet  IfabiU  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me. 
Hold  up  your  Hands,  fay  nothing;  I'flfpeakalL 
They  fay,  beft  Men  are  moulded  out  of  Faults; 
And^  for  the  moft,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  Itttk  bad :  So  may  my  Husband* 
Ob  Ifabel;  will  you  not  lend  a  Knee  ? 

Duks*  He  dies  for  OiWiVs  Death* 

Ifab.  Moft  bounteous  Sir,  [XjmUngm 

Look,  if  it  pleafe  you,  on  this  Man  condemn'd» 
As  if  my  Brother  liv*d :  I  partly  thiijc, 
A  due  Sincerity  governed  his  Deeds, 
'Till  he  did  look  on  me  i  Since  it  is  fo^ 
Let  him  not  die.  My  Brother  had  but  Tuftice, 
In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  dy'd. 
For  Angela^  his  A6i;  did  not  o'er^take  his  ba4  Intents 
And  muft  be  bury*d  but  as  an  Intent 
That  peri(h*d  by  the  way:  Thoughts  are  no  Sub^e&Sjf 
Intents,  but  meerly  Thoughts* 

Mori.  Meerly,  my  Lord* 

Duke^  Your  Suit's  unprofitable;  ftand  up^  I  fay: 
I  have  bethought  me  of  another  Fault; 
Provofij  how  came  it  CUndh  was  beheaded 
At  an  unufual  Hour  ? 

Prov*  It  was  commanded  fo* 

Dfike.  Had  you  a  fpecial  Warrant  for  the  Deed  ? 

Prov.  No,  my  good  Lord ;  it  was  by  private  MefTage* 

Vuk^.  For  which  I  do  difcharge  you  oS  your  Office : 
Give  op  your  Keys*  / 


•  -If. 
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Prw.  Pardon  ine^  oobleXord.      .  v.v:) 
I  thought  it  was  a  Fault,  but  knew  it'titjti 
Yet  did  repent  me  after  more  Advice;?    '  *      •  T   -.'■.,  v 
For  Teftimony  whereof,  one  in  the  Prifon^ .       ;'!•/•.■  *. 
That  ihould  by  {)rivate  Order  elfe  havedy'd* 
I  have  refcrvfd  alive.      ' 

Duke.  Whafshe?  .  '^ 

Trov.  Wx&H^mt  is  BarnarMne. 

Duke*  I  would  thou  hadft  done  fo  by  Clamdio : 
Go  fetch  him  hither;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

EfcaL  I  am  fbrry  one  fo  learned^  and  fo  wife 
As  you.  Lord  jingelo^  have  ftill  appear'd. 
Should  flip  fo  grofly,  both  in  the  heat  of  Blood, 
And  lack  of  tempered  Judgment  afterward.      . 

jing.  I  am  forry  that  fuch  Sorrow  I  procure;  • 

And  fo  deep  fticks  it  in  my  penitent  Heart* 
That  I  crave  Death  more  willingly  than  Mercy; 
'Tis  my  deferving,  and  I  do  intreat  it. 

Enter  Provoft,  Barnardine,  Claudio  and  Julietta. 

Dnks*  Which  is  that  Barnardine  ? 

Trov.  This,  my  Lord. 

Dnkf*  There  was  a  Friar  told  me  of  this  Man : 
Sirrab,  thou  art  faid  to  have  a  flubb^orn  Soul 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  thfe  World, 
And  fquar'ft  thy  Life  accordingly:  Thou'rt  condemdM^ 
But  for  thofe  earthly  Faults,  I  quit  them  all : 
I  pray  thee  take  this  Mercy  to  provide 
For  better  times  to  come :  Triar^  ad vife  him ; 
I  leave  him  to  your  Hand.  What  mu£3ed  Fellow's  that  \ 

Prw.  This  is  another  Prifpner  that  I  fav'd,  ^.        .; 

Who  fhould  have  dy*d  when  Clandio  loft  his  Head, 
As  like  almoft  to  Claudio  as  himfelf. 

Duke.  If  he  be  like  your  Brother,  for  his  fake 
Is  he  pardon'd ;  and  for  your  lovely  fake, 
Give  me  your  Hand,  and  fay  you  will  be  mine. 
He  is  my  Brother  too ;  but  fitter  time  for  that. 
By  this  Lord  Angelo  perceives  he^s  fafe; 
Methinks  I  fee  a  quietening  in  his  Eye. 
Well,  Angela^  your  Evil  quifs  you  well; 
Look  that  you  love  your  Wife;  her  Worth  worth  j^urs. 
I  find  an  apt  Remiffion  in  my  felf. 

And 
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And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon. 

You,  Sirrah,  that  knew  me  for  a  Fool,  a  Coward,  7*  Lucio. 

One  all  of  Luxury*  an  Afs,  a  Mad-man; 

Wherein  have  I  fo  deferv'd  of  you. 

That  you  extol  me  thus? 

Lucio.  'Faith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  it  but  according  to  the 
Trick ;  if  you  will  hang  me  for  it  you  may,  but  I  had  ra- 
ther it  would.pleafe  you,  I  might  be  whipt* 

VhJ^c.  Whipt  firft.  Sir,  and  nang'd  after. 
Proclaim  it,  Provofij  round  about  the  City ; 
If  any  Woman  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  Fellow, 
As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf,  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  Child,  let  her  appear. 
And  he  (hall  marry  her;  the  Nuptial  finiih*d. 
Let  him  be  whip  a  and  hang*d. 

Lucio.  I  befeech  your  Highnefs,  do  not  marry  me  to  a 
Whore:  Your  HigKnefs  faid  even  now,  I  made  you  a  Duke; 
good  my  Lord,  do  not  recompence  me  in  making  me  a 
Cuckold. 

Duh.  Upon  mine  Honour  thou  (halt  marry  her: 
Thy  Slanders  I  forgive,  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  Forfeits;  take  him  to  Prifon: 
And  fee  our  Pleafure  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  Punk,  my  Lord,  is  preffing  to  Death, 
Whipping  and  hanging. 

Dukf.  Slandering  a  Prince  deferves  it. 
She,  ClaudiOf  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  reftore* 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana;  love  her  jingelo: 
I  have  confefs'd  her,  and  I  know  her  Virtue. 
Thanks,  good  Friend  Efialusy  for  thy  much  Goodncfs  : 
There's  more  behind  that  is  more  gratulate. 
Thanks,  Provo/tj  for  thy  Care  and  Secrefie ; 
We  Ihall  imploy  thee  in  a  worthier  Place : 
Forgive  him,  ^ngelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  Head  of  RogoKAne  for  CUudi6*$ ;  . 
Th'  Offence  pardons  it  felf.     Dear  Ifabely 
I  have  a  Motion  much  imports  your  good. 
Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  Ear  incline. 
What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine: 
So  bring  us  to  our  Palace,  where  we'll  fliow 
What's  yet.behind  that's  meet  you  all  fhould  know4  [Extti^x* 
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ACT!    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  the  'Duke  of  Ephefus,  '^geon,  Jailor,  and 
other  Attendants. 

t^  G   B  O  I^. 

Roceed,  Salimut,  to  procure  my  Fall* 
And  by  tby  doom  of  Death  end  Woesud  alf. 
DukS'  Merchant  ofA'riW«/4,pleid  no  more: 
I  am  not  partial  to  infringe  our  Laws : 
The  Enmity  and  Difcord  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  rancorous  Outrage  sf  your 

To  Merchants,  our  well-dealing  Coiinrrymen,  [Duke, 

Who  wanting  Gilders  to  redeem  their  Lives, 

Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  Statutes  with  their  iiloodst 

Excludes  all  Pity  from  our  threatning  Looks. 

For  fince  the  mortal  and  inteftinc  Jars 

'Twixt  thy  feditious  Countrymen  and  us. 

It  hath  in  folemn  Synods  been  decreed, 

Both  by  the  SyrAcufiMis  and  our  felves* 

T'admit  no  Traffick  to  our  adverfe  Towns. 

Nay,  more;  if  any  born  at  Ephefitt 

Be  feen  at  any  SjracHjtim  Marcs  and  Fairs; 

Again,  if  any  Sjracmfian  born, 

Come  to  the  Bay  of  Efhefut,  he  dies; 

His  ®oods  conGfcate  to  the  Duke's  difpofe, 

Unleis  a  thouland  Marks  be  levied- 
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To  quit  the  Penalty,  and  ranfom  him. 

Thy  Subftance,  valu*d  at  the  higheft  rate. 

Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  Marks; 

Therefore  by  Law  thou  art  condemned  to  die.  [doo 

^^geon.  Yet  this  my  Comfort,  when  your  Words  ai 
My  Woes  end  likewife  with  the  Evening  Sun. 

Dnke.  Well,  Sjracufiany  fay  in  brief  the  Caufe, 
Why  thou  departed'ft  from  thy  native  Home; 
And  for  what  Caufe  thou  cam'ft  to  Ephefus. 

t/£geon.  A  heavier  Task  could  not  have  been  imposed. 
Than  I  to  fpeak  my  Grief  unfpeakable : 
Yet  that  the  World  may  witnefs,  that  my  End 
Was  wrought  by  Nature,  not  by  vile  OflFence, 
I'll  utter  what  my  Sorrow  gives  me  leave. 
In  Sjracufa  was  I  born,  and  wed 
Unto  a  Woman,  happy  but  for  me  ; 
And  by  me  too,  had  not  our  Hap  been  bad  t 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  Joy,  our  Wealth  encreas'd 
By  profperous  Voyages  I  often  made 
To  Epidamnifim,  'till  my  Faftor's  Death; 
And  he  great  llore  of  Goods  at  random  leaving. 
Drew  me  from  kind  Embracements  of  my  Spoufe; 
From  whom  my  Abfence  was  not  fix  Months  old. 
Before  her  felf,  almoft  at  fainting  under 
The  pleafing  Punifhment  that  Women  bear. 
Had  made  Provifion  for  her  following  me> 
And  foon  and  fafe  arrived  where  I  was. 
There  ihe  had  not  been  long,  but  (he  became 
A  joyful  Mother  of  two  goodly  Sons ; 
And,  which  was  flrange,  the  one  (o  like  the  other,^ 
As  could  not  be  diftinguiih*d  but  by  Names. 
That  very  Hour,  and  in  the  felf-fame  Inn, 
A  poor  mean  Woman  was  delivered 
Of  fuch  a  burthen,  Male-twins  both  alike: , 
Thofc,  for  their  Parents  were  exceeding  poor, 
I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  Sons. 
My  Wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  Boys, 
Made  daily  Motions  for  our  Home  return : 
Unwilling  I  agreed ;  alas  I  too  foon  we  came  aboard. 
A  League  from  Epidamnium  had  we  fail'd, 
Before  the  always  wind-obeying  Deep 

Gav< 
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Gave  any  tragick  inftance  of  our  Harm; 
But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  Hope : 
For  what  obfcur'd  Light  the  Heav  ns  did  grants 
Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  Minds 
A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  Death; 
Which  tho'  my  felf  would  gladly  have  embrac'd^ 
Yet  the  inceflant  weeping  of  my  Wife, 
Weeping  before  for  what  (he  law  muft  come^ 
And  piteous  Plainings  of  the  pretty  Babes, 
That  moum'd  for  Falhion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 
Forc'd  me  to  feek  Delays  for  them  and  me : 
And  this  it  was,  for  other  Means  was  none* 
The  Sailors  fought  for  Safety  by  our  Boat, 
And  left  the  Ship  then  finking-ripe  to  us; 
My  Wife,  more  careful  for  the  Elder  born. 
Had  faften'd  him  unto  a  fmall  fpare  Maft, 
Such  as  Sea-faring  Men  provide  for  Storms; 
To  him  one  of  the  other  Twins  was  bound, 
Whilft  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 
The  Children  thus  difpos'd,  my  Wife  and  I, 
Fixing  our  Eyes  on  wnom  our  Care  was  fixt$ 
Faften'd  our  felves  at  either  end  the  Ship, 
And  floating  ftraight,  obedient  to  the  Stream, 
Were  carry'd  towards  Corinth^  as  we  thought* 
At  length  the  Sun  gazing  upon  the  Earth, 
Difperft  thofe  Vapours  tliat  offended  us;  .^ 

And  by  the  benefit  of  his  wi(h'd  Light,  ^ 

The  Sea  was  calm,  and  we  difcovered 
Two  Ships  from  far  making  amain  to  us, 
Oi  Corinth  that,  o{ Epidaitrm  t\as\ 
But  e'er  they  came,  oh  let  me  fay  no  more ; 
Gather  the  Sequel  by  that  went  before. 
.  Dfike.  Nay,  forward  old  Man,  do  not  break  off  foj 
For  we  may  pity,  tho'  not  pardon  thee. 

t/£geon.  Oh  had  the  Gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 
Worthily  termM  them  mercilefs  to  us ; 
For  e'er  the  Ships  could  meet  by  twice  five  Leagues>         '\ 
We  were  encountrcd  by  a  mighty  Rock ;  :  '^ 

Which  being  violently  born  up  upon,  * 

Our  helptefs  Ship  was  fplitted  in  the  midft:  '  ' 

So  that  in  this  unjuft  Divorce  of  us 
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Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike. 

What  to  deh'ght  in,  what  to  forrow  for. 

Her  part,  poor  Soul,  feeming  as  burdened 

With  leffer  Weight,  but  not  with  lefler  Wo, 

Was  carry'd  with  more  fpeed  before  the  Wind^ 

And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 

By  Fiftiermen  of  Corinth^  as  we  thought. 

At  length  another  Ship  had  feiz*d  on  us; 

And  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave. 

Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  fliipwrackt  Guefts, 

And  would  have  reft  the  Fifliers  of  their  Prey, 

Had  not  their  Bark  been  very  flow  for  Sail ; 

And  therefore  homeward  did  they  bend  their  Courfe* 

Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  fronr  my  Blifs, 

That  by  Misfortunes  was  my  Life  prolong'd. 

To  tell  fad  Stories  of  my  own  Mifliaps. 

Duke.  And  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forrow'ft  for. 
Do  me  the  Favour  to  dilate  the  full, 
What  hath  befalln  them  and  thee  'till  now. 

^y£geon.  My  youngeft  Boy,  and  yet  my  eldeft  Care, 
At  eighteen  Years  became  inquifitive 
After  his  Brother;  and  importun'd  me,  ^ 

That  his  Attendant,  for  his  Cafe  was  like. 
Reft  of  his  Brother,  but  retained  his  Name, 
Might  bear  him  Company  in  the  queft  of  him : 
Whom  whilft  I  laboured  of  a^  Love  to  fee, 
I  hazarded  the  Lofs  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  Summers  have  I  fpent  in  fartheft  Greece^ 
Roaming  clean  through  the  Bounds  of  jlfia^ 
And  coafling  homeward,  came  to  Ef he/us: 
Hopelcfs  to  find,  yet  loath  to  leave  unfought, 
Or  that,  or  any  Place  that  harbours  Men. 
But  here  muft  end  the  Story  of  my  Life ; 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  Death, 
Could  all  my  Travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Dnkg.  Haplefs  ty£geon^  whom  the  Fates  have  markc 
To  bear  th*  extremity  of  a  dire  Miftiap ; 
Now  truft  me,  were  it  not  againfl  our  Laws> 
Againft  my  Crown,  my  Oatn«  my  Dignity, 
Which  Princes  would,  they  may  not  cnfitnul. 
My  Soul  ihould  fue  as  Advocate  for  thee* 

But 
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But  tho^  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  Death, 
And  paiTed  Sentence  may  not  be  recall'd. 
But  to  our  Honour's  great  Difparagement, 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can; 
Therefore,  Merchant,  I  limit  thee  this  Day 
To  feek  thy  Help  by  beneficial  Help : 
Try  all  the  Friends  thou  haft  in  Ephi/tu, 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow*  to  make  up  the  Sum, 
And  live;  if  not,  then  thou  art  doom'd  to  die: 
Jailor,  take  him  to  thy  Cuftody. 

Jail.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

ty£ge9n.  Hopclefs  and  helplefs  doth  %/£ge9n  wend. 
But  to  procraftinate  his  livelefs  End.  \ExtunU 

Enter  Antipholjs  of  Syracufe,  ^  Merchant  atid  Dromio. 

Mer.  Therefore  give  out,  you  are  of  Efidamninm^ 
Left  that  your  Goods  be  too  foon  confifcate*     -  f 
This  very  Day  a  Syracnfian  Merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  Arrival  here; 
And  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  Life, 
According  to  the  Statute  of  the  Town, 
Dies  e'er  the  weary  Sun  fets  in  the  Weft : 
There  is  your  Mony  that  I  had  to  keep* 

jint.  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaur^  where  we  hoft. 
And  ftay  there,  Dromhy  *till  I  come  to  theei 
'Till  that  ril  view  the  Manners  of  the  Town, 
Within  this  Hour  it  will  be  Dinner-time, 
Perufe  the  Traders,  gaze  upon  the  Buildings, 
And  then  return  and  fleep  within  mine  Inn  ; 
For  with  long  Travel  I  am  ft  iff  and  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  Many  a  Man  would  take  you  at  your  Word, 
And  go  indeed,  having  fo  good  a  Means.     [Exit  Dromioi^ 

jint.  A  trufty  Villain,  Sir,  that  very  ofr. 
When  I  am  dull  with  Care  and  Melancholy, 
Lightens  my  Humour  with  his  merry  Jefts# 
What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  Town, 
And  then  go  to  the  Inn  and  dine  with  me? 

Mer.  I  am  invited,  Sir,  to  certain  Merchants, 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  Benefit: 
I  crave  your  Pardon.   Soon  at  five  a  Clock, 
Pleafe  youj  I*U  meet  with  you  upon  the  Mart, 
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And  afterward  Confort  you  'till  Bed*time : 
My  prefent  Buflnefs  calls  me  from  you  >now. 
^  -/for.  Farewel  'till  then ;  I  will  go  lofc  my  fel^ 
And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  City. 

Aler^  Sir»  I  commend  you  to  your  own  Content. 

[^Exh.  Mcr, 

ji^t.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  Content^. 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 
I  to  the  World  am  like  a  drop  of  Water, 
Than  in  the  Ocean  feeks  another  drop. 
Who  falling  there  to  find  his  Fellow  forth, 
Unfcen  inquifitive,  confounds  himfelf: 
^o  I,  to  find  a  Mother  and  a  Brother, 
In  queft  of  him,  unhappy,  lofe  my  felf. 

Emer  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 
Here  comes  the  Almanack  of  my  true  date. 
What  now  ?  How  chance  thou  art  returned  fo  foon. 

£.  Dro.  Rerurn'd  fo  foon !  rather  approach'd  too  late ) 
The  Capon  buns  the  Pig  falls  from  the  Spit,  , 

The  Clock  hath  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  Bell; 
My  Miftrefs  made  it  one  upon  my  Cheek; 
She  is  fo  hot  becaufe  the  Meat  is  cold; 
The  Meat  is  cold  becaufe  you  come  not  home; 
You  come  not  home  becaufe  you  have  no  Stomach; 
You  have  no  Stomach  having  broke  your  Faft : 
But  we  that  know  what  'tis  to  faft  and  pray. 
Are  penitent  for  your  Default  to  day. 

^»t.  Stop  in  your  Wind,  Sir;  tell  me  this  I  pray. 
Where  you  have  left  the  Mony  that  I  gave  you  ? 

E.  Dro.  Oh,  fix  Pence  that  I  had  a  if^cdnefday  laft. 
To  pay  the  Sadler  for  my  Miftrefs  Crupper? 
jThe  Sadler  had  it,  Sir;  I  kept  it  not. 

Ant.  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  Humour  now; 
Telline,  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  Mony? 
We  being  Strangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  truft 
So  great  a  Charge  from  thine  own  Cuftody  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  pray  you  jeft,  Sir,  as  you  fit  at  Dinner ; 
I  from  my  Miftrtfs  come  to  you  in  Poft, 
If  I  return,  I  fliall  be  Poft  indeed; 
For  (lie  will  fcore  your  Fault  upon  my  Pate: 
Methinks  your  Maw>  like  mine,  ftiould  be  your  Cook, 
And  ftrike  you  home  without  a  MefTenger. 
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'uint.  Come  J)romioj  come,  thefe  Jefts  are  out  of  Seafon  5 
Referve  them  *till  a  "merrier  Hour  than  this  j 
Where  is  tlie  Gold  I  gave  in  Charge  to  thee  ? 

£.  Dro.  To  me,  Sir  ?  Why,  you  gacve  no  Gold  to  me. 

^tp  Come  on.  Sir  Knave,  have  done  your  fooliflinefs. 
And  tell  me  how  thou  haft  difpos'd  thy  Charge? 

E.  Dro.  My  Charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from  the  Mart 
Mome  to  your  Houfe,  the  Phcfmxj  Sir,  to  Dinner; 
My  Miftrefs  and  her  Sifter  ftay  for  you. 

^»t.  Now  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  apCwer  me. 
In  what  fafe  Place  you  have  beftow'd  my  Mony ; 
Or  I  ftiall  break  that  merry  Sconce  of  yours 
That  ftands  on  Tricks  when  I  am  undifpoi^'d ; 
Where  is  the  thoufand  Marks  thou  hadft  of  me? 

£.  Dro.  I  have  fome  Marks  of  yours  upon  my  Pate ; 
Some  of  my  Miftrefs's  Marks  upon  my  Shoulders; 
But  not  a  thoufand  Marks  between  you  both. 
If  I  (hould  pay  your  Worftiip  thofe  again. 
Perchance  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently.  [thou? 

u4nt.  Thy  Miftrefs's  Marks?  What  Miftrefs,  Slave,  haft 

E.  Dro.  Your  Worlhip's  Wife,  my  Miftrefs  at  the  Phoenix ; 
She  that  doth  faft  'till  you  come  home  to  Dinner ; 
And  prays  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  Dinner. 

^»/.  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  Face, 
Being  forbid  ?  There,  take  you  that.  Sir  Knave^ 

E.  Dro.  What  mean  you.  Sir?  For  God  fake  hold  your 
Nay,  and  you  will  not.  Sir,  Til  take  my  Heels«      [Hands ; 

[Exit  Dromio  Ep# 

jint.  Upon  my  Life,  by  fome  Device  or  other. 
The  Villain  is  o*er-wrougnt  of  all  my  Mony. 
They  fay,  this  Town  is  full  of  Couzenage ; 
As  nimble  Juglers,  that  deceive  the  Eye; 
Dark-working  Sorcerers,  that  change  the  Mind ; 
Soul-killing  Witches,  that  deform  the  Body ; 
Difguis'd  Cheaters,  prating  Mountebanks, 
And  many  fuch  like  Liberties  of  Sin : 
If  it  prove  fo,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooner. 
I'll  to  the  Centaur  to  go  feek  this  Slave; 
I  greatly  fipar  my  Mony  is  not  fafe. 

[Exit. 
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ACT   11.     SCENE    L 

Eftter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

'^Adr.  ^^TEither  my  Husband,  nor  the  Slave  return'd, 
lAl   That  in  Aich  hafte  I  fent  to  feek  his  Mafter ; 
Sure>  Lucianay  it  is  two  a  Clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps  fomc  Merchant  hath  invited  him. 
And  from  the  Mart  he's  fowewhere  gone  to  Dinner: 
Good  Sifter,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret. 
A  Man  is  Mafter  of  his  Liberty  : 
Time  is  their  Mafter^   and  when  they  fee  time. 
They'll  go  or  come ;  if  fo,  be  patient.  Sifter. 

Adr.  Why  Ihould  their  Liberty  than  ours  be  more? 

Luc.  Becaufe  their  Bufinefs  ftill  lyes  out  a-door. 

Adr.  Look,  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  takes  it  ilL 

Luc.  Oh,  know  he  is  the  Bridle  of  your  Will. 

Adr.  There's  none  but  Afles  will  be  bridled  fo. 

Luc.  Why,  head-ftrong  Liberty  is  laftit  with  Wo. 
There's  nothing  fituate  under  Heav'n's  Eye, 
But  hath  its  bound  in  Earth,  in  Sea^  in  Sky : 
The  Beafts,  the  Fifties,  and  the  winged  Fowls, 
Are  their  Male's  Subjeds,  and  at  their  Controuls; 
Man  naore  divine,  the  Mafter  of  all  thefe, 
Lord  of  the  wide  Word,  and  wide  watry  Seas, 
Indu'd  with  intelleAual  Senfe  and  Sou], 
Of  more  Preheminence  than  Fifti  and  Fowl, 
Are  Mafters  to  their  Females>  and  their  Lords : 
fThen  let  your  Will  attend  on  their  Accords. 

Adr.  This  Servitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 

Luc.  Not  this,  but  Troubles  of  the  Marriage-bed. 

jUdr.  But  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bearfome  Sway. 

Luc.  E'er  I  learn  Love,  I'll  praftife  to  Obey. 

uidr.  How  if  your  Husband  ftart  fome  other  where  ? 

Luc.  'Till  he  come  home  again  I  would  forbear. 

jidr.  Patience  unmov'd,  no  marvel  tho*  flie  paufe; 
They  can  be  meek  that  have  no  other  Caufe : 
A  wretched  Soul  bruis'd  with  Adverfity, 
We  bid  be  quiet  when  we  hear  it  cry; 
But  were  we  burden'd  with  like  weight  of  Pain, 
As  much,  or  more  we  ftiould  our  felves  complain: 

So 
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So  thou  that  haft  no  unkind  Mate  to  grieve  thee. 
With  urging  helplefs  Patience  wouldft  relieve  me : 
But  if  thou  hve  to  fee  like  right  bereft,  / 

This  fool-begg'd  Patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

Lhc.  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day  but  to  try ; 
Here  comes  your  Man,  now  is  your  Husband  nigh. 

Enter  Dromio  Eph. 

^dr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  Maftcr  now  at  hand  ? 

£.  Dro.  Nay,  he's  at  two  Hands  with  me,  and  that  my 
two  Ears  can  witnefs. 

^dr.  Say,  didft  thou  fpeak  with  him?  Koow'ft  thou  his 
Mind? 

E.  Dro.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  his  Mind  upon  mine  Ear, 
Beflirew  his  Hand,  I  fcarce  could  underftand  it. 

Lhc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  could'ft  not  feel  hiii 
Meaning? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  ftruck  (b  plainly,  I  could  too  well  feci 
his  Blows;  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that  I  to\x\d  fcarce  un- 
derftand them. 

jidr.  But  fay,  I  prethee,  is  he  coming  home? 
It  feems  he  hath  great  Care  to  pleafe  his  Wife. 

£.  Dr9.  Why,  Miftrefs,  fure  my  Maftcr  is  HoFn*fflac^ 

jidr.  Horn-mad,  thou  Villain  ?  ^ 

E.  Dro.  I  mean  not  Cuckold-mad; 
But  fure  he  is  ftark  mad : 
When  I  defir'd  him  to  come  home  to  Dinner, 
He  ask'd  me  for  a  thoufand  Marks  in  Gold : 
'Tis  Dinner-time,  quoth  I ;  my  Gold,  quoth  he: 
Your  Meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I;  my  Gold,  quoth  he: 
Will  you  come,  quoth  I  f  My  Gold,  quoth  he : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  Marks  I  gave  thee.  Villain? 
The  Pig,  quoth  I,  is  burn'd ;  my  Gold,  quoth  he : 
My  Miftrefs,  Sh-,  quoth  I;  hang  up  thy  Miftrefs; 
I  know  not  thv  Miftrefs;  out  on  thy  Miftrefs. 

Lhc.  Quoth  who? 

E.  Dro.  Quoth  my  Mafter :  I  know,  quoth  he,  no  Houfe, 
no  Wife,  no  Miftrefs;  fo  that  my  Errand,  due  unto  my 
Tongue,  I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  Shoulders:  For 
in  conclufion,  fte  did  beat  me  there.  ^ 

jfdr.  Go  back  again,  thou  Slave,  and  fetch  him  home. 
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E.  Dro.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home? 
For  God's  fake  fend  fome  other  Meffenger. 

jidr.  Back,  Slave,  or  I  will  break  thy  Pate  acrofs. 

E.  Dro.  And  he  will  blefs  that  Crofs  with  other  beating; 
Between  you  I  fliall  have  a  holy  Head. 

^dr.'  Hence,  prating  Peafant,  fetch  thy  Mafter  home. 

E.iDro.  Am  I  fo  round  with  you  as  you  with  me. 
That  like  a  Foot-ball  you  do  fpurn  me  thus? 
You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither ; 
If  I  laft  in  this  Service,  you  muft  cafe  me  in  Leather.  [Exit* 

Luc.  Fie,  how  Impatience  lowreth  in  your  Face  I 

^dr.  His  Company  muft  do  his  Minions  grace, 
Whilft  I  at  home  ftarve  for  a  merry  Look : 
Hath  homely  Age  th'  alluring  Beauty  took 
From  my  poor  Cheek  ?  Then  he  hath  wafted  it^ 
Are  my  Difcourfes  dull  ?  Barren  my  Wit? 
If  voluble  and  (harp  Difcourfe  be  marr'd, 
Unkindnefs  blots  it  more  than  Marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  Veftments  his  AflFedions  bait  ? 
That's  not  my  Fault ;  he's  Mafter  of  my  State, 
What  Ruins  are  in  me  that  can  be  found. 
By  him  not  ruin'd?  Then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  Defeatures.    My  decayed  fair, 
A  funny  Look  of  his  would  foon  repair. 
But,  too  unruly  Deer,  he  breaks  the  Pale, 
And  feeds  from  home;  poor  I  am  but  his  Stale. 

Luc.  Self-harming  Jealoufie ;  fie,  beat  it  hence, 

jidr.  Unfeeling  Fools  can  with  fuch  Wrongs  difpenle; 
I  know  his  Eye  doth  Homage  other-where ; 
Or  elfe  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
Sifter,  you  know  he  promised  me  a  Chain, 
Would  that  alone,  alone  he  would  detain, 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  Bed. 
I  fee  the  Jewel  beft  enameled 
Will  lofe  his  Beauty;  yet  the  Gold  bides  ftill 
That  others  touch,  and  often  touching  will; 
Since  that  my  Beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  Eye, 
ril  weep,  what's  left,  away,  and  weeping  die. 

Lmc.  How  many  fond  Fools  fcrve  mad  Jeatoufie  ? 

,  [ExtMmt. 

Eufgr 
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Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

ji»t.  The  Gold  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 
Safe  at  the  Centaury  and  the  heedful  Slave 
Is  wander'd  forth  in  care  to  feek  me  out. 
By  computation,  and  mine  Hoft's  report, 
I  could  not  fpeak  with  Dromio^  (ince  at  fir  ft 
I  fent  him  from  the  Mart*  See  here  he  comes* 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 
How  now,  Sir?  is  your  merry  Humour  alter'd? 
As  you  love  Stroaks,  fo  jeft  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur  ?  You  received  no  Gold  ? 
Your  Miftrefs  fent  to  have  me  home  to  Dinner? 
My  Houfe  was  at  the  Phoenix?  Waft  thou  mad. 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anfwer  me: 

S.  Dro.  What  anfwer,  Sir  ?  When  fpake  I  fuch  a  Word  ? 

uint.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  Hour  fince. 

S.  Dro.  I  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence 
Home  to  the  Centaur ^  with  the  Gold  you  gave  me. 

jint.  Villain,  thou  didft  deny  the  Gold's  Receipt, 
And  told'ft  me  of  a  Miftrefs,  and  a  Dinner; 
For  which  I  hope  thou  felt'ft  I  was  dipleas'd. 

S.  Dro.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  Vein  5 
What  means  this  jeff,  I  pray  you,  Mafter,  tell  me? 

jint.  Yea,  doft  thou  jeer  and  flout  me  in  the  Teeth? 
Think'ft  thou  I  jeft  ?  Hold,  take  thou  that,  and  that.  {Beats  Dra 

S.  Dro.  jHold,  Sir,  for  God*s  fake,  now  your  Jeft  is  Earneft; 
Upon  what  Bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 

^nt.  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  fometimes 
Do  ufe  you  for  my  Fool,  and  chat  with  you. 
Your  Sawcinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  Love, 
And  make  a  Common  of  my  ferious  Hours. 
When  the  Sun  fhines  let  foolifh  Gnats  make  fport^ 
But  creep  in  Crannies  when  he  hides  his  Beams: 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  my  Afped, 
And  fafhion  your  Demeanor  to  my  Lpoks ; 
Or  I  will  beat  this  Method  in  your  Sconce. 

E.  Dro.  Sconce,  call  you  it?  So  you  would  leave  batter- 
ing, I  had  rather  have  it  a  Head;  an  you  ufe  thcfe  Blows 
long,  I  muft  get  a  Sconce  for  my  Head,  and  infconce  it  too,    ' 
or  elfc  I  ftiall  kt\i  my  Wit  in  my  Shoulders:  But  I  pray, 
Sir,  why  am  I  beaten  ? 

-Ant% 
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jlnt.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

S.  Dro»  Nothing,  Sir^  but  that  I  am  beaten* 

u4nt.  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ? 

S.Dre.  Ay,  Sir,  and  wherefore;  for  they  (ay,  every  wkyj 
hatha  wherefore. 

.jint.  Why,  firft  for  flouting  me;  and  then  wherefore*  fii 
urging  it  the  fecond  time  to  me. 

S.  Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  Man  thus  beaten  out  of  Sea- 
fon,  when  in  the  Why  and  the  Wherefore  is  neither  Rhine 
nor  Reafon.     Well,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

^»^  Thank  me.  Sir,  for  what? 

S.  Dro^  Marry,  Sir,  for  this  fomething  that  yeu  gave  inc 
for  nothing. 

Ant.  I'll  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  you  nothing  for 
fomething.     But  fay.  Sir,  is  it  Dinner-time? 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir ;  I  think  the  Meat  wants  that  I  have. 

Aftt.  In  good  time.  Sir;  what's  that? 

S.Dro,  Batting. 

-4«r.,  Well,  Sir,  then  'twill  be  dry. 

S.  Dro.  If  it  be.  Sir,  I  pray  you  eat  not  of  it* 

Ant.  Your  Reafon? 

1^.  Dro,  Lett  it  make  you  Cholerick,  and  purchafe  me  a- 
nother  dry  batting. 

Anf.  Well,  Sir,  learn  to  jeft  in  good  time;  there's  a  time 
for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  I  durft  have  deny'd  that,  before  you  were  fb  cho- 
lerick. 

Ant.  By  what  Rule,  Sir? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  by  a  Rule  as  plain  as  the  plain  bald 
Pate  of  Father  Ttme  himfelf. 

A^t.  Let's  hear  it. 

S.  Dro.  There's  no  time  for  a  Man  to  recover  his  Hair 
that  grows  bald  by  Nature. 

Ant.  May  he  not  do  it  by  Fine  and  Recovery  ? 

S.  Dro.  Yes,  to  pay  a  Fine  for  a  Peruke,  anci  retover  the 
loft  Hair  of  another  Man. 

Ant.  Why,  is  T$me  fuch  a  niggard  of  Hair,  being,  as  it 
is,  fo  plentiful  an  Excrement  ? 

S.  Dro.  Becaufe  it  is  a  Bletting  that  he  beftows  M  Beafis; 
and  what  he  hath  fcanted  them  in  Hair,  he  hath  given  them 
in  Wit. 
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^Ht.  Why^  but  there's  many  a  Man  hath  more  Hair  thaH 
Wit. 

S.  Dro.  Not  a  Man  of  thofe  but  he  hath  the  Wit  to  lofc 
If   his  Hair. 

Ant.  Why,  thou  didft  conclude  hairy  Men  plain  Dealers 
(    without  Wit. 

S^  Dro.  The  plainer  Dealer,  the  fooner  loft;  yet  he  lofeth 
it  in  a  kind  of  Jollity. 

Ant.  For  what  Reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  For  two>  and  found  ones  too. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  found  ones,  I  pray  you* 

S.Dro.  Sure  ones  then. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  fure  in  a  thing  falfing, 

S.  Dro.  Certain  ones  then. 

Ant.  Name  them. 

5.  Dro.  The  one  to  fave  the  Mony  that  he  fpends  in  trim- 
ming ;  the  other,  that  at  Dinner  they  fliould  not  drop  in  his 
Porrage. 

Ant.  You  would  all  this  time  have  prov'd,  there  is  no 
time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  and  did.  Sir,  namely,  no  time  to  recover 
Hair  loft  by  Nature. 

Ant.  But  your  Reafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why  there  is 
no  time  to  recover. 

S.  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it:  Time  himfelf  is  bald, and tbere^ 
fore  to  the  World's  end,  will  have  bald  Followers. 

Ant.  I  knew 'twouldbea  baldConclufionj  butfoft,  who 
wafts  us  yonder? 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Ay,  ay,  AntiphoUs^  look  ftrange  and  frown ; 
Some  other  Miflrefs  hath  fome  fweet  Afpeds. 
I  am  not  Adrians,  nor  thy  Wife. 
The  time  was  once,  when  thou  unurg'd  wouldft  vow. 
That  never  Words  were  Mufick  to  thine  Ear, 
That  never  Objed  pleafing  in  thine  Eye, 
That  never  Touch  well  welcome  to  thy  Hand, 
That  never  Meat  fwcet-favour'd  in  thy  Tafte, 
Unlefs  I  fpake,  or  look*d,  or  touch'cf,  or  carv*d  to  thee# 
How  comes  \\  now,  my  Husband,  oh  how  comes  it> 
That  thou  art  thus  cftrtngcd  from  thy  felf  ? 
Thy  felf,  I  call  i^  being  ftrange  to  me: 
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That  undividable  Incorporate 

Am  better  than  thy  dear  Self's  better  Part. 

Ah  do  not  tear  away  thy  felf  from  me ; 

For  know,  my  Love,  as  eafie  may'ft  thou  fall 

A  Drop  of  Water  in  the  breaking  Gulf, 

And  take  unmingled  thence  that  Drop  again. 

Without  addition  or  diminifhing^ 

As  take  from  me  thy  felf,  and  not  me  too* 

How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 

Shculdil  thou  hear  I  were  licentious; 

And  that  this  Body  confecrate  to  thee> 

By  Ruffian  Luft  Ihould  be  contaminate  ? 

Would  ft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpurn  at  me. 

And  hurl  the  Name  of  Husband  in  my  Face, 

And  tear  the  ftain'd  Skin  of  my  Harlot-brow, 

And  from  my  falfe  Hand  cut  the  Wedding-Ring, 

And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing  Vow? 

I  know  thou  canft;  and  therefore  fee  thou  do  it. 

I  am  poffeft  with  an  adulterate  Blot ; 

My  Blood  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  Luft : 

For  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 

I  do  digeft  the  Poifon  of  my  Fleih, 

Being  ftrumpeted  by  thy  Contagion. 

Keep  thou  fair  League  and  Truce  with  thy  true  Bed| 

I  live  diftain'd,  and  thou  difhonoured. 

Ant.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  Dame?  I  know  you  not: 
In  Ephefus  I  am  but  two  Hours  old. 
As  ftrange  unto  your  Town  as  to  your  Talk, 
Who  every  Word  by  all  my  Wit  being  fcann'd. 
Wants  Wit  in  all  one  Word  to  underftand. 

Luc.  Fie,  Brother,  how  the  World  is  chang'd  with  youj 
When  were  you  wont  to  ufe  my  Sifter  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  Dinner. 

^nt.  By  Dromio? 

S.  Dro.  By  me. 

^r.  By  thee ;  and  thus  thou  didft  return  from  hitai 
That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and  in  his  Blows, 
Deny'd  my  Houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  Wife. 

^t..  Did  you  converfe.  Sir,  with  this  Gentlewoman  { 
What  is  the  courfe  and  drift  of  your  Compad  ? 

&  Dro.  I,  Sir?  I  never  faw  her  *cill  this  time. 
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-/*!/.  Villain,  thou  lieft ;  for  even  her  very  Words 
Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  Mart, 

S.  Dro.  I  never  fpake  with  her  in  all  my  Life. 

jint.  How  can  fhe  thus  then  call  us  by  our  Names^        >] 
Unlefs  it  be  by  Infpiration  ? 

Adr.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  Gravity, 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofly  with  your  Slave,  i 

Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  Mood  ? 
By  it  my  Wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt. 
But  wrong  not  that  Wrong  with  a  more  Contempt# 
Come,  I  will  faften  on  this  Sleeve  of  thine; 
Thou  art  an  Elm,  my  Husband^  I  a  Vine : 
Whofe  Weaknefs  marr)'^'d  to  thy  ftronger  State^ 
Makes  me  with  thy  Strength  to  communicate; 
If  ought  poffefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  Drofs, 
Ufurping  Ivy,  Brier,  or  idle  Mofs, 
Who  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  Intrufion^ 
Infed  thy  Sap,  and  live  on  thy  Confufion. 
'    jint.  To  me  flie  fpeaks;  flie  moves  me  for  her  Theam; 
What,  was  I  marry'd  to  her  in  my  Dream? 
Or  fleep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this? 
What  Error  drives  our  Eyes  and  Ears  amifs? 
Until  I  know  this  fare  Uncertainty, 
I'll  entertain  the  freed  Fallacy. 

Lhc.  Dromioj  go  bid  the  Servants  (pread  for  Dinner* 

S.  Dr9.  Oh  for  my  Beads,  I  crofs  me  for  a  Sinner. 
This  is  the  Pairy  Land:  Oh  Spightof  Spights; 
We  talk  with  Goblins,  Owls,  and  Elves  Sprightsj 
If  we  obey  them  not,  this  will  enfue. 
They'll  fuck  our  Breath,  or  pinch  us  black  and  blue. 

Luc.  Why  prat'ft  thou  to  thy  felf, 
Dromioj  thou  Dromioy  Snail,  thou  Slug,  thou  Sot  ? 

S.  Dro.  I  am  transformed,  Mafter,  am  I  not  ? 

Ant.  I  think  thou  art  in  Mind,  and  fo  am  I. 

S.  Dro.  Nay,  Mafter,  both  in  Mind  and  in  my  Shaped 

Ant.  Thou  haft  thine  own  Form. 

S.  Dro.  No;  I  am  an  Ape. 

Lm.  If  thou  art  chang'd  to  ought,  'tis  to  an  Afs. 

S.  Dro.  *Tis  true,  fhe  rides  me,  and  I  long  foi;  Grafs.' 
'Tis  fo;  I  am  an  Afs;  clfe  it  could  never  be. 
But  I  ihould  know  her  as  well  a$  ^le  knows  me. 
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jidr*  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  FooL 
To  put  the  Finger  in  the  Eye  and  weep, 
Whilft  Man  and  Matter  laughs  my  Woes  to  (corn. 
Come,  Sir,  to  Dinner;  Dromio^  keep  the  Gate; 
Husband,  Til  dine  above  with  you  to  Day^ 
And  fhrive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  Pranks: 
Sirrah,  if  any  ask  you  for  your  Matter, 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  Creature  enter : 
Come,  Sifter;  Dromio,  play  the  Porter  well. 

^»t.  Am  I  in  Earth,  in  Heaven,  or  in  Hell  f 
Sleeping  or  waking,  mad  or  well  advis'd ; 
Known  unto  thefe,  and  to  my  felf  difguis'd? 
I'll  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfevere  fo ; 
And  in  this  Mitt  at  all  Adventures  go. 

S.  Dro.  Matter,  ftiall  I  be  Porter  at  the  Gate  ? 

jldr.  Ayy  and  let  none  enter,  lett  I  break  your  Pate« 

Lsu:.  Come,  come,  AfUiphoUsy  we  dine  too  late. 


ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  Dromio  of  Ephefus^  Angdo 

and  Balthazar. 

£.  jinu  /^^  Ood  Signior  Angelo^  you  mutt  axcufe  us  all : 
VJ  My  Wife  is  flirewifh  when  I  keep  not  Houn; 

Say,  that  I  lingered  with  you  at  your  Shop 

To  fee  the  making  of  her  Carkanet, 

And  that  to  Morrow  you  will  bring  it  Home. 

But  here's  a  Villain  that  would  face  me  down. 

He  met  me  on  the  Mart,  and  that  I  beat  him» 

And  charged  him  with  a  thoufand  Marks  in  Gold  5 

And  that  I  did  deny  my  Wife  and  Houfe: 

Thou  Drunkard  thou,  what  didft  thou  mean  by  this? 

E.  Dro.  Say  what  you  will.  Sir,  but  I  know  what  I  knoWf 
That  you  beat  me  at  the  Mart,  I  have  your  Hand  to  (how ; 
If  the  Skin  were  Parchment,  and  the  Blows  you  gave  were  Inl^ 
Your  Hand- writing  would  tell  you  what  I  think* 

JE.  Ant.  I  think  thou  art  an  Afs* 

£.  Dro.  Marry,  fo  it  doth  appear 
By  the  Wrongs  I  fuiFer,  and  the  Blows  I  bear; 
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i  I  (hould  kick  being  kickt;  and  being  at  that  paff^ 

You  would  keep  from  my  Heels,  and  beware  of  an  Afs* 
K      E.Anu  Y'arefad,Signior54/^A4«,^rt  Pray  God  our  Cheer 
May  anfwer  my  good  Will,  and  your  good  Welcome  here. 
Bd^  I  hold  your  Dainties  cheap.  Sir,  and  your  welcome 

dear. 
JE.  Ant.  Ah  Signior  B^khaz^ar,  either  at  Flefli  or  Fifti, 
A  Table-full  of  welcome  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  Difh* 
Bal.  Good  Meat,  Sir,  is  common,  that  every  Churl  afford54 
E.  Ant.  AndWelcome  more  common;  for  that's  nothing 

but  Words. 
BaL  Small  Cheer,  and  great  Welcome,   makes 'a  m^rry 

Feaft. 
E.  Ant.  Ay,  to  a  niggardly  Hoft,  and  more  (paring  Gueft: 
But  tho'  my  Gates  be  mean,  take  them  in  good  part ; 
Better  Cheer  may  you  have,  but  not  with  a  better  Heart. 
But  foft;  my  Door  is  lockt;  go  bid  them  let  us  in. 
E.  Dro.  Maudy  Bridget j  Mariany  Ci/lp  Gillian,  Ginn* 
S*  Dro.  within.  Mome,  Malt-horfc,Capon,Coxcomb,  Idiot 
Patch. 
Either  get  thee  from  the  Door,  or  fit  down  at  the  Hatch: 
Doft  thou  con  j  ure  for  Wenches,  that  thou  call'ft  for  fuch  ftore,' 
When  one  is  one  too  many  ?  Go,  get  thee  from  the  Door. 
E.  Dro.  What  Patch  is  made  our  Porter  ?  My  Matter 

ftays  in  the  Street. 
S.  Dro.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came*  left  he 

catch  cold  on*s  Feet. 
E.Ant.  Who  talks  within  there?  Hoa,  open  the  Door. 
S.  Dro.  Right,  Sir,  PU  tell  you  when,  and  you*ll  tell  me 

wherefore 
E.  Ant.  Wherefore  ?  for  my  Dinner :  1  have  not  din*d  to 

Day. 
S.  Dro.  Nor  to  Day  here  you  muft  not  J  Come  again  when 

you  may. 
E.  Ant.  What  art  thou  that  keep'ft  me  out  from  the  Houfe 

I  owe? 
S.  Dro.  The  Porter  for  this  time.  Sir,  and  my  Name  is 

Dromio. 
E.Dro.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  ftoFn  both  mine  Office  and' 
my  Name. 
The  one  ne*er  got  me  Credit,  the  other  mickle  Blame  \  . 
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If  thou  hadft  been  Dromio  to  Day  in  my  placed 

Thou  wouldft  have  chang'd  thy  Face  for  a  Name^  or  diy 

Name  for  an  Afs. 
Luce,  within.  What  a  Coile  is  there,  Dromio  i   Who  are 

thofe  at  the  Gate? 
£•  Dro.  Let  my  Mafter  in,  Luce. 
Luce.  Faith,  no;  he  comes  too  late;  and  fo  tell  your  Mafter. 
E.  Dro..  O  Lord,  I  muft  laugh ;  have  at  you  with  a  Pr^ 

vert. 
Shall  I  fet  in  my  Staff? 

Luce.  Have  at  you  with  another;  that's  when  ?  Can  you 

fell? 
S.  Dro.  If  thy  Name  be  called  Luce^  Luce,  thou  haft  an- 

fwer'd  him  well. 
E.  u4nt.  Do  you  hear,  you  Minion,  you'll  let  us  in,.  I 

hope? 
Luce.  I  thought  to  have  askt  you. 
S.  Dro.  And  you  faid,  no. 
E^Dro.  So,  come,  help,  well  ftruck;  there  was  Blow  for 

Blow. 
E.  u4nt.  Thou  Baggage,  let  me  in* 
Luce.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake? 
E.  Dro.  Mafter,  knock  the  Deor  hard. 
Luce.  Let  him  knock  'till  it  ake. 
E.  Ant.  You'll  cry  for  this.  Minion,  if  I  beat  the  Door   \ 

down. 
Luce.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  Stocks  in  the 

Town? 
Adr.  within.  Who  is  that  at  the  Door  that  keeps  all  this 

Noife? 
S.  Dro.  By  my  Troth,  your  Town  is  troubled  with  un- 
ruly Boys. 
E.  Ant.  Are  you  there.  Wife  ?  You  might  have  come  be- 
fore. 
Air.  Your  Wife,  Sir  Knave !  Go  get  you  from  the  Door. 
£•  Dro.  If  you  went  in  pain,  Mafter,  this  Knave  would 

go  fore. 
Ang.  Here  is  neither  Cheer,  Sin  nor  Welcome;  we  would 

nin  have  either. 
Hal.  In  debating  which  was  beft,  we  fhall  part  with  neh; 

ther. 
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E.Drc.  Tbcy  ftand  at  theDoori,  Mafter;  bid  them  Wel- 
come hither. 
E.  ^t.  There  is  fomeching  in  the  Wind^^  that  we  cannot 

get  in» 
£.  Dro.  You  would  fay  fo,  Mafter,  if  your  Garments  were 
thin. 
Your  Cake  here  is  warm  within :  You  ftand  here  in  the 

Cold. 
It  would  make  a  Man  as  mad  as  a  Buck  to  be  fo  bought  and 
fold. 
E.  Anu  Go  fetch  me  fomething,  I'll  break  ope  the  Gate. 
S*  Dro.   Break  any  breaking  here,  and  I'll  break  your 
Knave's  Pate. 
'    E.  Dro.  A  Man  may.  break  a  Word  with  you.  Sir,  jind 

Words  are  but  Wind; 
Ay,  and  break  it  in  your  Face>  fo  he  break  it  not  behind. 
S.  Drp.  It  feems  thou  want'ft  breaking ;  Out  upon  thee,^ 

Hind. 
E.  Dro,  Here's  too  much  t  Out  upon  thee ;  I  pray  thee 

let  me  in. 
5.  Dro.  Ay,  when  Fowls  have  no  Feathers,  and  Fiih  have 

no  Fin. 
£.  u4nt.  Well,  I'll  break  in ;  go  borrow  me  a  Crow. 
£.  Dro.  A  Crow  without  Feather,  Mafter,  mean  you  fo? 
For  a  Fifti  without  a  Fin,  there's  a  Fowl  without  a  Feather: 
If  a  Crow  help  us  in.  Sirrah,  we'll  pluck  a  Crow  together. 
£.  Ant.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  Iron  Crow. 
BaL  Have  patience,  Sir :  Oh  let  it  not  be  (b, 
Herein  you  war  againft  your  Reputation, 
And  draw  within  the  compafstof  Su^eft 
Th*  unviolated  Honour  of  your  Wife. 
Once  this;  your  long  experience  of  her  Wifdom, 
Her  fober  Virtue,  Years  and  Mod  eft  y,  ^ 
Plead  on  her  part  fome  Caufe  to  you  unknown ; 
And  doubt  not.  Sir,  but  ftie  will  well  excufe  * 
Why  at  this  time  the  Doors  are  made  againft  you. 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  depart  in  Patience, 
And  let  us  to  the  Ty^er  all  to  Dinner, 
And  about  Evening  come  your  felf  alone. 
To  know  the  Keafdn  of  this  ftrange  Refiraint. 
If  by  firong  Hand  you  offer  to  break  in 

U  a  ^cf« 
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Now  in  the  ftirring  Paffage  of  the  Day, 

A  vulgar  Comment  will  be  made  of  it; 

And  that  fuppofed  by  the  common  Rout, 

Againft  your  yet  ungalled  Eftimation, 

That  may  with  foul  Intrufion  enter  in. 

And  dwell  upon  your  Grave  when  yoii  are  dead : 

For  Slander  lives  upon  Succeflion, 

For  ever  hous'd  where  it  once  gets  Pofleffion. 

.,   E.  Ant.  You  have  prevailed;  I  will  depart  in  quiet. 

And  in  defpight  of  Mirth  mean  to  be  merry. 

I  know  a  Wench  of  excellent  Difcourfe, 

Pretty  and  witty,  wild,  and  yet  too  gentle ; 

There  will  we  dine :  This  Woman  that  I  mean, 

.My  Wife,  but  I  proteft  without  Defert, 

Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  roe  withal; 

To  her  will  we  to  Dinner.  Get  you  home, 

And  fetch  the  Chain;  by  this  I  know 'tis  made; 

Bring  it,  I  pray  youj  to  the  Porcupine  \ 

For  there's  the  Houfe:  That  Chain  I  will  beftow> 

Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpight  my  Wife, 

Upon  my  Hoftefs  there ;  good  Sir,  make  hafte : 

Since  my  own  Doors  refufe  to  entertain  me, 

I'll  knock  elfewhere>  to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me. 

Ang.  1*11  meet  you  at  that  Place,  fome  Hour,  Sir,  hence. 

E.Ant.Dofo;  this  Jeft  fliall  coft me  fome Expence.  [Exe. 
Enter  Luciana,  v^ith  Antipholis  ir/Syracuft, 

Luc.  And  may  it  be,  that  you  have  quite  forgot 
A  Husband's  Office  ?  Shall  Antipholis^ 
Even  in  the  Spring  of  Love,  thy  Love-fprings  rot? 
Shall  Love  in  Buildings  gro\4fo  ruinate? 
If  you  did  wed  my  Sifter  for  her  Wealth, 
Then  for  her  Wealths-fake  ufe  her  with  more  Kindnefs; 
Or  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  by  ftealth. 
Muffle  your  falfe  Love  with  fome  fliew  of  Blindnefs ; 
Let  not  my  Sifter  read  it  in  your  Eye; 
Be  not  thy  Tongue  thy  own  Shame's  Orator ; 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair;  become  Difloyalty; 
Apparel  Vice  like  Virtue's  Harbinger ; 
Bear  a  fair  Prefence,  tho'  your  Heart  he  tainted  ;> 
Teach  Sin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  Saint; 
Be  fecrec  Falfe:  What  need  (he  beacquaiocedS 

What 
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What  finjple  Thief  brags  of  his  own  Attaint? 
'Tis  double  Wrong  to  truant  with  your  Bed, 
.  And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  Looks  at  Board : 
Shame  hath  a  Ba(lard'»fanQe,  well  managed ; 
111  Deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  Word: 
Alas  poor  Women,  make  us  not  believe. 
Being  compaft  of  Credit,  that  you  love  us; 
Tho'  others  have  th&  Arm,  ftiew  us  the  Sleeve: 
We  in  your  Motion  run;  and  you  may  move  us. 
Then,  gentle  Brother,  get  you  in  again; 
Comfort  my  Sifter,  chear  her,  call  ner' Wife:   « 
"^Tis  holy  Sport  to  be  a  little  vain. 
When  the  fweet  breath  of  Flattery  conquers  Strife. 

S.  Ant.  Sweet  Miftrefs;  what  your  Name  is  elfe,  I  know  not ; 
Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hit  of  mine : 
Lefs  in  your  Knowledge,  and  your  Grace  you  (how  not,  . 
Than  our  Earth's  Wonder,  more  than  Earth,  Divine* 
Teach  me,  dear  Creature,  how  to  think  and  fpeak ; 
Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grofs  Conceit, 
Smother'd  in  Errors,  feeble,  fhadow,  weak. 
The  foulded  meaning  of  your  Words  deceit ; 
.  Againft  my  Soul's  pure  Truth,  why  labour  you. 
To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  Field  ? 
Are  you  a  God  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 
Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  Power  I'll  yield. 
But  if  that  I  am  I,   then  well  I  know 
Your  weeping  Sifter  is  no  Wife  of  mine. 
Nor  to  her  Bed  a  Homage  do  I  owe ; 
Far  more>  far  more  to  you  do  I  decline : 
Oh  train  me  not,  fweet  Megpiaid,  with  thy  Note, 
To  drown  me  in  thy  Sifter's  flood  of  Tears; 
Sing  Siren  for  thy  felf,  and  I  will  dote ; 
Spread  o'er  the  filler  Waves  thy  colden  Hairs, 
And  as  a  Bed  I'll  take  thee,  and  there  lye : 
And  in  that  glorious  Suppofition  think. 
He  gains  by  Death  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die; 
Let  Love,  beirtg  light,  be  drowned  if  he  fink. 

Luc.  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 

S.jinu  Not  mad,  but  mated;  how,  I  do  not  know* 

Lauu  It  is  a  Fault  that  fpringeth  f^om  your  Eye. 

S.jint.  For  gazing  oo  your  Beams,  fair  Sun  being  byJ 
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Lnc.  Gaze  when  you  fhould,   and  that  will  dear  yoor 
Sight.  ^ 

S.  Ant.  As  good  to  winki  fweet  Love,  as  look  on  Nigliti 

Lt^.  Why  call  you  me.  Love  ?  call  my  Sifter .  ib. 

S.  Ant.  Thy  Sifter's  Sifter, 

Ltic.  That's  my  Sifter. 

S.Ant.  No;  it  is  thy  felf,  mine  own  felPs  better  Part: 
Mine  Eye's  clear  Eye,  my  dear  Heart's  dearer  Heart, 
My  Food,  my  Fortune,  and  my  fweet  Hope's  Aim* 
My  fole  Earth's  Heav*n,  and  my  Heaven's  Claim* 

Luc.  Alfthis  my  Sifter  is,  orelfe  (hould  be. 

S.Ant.  Call  thy  felf,  Sifter  fweet ;  for  I  am  thee: 
Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  Life, 
Thou  baft  no  Husband  yet,  nor  I  no  Wife; 
Give  me  thy  Hand. 
•  Lhc.  Oh  foft,  Sir,  hold  you  ftill ; 
I'll  fetch  my  Sifter,  to  get  her  good  Will.  [^Exi$  Luc. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Siracufe. 

S.  Ant.  Why  how  now,  Dromio^  where  runn'ft  thou  fo 
faft? 

S.Dro.  Do  you  know  me.  Sir?  am  IDromU?  am  I  your 
Man  ?  am  I  my  felf? 

S.  Ant.  Thou  art  Dromio,  thou  art  my  Man,    thou  art 
thy  felf. 

S.Dro.  lam  an  Afs,  I  am  a  Woman's  Man,  andbefidesmy 
felf. 

S.  Ant.  What  Woman's  Man  ?  and  how  befides  thy  ftlf  ? 

S.Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  befides  my  felf,  I  am  due  to  a  Woman; 
One  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one  that  will  have  iqe. 

S.  Ant.  What  Claim  lays  (he  to  thee  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  fuch  Claim  as  you  would  lay  to  your 
Horfe ;  and  ihe  would  have  me  as  a  Beaft :  Not  that  I  beit^ 
a  Beaft  ftie  would  have  me,  but  that  ftie  being  a  very  beaft- 
ly  Creature,  lays  Claim  to  me. 

S.Ant.  What  is  flie? 

S.Dro.  A  very  reverent  Body ;  ay,  fuch  a  one  as  a  Man  may 
not  fpeakof,  without  he  fay.  Sir-reverence:  I  have  out  lean 
luck  in  the  Match;  and  yet  is  ftie  a  wondrous  fat  Marriage. 

S.  Ant.  How  doft  thou  mean,  a  fat  Marriage  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  ftie's  the  Kitchin- wench,  and  all  Greafe^ 
and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her  to,  but  to  make  a  LimP 
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of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her  own  light.  I  warrant*  her 
SLag$9  and  the  Tallow  in  them,  will  burn  a  Poland  Winter : 
if  (he  lives  'till  Doomfday,  Ihell  burn  a  Week  longer  than 
the  whole  World. 

S.  ^t.  What  Complexion  is  ihe  of? 

S.  Dro.  Swart>  like  my  Shoe,  but  her  Face  nothing  like 
fo  clean  kept ;  for  why  ?  Ihe  fweats,  a  Man  may  go  over- 
ihoes  in  the  Grime  of  it. 

S.  Ant.  That's  a  Fault  that  Water  will  mend. 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir,  'tis  in  Grain ;  Noah's  Flood  could  not  do  it^ 

S.  Ant.  What's  her  Name  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nelly  Sir ;  but  her  Name  is  three  Quarters;  that's 
an  £11  and  three  Quarters  will  not  meafure  her  from  Hip  to 
Hip. 

S.Ant.  Then  (he  bears  fome  breadth? 

S.  Dro.  No  longer  from  Head  to  Foot,  than  from  Hip  to 
Hip;  fhe  is  Spherical,  like  a  Globe :  I  could  find  out  Coun« 
tries  in  hen 

$*  Ant.  In  what  part  of  her  Body  ftands  Ireland  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  in  her  Buttock^j  I  found  it  out  by 
the  Bogs. 

S.Ant.  Where  Scotland  ? 

S.Dro.  I  found  it  by  the  Barrennefs,  hard  in  the  Palm  of 
her  Hand.  .     y 

S.  Ant.  Where  France  ? 

S.Dro.  In  her  Forehead,  arm'd  and  reverted,  making  War 
again  ft  her  Hair. 

S.Ant.  Where  England i 

S.  Dro.  I  look'd  for  the  chalky  Cliffs,  but  I  could  find  no 
whitenefs  in  them;  but  I  gudi,  it  ftood  in  her  Chin,  by  the 
fait  Kheum  that  ran  between  France  and  it. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Spain} 

Sf  Dro.  Faith,  I  faw  it  not;  but  I  felt  it  hot  in  her  Breath. 

S.  Ant.  Wh^re  America^  the  Indies  ? 

S.  Bro.  Oh,  Sir,  upon  her  Nofc,  all  o'er  embelliflied  with 
Rubies,  Carbuncles,  Saphires,  declining  their  rich  Afpeft  to 
the  hot  Breath  of  Spain^  who  fent  whole  Armadoes  of  Car- 
rafts  to  be  ballaft  at  her  Nofe. 

S.  Ant.  Where  ftood  Belgia^  the  Netherlands  ? 

S.Dro.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  conclude^  this 
Drudge,  or  Diviner,  laid  claim  to  me»  call'd  me  Dromio^ 
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fwore  I  was  afTur'd  to  her,  told  me  whit  privy  Maries  I  had 
about  me*  as  the  Marks  on  my  Shoulder*  the  Mole  io  mj 
Neck,  the  great  Wart  on  my  left  Arm,  that  I,  amaz'd,  no 
from  her,  as  a  Witch.  And  I  think,  if  my  Breaft  had  not 
been  made  of  Faith,  and  my  Heart  of  Steele  fhe  had  tranP 
form'd  me  to  a  Curtal  Dog,  and  made  me  turn  i'th' 
Wheel. 

S.  jint.  Go  hie  thee  prefencly ;  poft  to  the  Koad  ; 
And  if  the  Wind  blow  any  way  from  Shores 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  Town  to  Night. 
If  any  Bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  Mart; 
Where  I  will  walk  'till  thou  return  to  me : 
If  every  one  knows  us,  and  we  know  none, 
'Tis  time  I  think  to  trudge,  pack  and  be  gone» 

S.  Dro.  As  from  a  Bear  a  Man  would  run  for  Life, 
So  fly  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  Wife.  [E:^u 

S.jint.  There's  none  but  Witches  do  inhabit  here; 
And  therefore  *tis  high  time  that  I  were  hence : 
She  that  doth  call  me  Husband,  even  my  Soul 
Doth  for  a  Wife  abhor :  But  her  fair  Sifter, 
Poffeft  with  fuch  a  gentle  Sovereign  Grace, 
Of  fuch  inchanting  Prefence  and  Difcourfe, 
Hath  almoft  made  me  Traitor  to  my  felf : 
But  left  my  felf  be  guilty  to  Self-wrong, 
I'll  ftop  mine  Ears  againft  the  Mermaid's  Song. 

Enter  Angelo  wth  4  Chain. 

-^nj^.  Mr.  jintipholis. 

S.  Anu  Ay,  that's  my  Name. 

Ang.  I  know  it  well»  Sir,  I09  here's  the  Chain  ; 
I  thought  to  have  tane  you  at  the  Porcupine  i 
!The  Chain  unfinifh'd  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 

S.  Ant.  What  is  your  Will  that  I  fliall  do  with  this  / 

Ang.  What  pleafe  your  felf,  Sir :  I  have  made  it  for  yoik 

Sb  Ant.  Make  it  for  me.  Sir  \  I  befpoke  it  not. 

Ang.  Not  once,  not  twice^  but  twenty  times  you  have: 
Go  home  with  it,  and'pleafe  your  Wife  withal; 
And  foon  at  Supper-time  I'll  vifit  you. 
And  then  receive  my  Mony  for  the  Chain^ 

S.  Ant.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  receive  the  Mony  now^ 
For  fear  you  ne'er  fee  Chain  nor  Mony  moret 

^^t  You  )re  a  iperry  Man^  Sir  \  f4re  yoa  wdK   ££«ir, 
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S.  jint.  What  I  (hould  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell: 
But  this  I  think,  there's  no  Man  is  fo  vain. 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  ofFer'd  Chain. 
I  fee  a  Man  here  needs  not  live  by  Shifts, 
When  in  the  Streets  he  meets  fuch  golden  Gifts: 
V\\  to  the  Mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  ftay ; 
If  any  Ship  put  out,  then  ftrait  away.  [Exit. 


ACT   IV.      SCENE   I. 

Enter  a  Merchant,  Angelo,  and  an  Officer. 

Mcr.  \/  O  U  know  fince  Pentecofi  the  Sum  is  due ; 

X    And  fince  I  have  not  much  importun'd  you; 
Nor  now  I  had  nor,  but  that  I  am  bound 
To  Perfia^  and  want  Gilders  for  my  Voyage : 
Therefore  make  prefent  Satisfaction ; 
Or  I'Jl  attach  you  by  this  Officer. 

u4ng.  Even  juft  the  Sum  that  I  do  owe  to  you. 
Is  growing  to  mc  by  ^ntiphoUs ; 
And  in  the  Inflant  that  I  met  with  you, 
He  had  of  me  a  Chain :  At  five  a  Clock 
I  (hall  receive  the  Mony  for  the  fame; 
Pleafeth  you  walk  with  me  down  to  his  Houfe, 
I  will  difcharge  my  Bond,  and  t^iank  you  too* 
Enter  Antiph,  Eph.^i^^  Dro.  Epb.  as  from  the  Courtez^nu 
Offi.  That  Labour  you  may  favc:  See  where  he  comes* 
£.  Ant.  While  I  go  to  the  Goldfmith's  Houfe,  go  thou 
And  buy  a  Ropes^nd ;  that  I  will  beftow 
Among  ray  Wife,  and  her  Confederates, 
For  locking  me  out  of  my  Doors  by  Day. 
But  foft ;  I  fee  the  Goldfmith;  get  thee  gone. 
Buy  thou  a  Rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  me. 
E.  Dro»  I  buy  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year;  I  buy  a  Rope. 

[Exit  Dromio. 
E.  jint.  A  Mao  is  well  hope  up  that  trufls  co  you : 
I  promifed  your  Prefence,  and  the  Chain  ; 
But  neither  Chain  nor  Goldfmith  came  to  me : 
Belike  you  thought  our  Love  would  lad  too  long 
Jf  it  were  iph^o'4  together;  and  therefore  came  not* 
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jing.  Saving  your  merry  Humour,  here's  the  Notei 
How  much  your  Chain  weighs  to  the  utmofl:  Raccat, 
The  finenefs  of  the  Gold,  and  chargeful  Faihion, 
Which  doth  amount  to  three  odd  Duckets  more 
Than  I  (land  debted  to  this  Gentleman; 
I  pray  you  fee  him  prefently  difcharg'd ; 
For  he  is  bound  to  Sea,  ancl  ftays  for  it. 

E*  Ant.  I  am  not  furnifti'd  with  the  prefent  Mony, 
Befides,  I  have  fome  BuHnefs  in  the  Town; 
Good  Signior  take  the  Stranger  to  my  Houfe, 
And  with  you  take  the  Chain,  and  bid  my  Wife 
Disburfe  the  Sum  on  the  Receipt  thereof; 
Perchance  I  will  be  there  as  foon  as  you. 

Ang.  Then  you  will  bring  the  Chain  to  her  your  fdf. 

E.  Ant.  No;  bear  it  with  you,  left  I  come  not    time 
enough. 

-^»^.  Well,  Sir,  I  will:  Have  you  the  Chain  about  you? 

E.Ant.  An  if  1  have  not.  Sir,  I  hope  you  have: 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  Mony. 

Ang.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you.  Sir,  give  me  the  Chain, 
Both  Wind  and  Tide  ftays  for  the  Gentleman; 
And  I  to  blame  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

E.  Ant.  Good  Lord,  you  ufe  this  Dalliance  to  excufe 
Your  breach  of  Promife  to  the  Porcupine: 
1  fliould  hive  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it; 
But  like  a  Sh.ew,  you  firft  begin  to  brawl. 

A^er»  The  Hour  ftcals  on;  I  pray  yon.  Sir,  difpatch. 

Ang.  You  hear  how  he  importunes  me;  the  Chain* 

E.  Ant.  Why,  give  it  t ")  my  Wife,  and  fetch  your  Mony. 

Ang.  Come,  comv^  you  know  I  gave  it  you  even  now. 
Either  fend  the  Chain,  or  (end  me  by  fome  Token, 

E.Ant.  Fie,  now  you  run  this  Humour  out  of  breaths  . 
Come,  where*s  the  Chain?  I  pray  you  let  me  fee  it. 

Mer.  My  Bufinefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance : 
Good  Sir,  fay,  ^there  )ou*ll  anfwer  me,  or  no; 
If  nor,  ril  leave  him  to  the  Officer. 

E.Ant.  I  anfwer  you?  Why  (hould  L anfwer  you? 

Arg.  The  Mony  that  you  owe  me  for  the  Chain. 

E.  Ant.  I  owe  you  none  'till  I  receive  the  Chaiiu 

Ang.  You  know  I  gave  it  you  half  an  Hour  fioce. 

E.Ant.  You  gave  me  none;  you  wrong  itic  much  to 
fay  fo.  Ang* 
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Ang.  You  wrong  mc  more.  Sir,  in  denying  it; 
Coniider  how  it  (lands  upon  my  Credit. 

Met.  Well,  Officer,  arreft  him  at  my  Suit. 

Ofp,.  I  do,and  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  Name  toobeyflie. 

£.  Ang.  This  touches  mein^^putation. 
Either  confcnt  to  pay  the  Sum  for  mc. 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  Officer. 

£•  Ant.  Confent  to  pay  for  that  I  never  had  f 
Arreft  me,  foolifli  Fellow,  if  thou  .dar'ft. 

Ang.  Here  is  thy  Fee;  arreft  "him.  Officer; 
I  would  not  fjjare  my  Brother  in  this  Cafe, 
If  he  Ihould  fcorn  me  fo  apparently. 

Offi.  I  do  arreft  you.  Sir ;  you  hear  the  Suit. 

£.  Ant.  .1  do  obey  thee  'till  I  give  thee  Bail. 
But,  Sirrah,  you  (hall  buy  this  Sport  as  dear 
As  all  the  Metal  in  your  Shop  will  anfwer. 

Ang.  Sir,  Sir,  I  ftiall  have  La  v  in  EfhefuSy 
To  your  notorious  Shame,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Enter  Dromio  Sira.  from  the  Bay. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  there's  a  Bark  of  Epidamnium^   . 
That  ftays  but  'till  her  Owner  comes  aboard; 
Then,  Sir,  flie  bears  away.     Our  Franghtage,  Sir, 
I  have  convey'd  aboard;  and  I  have  bought 
The  Ojl,  the  Balfamnm,  and  Aqna-vit^t. 
The  Ship  is  in  her  Trim ;  the  merry  Wind 
Blows  fair  from  Land;  they  ftay  for  nought  at  all. 
But  for  their  Owner,  Mafter,  and  your  felf. 

£.  Ant.  How  now!  a  mad  Man!   Why,  thoupeevifli 
What  Ship  q{ Epidamnmrn  ftays  for  me?  .  [Sl^cep, 

S.  Dro.  A  Ship  you  fent  me  to,  to  hire  Waftage. 

E.Ant.  Thou  drunken  Slave,  I  fent  thee  for  a  Rope; 
And  told  thee  to  what  Purpofe,  and  what  end. 

S.Dro^  You  fent  mc  for  a  Ropes-siid  as  foon: 
You  fent  mc  to  the  Bay,  Sir,  for^a  Bark. 

E.  Ant.  I  will  debate  this  Mttter  at  more  Lcifure, 
And  teach  your  Ears  to  lift  me  with  more  heed. 
To  Adriana,  Villain,  hie  thee  ftrait ; 
Give  her  this  Key,  and  tell  her  in  the  Desk 
That's  cover'd  o'er  with  Turkijb  Tapeftry, 
There  is  a  Pu^fe  of  Duckets,  let  her  fend  it : 
Tell  her,  I  am  arretted  in  the  Street, 


3  oo  The  Comedy  of  Errors. 

And  that  (hall  bail  me;  hie  thee.  Slave;  be  gone : 

On  Officer,  to  Prifon  'till  it  come.  [Extum. 

S.  Dro.  To  ^drianoj  that  is  where  we  din'd. 
Where  Dowfahel  did  claim  me  for  her  Husband  ; 
She  is  too  big,  I  hepe,  for  me  to  compafs. 
Thither  I  muft,  altho'  againft  my  Will, 
Fof  Servants  muft  their  Mafters  Minds  fulfil.  [Exiu 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr*  Ah  Luciana^  did  he  tempt  tkee  fo  ? 
Might'ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  Eye, 
That  he  did  plead  in  earnefl,  yea  or  no  ? 
Look'd  he  or  red  or  pale,  or  fad  or  merrily? 
What  Obfcrvation  road'ft  thou  in  this  Cafe, 
Of  his  Heart's  Meteors  tilting  in  his  Face? 

Luc,  Firft  he  deny'd  you  had  in  him  a  right. 

jidr.  He  meant,  he  did  me  none,  the  more  my  Spight. 

Luc.  Then  fwore  he,  that  he  was  a  Stranger  here. 

Adr.  And  true  he  fwore,  though  yet  forfwom  he  were. 

Luc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you. 

Adr,  And  what  faid  he  ? 

Lhc.  That  Love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begged  of  me. 

Adr.  With  what  Perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  Love? 

Luc.  With  Word5«  that  in  an  honefl  Suit  might  move. 
Firft,  he  did  praife  my  Beauty,  then  my  Speech. 

Adr.  Did'ft  fpeak  him  fair? 

Luc.  Have  Patience,  I  befeech. 

Adr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  hold  me  fliU, 
My  Tongue,  tho'  not  my  Heart,  (hall  have  it's  Will, 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old  and  fere, 
Ill-fac'd,  worfe  Body'd,  (hapelefs  every  where; 
Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifh,  blunt,  unkind, 
Stigmatical  in  making,  worfe  the  Mind. 

Luc.  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  one? 
No  Evil  loft,  is  wail'd,  when  it  is  gone. 

Adr.  Ah  !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay. 
And  yet  would  licrein  others  Eyes  were  worfe. 
tzx  from  her  Neft,  the  Lapwing  cries  away ; 
My  Heart  prays  for  him,  tho'  my  Tongue  do  curfe. 

Enter  S.  Dromio. 

S.  Dro.  Here,  go;  the  Desk,  the  Purfe;  Greet  now  make 
hafte. 
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Luc.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  Breath? 

S.  Dro.  By  running  faft. 

Adr.  Where  is  thy  Mafter,  DromU  ?  Is  he  well  ? 

S.  Dro.  "No;  he's  in  Tartar  Limbo »  worfe  than  Hell; 
A  Devil  in  an  everlafting  Garment  hath  him. 
One  whofe  hard  Heart  is  button'd  up  with  Steel : 
A  Fiend,  a  Fairy,  pitilefs  and  rough, 
A  Wolf,  nay  worfe,  a  Fellow  all  in  BufF; 
A  back-Friend,  a  Shoulder-Clappert  one  chat  countermands 
The  Paffages  of  Allies,  Creeks,  and  narrow  Lands; 
A  Hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry-foot  well; 
One  that  before  the  Judgment  carries  poor  Souls  to  HelL 

Adr.  Vfhy  Man,  what  is  the  Matter? 

S.  Dro.  I  do  not  inow  the  Matter;  he  isrefted  on  the  Cafc# 

Adr.  What,  is  he  arretted?  tell  me  at  whofe  Suit? 

S.  Dro.  I  know  not  at  whofe  Suit  he  is  arrefted;  welU 
but  he's  in  a  Suit  of  Buff  which  refted  him,  that  I  can  telf. 
Will  you  fend  him,MiftFefs  Redcmption,the  Monyin  his  Desk? 

Adr.  Go  fetch  it.  Sifter.   This  I  wonder  at, 

\Escit  Luciana. 
That  he  unknown  to  me  (heuld  be  in  Debt ; 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrefted  on  a  Bond?* 

S.  Dro.  Not  on  a  Bond,  but  on  a  ftronger  thing, 
A  Chain,  a  Chain ;  do  you  not  here  it  ring  ? 

Adr.  What,  the  Chain? 

S.  Dro.  No^  the  Bell ;  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone ; 
It  was  Two  e'er  I  left  him,  and  now  the  Clock  ftrikes  One. 

Adr.  The  Hour's  come  back,  that  I  did  never  hear. 

S.'Dro.  O  yef,  if  any  Hour  meet  a  Serjeant,  a  turns 
back  for  very  Fear. 

Adr.  As  if  Time  were  in  debt,  how  fondly  doft  thou 
reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  Time  is  a  very  Bankrout,  and  owes  more  than 
he's  worth  to  feafon. 

Nay,  he's  a  Thief  too;  have  you  not  heard  Men  fay. 
That  Time  comes  ftealing  on  by  Night  and  Day  ? 
If  Time  be  in  debt  and  theft,  Isind  a  Serjeant  in  the  Wayi 
Hath  he  not  Keafon  to  turn  back  an  Hour  in  a  Day  ? 

Emter  Luciana. 

Adri.  Go,  Dromk }  there's  the  Mony,  bear  it  ftrair, 
Aad  bring  thy  Mafter  home  immediately. 
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Come,  Sifter,  I  am  preft  down  with  Conceit ; 
Conceit,  my  Comfort  and  my  Injury*  \jExemt\ 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Siracufe. 

S^  Ant.  There's  not  a  Man  I  meet  but  doth  iaiute  m^ 
As  if  I  were  their  well  acquainted  Friend; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  Name. 
Some  tender  Mony  to  me,  fome  invite  me; 
^ome  other  give  me  Thanks  for  KindneiTes; 
Some  offer  me  Commodities  to  buy. 
Even  now  a  Taylor  call'd  me  in  his  Shop, 
And  fhow'd  me  Silks  that  he  had  bought  for  me^ 
And  therewithal  took  meafure  of  my  Body. 
Sure  thefe  are  but  imaginary  Wiles, 
And  Lapland  Sorcerers  inhabit  here. 

Enter  Dromio  (;/ Siracufe.  ' 

&  Dro.  Mafter,  here's  the  Gold  you  fcnt  me  for;  what 
have  you  got  the  Pidure  of  old  Adam  new  apparei'd? 

-S.  Ant.  What  Gold  is  this?  ^hzt  Adam  doft  thou  mean? 

<S1  Dr9.  Not  that  Ad^n%  that  kept  the  Paradife»  but 
that  Adant  that  keeps  the  Prifon;  he  that  goes  in  the 
Calves- Skin,  that  was  kill'd  for  the  Prodigal;  he  that 
came  behind  you»  Siri  like  an  evil  Angel*  and  bid  you  foi^ 
fake  your  Liberty. 

S.  Ant.  I  under fl  and  thee  nor. 

S.  Dro.  No?  why  'tis  a  plain  Cafe;  he  that  went  like  a 
Bafe-Vial  in  a  Cafe  of  Leather ;  the  Man,  Sir*  that  when 
Gentlemen  are  tired  gives  them  a  Fob,  and  refts  them; 
he.  Sir,  that  takes  pity  on  deca/d  Men,  and  gives  them 
Suits  of  durance;  he  that  fets  up  his  Reft  to  do  more  Ex- 
ploits with  his  Mace,  than  a  Moris  Pike. 

S.  Ant.  What!  thou  mean'ft  an  Officer? 

S.  Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  the  Serjeant  of  the  Band;  he  thatbrini 
any  Man  to  anfwer  it  that  breaks  his  Bond ;  one  that  thinl 
a  Man  always  going  to  Bed,    and  faith,   God.  give  you 
good  Reft. 

S.  Ant.  Well,  Sir,  there  reft  in  your  Foolery. 
Is  there  any  Ship  pats  forth^to  Night?  May  we  be  gone? 

S.  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  brought  you  Word  an  Hour  finc^ 
that  the  Bark  Expedition  put  forth  to  Night,  and  then 
were  you  hinder'a  by  the  Serjeant,  to  tarry  tor  the  Hoy  De^ 
Uj ;  here  are  the  Angels  that  you  fent  for  to  deliver  you. 

&  Amtl 
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S.  Anu  The  Fellow  is  diftrad,  and  fo  am  I, 
And  here  wc  wander  in  Illufions; 
Some  bleffed  Power  deliver  us  frem  hence. 

Enter  a  Curtiz^nn. 

Cur.  Well  met,  well  met.  Matter  Antipholis. 
I  fee,  Sir,  you  have  found  the  Goldfmith  now : 
Is  that  .the  Chain  you  promised  me  to  Day? 

S.  Anu  Satan  avoid,  I  charge  thee  tempt  me  not^ 

S.  Dro4  Maftcr,  is  this  Miftrefs  Satanl 

S.  Ant.  It  is  the  DeviU 

S.  Dro.  Nay,  (he  is  worfe,  (he  is  the  Devil's  Dam; 
And  here  (he  comes  ia  the  Habit  of  a  light  Wencb>  and 
thereof  comes  that  the  Wenches  fay,  God  dam  me^  that's 
as  much  to  fay,  God  make  me  a  light  Wencb.  It  is  writ« 
ten,  they  appear  to  Men  like  Angels  of  Light,  Light  is  an 
Effed  of  Fire,  and  Fjrc  will  burn;  ^rga,  light  Wenches  will 
burn,  come  not  near  ker. 

Ctir.  Your  Man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry.  Sir. 
Will  you  go  with  mei  we'll  mend  our  Dinner  here  ? 

S.  Dro,  Mafter,  if  you  do  exped  Spoon-Meat,  b(> 
(peak  a  long  Spoon. 

S.  Ant.  Why,  Dromio\ 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  he  muft  have  a  long  Spoon  that  muft  eat 
with  the  Devil. 

S.  Ant.  Avoid  thou  Fiend,  what  tell'ft  thou  me  of  fupping? 
Thou  art  (as  you  are  ali^  a  Sorcerefs? 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone* 

Cur.  Give  me  the  Ring  of  mine  you  had  at  Dinner, 
Or  for  my  Diamond  the  Chain  you  promis'd. 
And  I'll  be  gone.  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

'S'.  Dro,  Some  Devils  ask  but  the  Parings  of  ones  Nail, 
a  Ru(h,  a  Hair,  a  Drop  of  Blood,  a  Pir,  a  Nut,  a  Cher- 
ry*Stone;  but  (he,  more  covetous,  would  have  a  Chain.  Ma- 
tter be  wife,  and  if  you  give  it  her,  the  Devil  will  (hake 
her  Chain,  and  fright  us  with  it. 

Cf0r.  1  prav  you  Sir,  my  Ring,  or  elfe  the  Chain ; 
I  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  me  fo? 

S.  Ant,  Avant,  thou  Witch !  come  Dromio^  let  us  go. 

S.  Dro.  Fly  Pride»  fays  the  Peacock  j  Miftrefs  that  you 
know.  -     -       .  \Exeunt. 

CUY% 
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Cur.  Now  out  of  Doubt  Antipholis  is  mad^ 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  hiodfelf. 
A  Ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  Duckets^ 
And  for  the  fame  he  promised  me  a  Chain ; 
Both  one  and  other  he  denies  me  now. 
The  Reafon  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 
fBefides  this  prefent  Inftance  of  his  Rage,) 
Is  a  mad  Tale  he  told  to  Day  at  Dinner, 
Of  his  own  Doors  being  (hut  againft  his  Entrance* 
Belike  his  Wife,  acquainted  with  his  Fits, 
On  purpofe  fhut  the  Doors  againft  his  Way, 
My  Way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  Houfe» 
And  tell  his  Wife,  that  being  Lunatick, 
He  rufti'd  into  my  Houfc,  and  took  perforce 
My  Ring  away.     This  Courfe  I  fitteft  chufe. 
For  forty  Duckets  is  too  much  to  lofe. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  with  a  Jiul^r. 

E.  Ant*  Fear  me  not  Man,  I  will  not  break  away, 
ril  give  thee  e'er  I  leave  thee  fo  much  Mony, 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  refted  for. 
My  Wife  is  in  a  wayward  Mood  to  Day, 
And  will  not  lightly  truft  the  Meffenger. 
That  I  (hould  be  attach'd  in  Ephefns^ 
I  tell  you  'twill  found  harftily  in  her  Ears. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus  with  a  Ropes^end, 
Here  comes  my  Man,  I  think  he  brings  the  Mony« 
How  now,  Sir,  have  you  that  I  fent  you  for? 

E.  Dro.  Here's  that  I  warrant  you  will  pay  them  all. 

E.  Ant.  But  whereas  the  Mony? 

E.  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  gave  the  Mony  for  the  Rope. 

E.  Ant.  Five  Hundred  Duckets  Villain,  for  a  Kope{ 

E.  Dro.  I'll  ferve  you.  Sir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate» 

E.  Ant.  To  what  end  did  f  bid  thee  hie  thee  home? 

E.  Dro.  To  a  Ropes-end,  Sir,  and  to  that  end  am  I  re- 
turned. 

E.  Ant.  And  to  that  end,  Sir,  I  will  welcome  yoiu 

O^.  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  *tis  for  me  to  be  patient,  I  am  in  Adverfity. 

Offl.  Good  now  hold  thy  Tongue. 

£•  Dro.  Nay,  rather  perfuade  him  to  hold  his  Hands. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  whorefon^  fenfelefs  Villain. 

E.  Dro'm 
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E.  Dro.  I  would  I  were  fenfelefsj  «ir^  that  I  tiiight  not 
feel  your  Blows* 

E.  Ant.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  Blows,  and 

fo  is  an  Afs* 

E.  Dro.  I  am  an  Afs  indeed,  you  may  prove  it  by  my 
Jong  Ears.  I  have  ferv'd  him  from  the  Hour  of  my  Na- 
tivity to  this  Inftant,  and  have  nothing  at  his  Hands  for 
my  Service  but  Blows.  When  I  am  cold>  he  beats  me  with 
beating;  when  I  am  warm,  he  cools  me  with  beating; 
I  am  wak'd.with  it  when  I  deep,  raised  with  it  when  I 
fir,  driven  out  of  Doors  with  it  when  I  go  from  home, 
welcom'd  home  with  it  when  I  return ;  nay»  I  bear  it  on 
my  Shoulders^  as  a  Beggar  wont  her  Brat;  and  I  think 
when  he  hath  lam'd  me,  I  fhall  beg  with  it  from  Door 
to  Door 

£)y/^r  Adriana^  Luciana,  Courtez^an  and  Vinch. 
E.  Ant.  Come,  go  along,  my  Wife  is  coming  yonder* 
£•  Dro*   MiRrefs  refiice  finem^  refped  your  End,  or  ra- 
ther propheiie  like  the  Parrot,  J>eware  the  Ropes-end* 
E.  Ant.  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk  ?  [Beats  Dro* 

Cour.  How  fay  you  now?  Is  not  your  Husband  mad  f 
Adri.  His  Incivility  confirms  no  \tk.  * 

Good  Dodor  Pinch^  you  are  a  Conjurer, 
Eftablifii  him  in  his  true  Senfe  again. 
And  I  will  pleafe  you  what  you  will  demand* 
Liu:.  Alas,  how  fiery  and  how  iharp  he  \ockA 
Coar.  Mark  how  he  trembles  in  his  Extafie. 
Pinch.  Give  me  your  Hand,  and  let  me  feel  your  Pulfe. 
E.  Ant.  There  is  my  Hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  Ear. 
Pinch.  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  housed  within  this  Man, 
To  yield  PofTeifion  to  my  holy  Prayers, 
And  to  thy  State  of  Darknefs  hie  thee  flrait, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  Saints  in  Heav'm 
£*  Ant.  Peace,  doting  Wizard,  Peace,  I  am  not  mad. 
Adri.  Oh  that  thou  wert  not,  poor  diftreffcd  SooL 
E.  Ant.  You  Minion,  you,  are  thefe  your  Cuftomers  ? 
Did  this  Companion  with  the  Saffron  Face, 
Revel  and  feaft  it  at  my  Houfe  to  Day, 
Whilft  upon  me  the  guilty  Doors  were  fliut. 
And  I  deny*d  to  enter  in  my  Houfe  ? 

V01..L  X  Adri. 
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jidri*  O  Husband)  God  doth  know  you  din'd   at  hon^ 
Where  would  you  had  remained  until  this  time. 
Free  from  thefe  Slanders,  and  this  open  Shame. 

E.  Ant.    Din'd   at   home?    Thou  Villain^    what  fay*fl 
thcu? 

£•  Dro.  Sir«  fboth  to  fay>  you  did  not  dine  at  home. 

E.  Ant.  Were  not  my  Doors  lock'd  up,  and  I  ihut  oiitf 

E.Dro*  Perdie^  your  Doors  were  lock'd,  and  you  ihtt 
out* 

E.  Ant.  And  did  not  (he  her  felf  revile  me  thi^r^l  . 

E.  Dro.  Sans  Fable,  (he  her  felf  revird  y.oju;  there.  : 

JE.  Ant.  Did  not  her   Kitchen-Maid  vailr  taubt^    and 
fcorn  me? 

E.  Dro.  Certisj  (he  did,  the  Kitchen- VefiaL  Jcorn'd  you. 

E.  Ant.  And  did  not  I  in  Rage  depart  from  thence? 

E.Dro.  In  verity  you  did,  my  Bones  bear  Witnefifi^ 
That  fince  have  felt  the  Vigour  of  his  Rag^4    * 

AJri.  Is't  good  to  fmootb  him  in  thefe  Gofitrari^  ? 

Pinch.  It  is  no  Shame,  the  Fellow  finds  his  veiti^ 
And  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  Frenzy. 

E.  Ant.  Tljkou  haft  fuborn*d  the  Goldfmith  to  tf  refi  ae.' 

Adri.  Alas,  I  fent  you  Mony  to  redeem  you. 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hafte  for  tt» 

E.  Dro.  Mony  by  me?  Heart  and  good  Will  you  migki 
But  furely  Mafter  not  a  rag  of  Mony. 

E.  Ant.  Went'fl  not  thou  to  her  for  a  Purfe  of  Duckets? 

Adri.  He  came  to  me,  and  I  delivered  it. 
.  Lttc.  And  I  am  Witnefs  with  her  that  (he  did. 

E.  Dro.  God  and  the  Kope^Maker  bear  me  witnefi^  ' 
That  I  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  R.ope. 

Pinch.  Miftrefs^  both  Man  and  Mafter  are  p€>ffefl^ 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  Looks ; 
They  muft  be  bound  and  laid  in  fome  dark  Roposu 

E.  Ant.  Say,  wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  i!ortb  to  Diy» 
And  why  doft  thou  deny  the  Bag  of  Gold? 

Adri.  I  did  not^  gentle  Husband,  lock  thee  fortbi. 

E.  Dro.  And  gentle  Mafter  I  received  no  GoMi* 
But  I  confefs.  Sir,  that  we  were  lock*d  out. 

Adri.  Di(rembling  Villain,  thou  fpcak'it  falfe  m  balk 

E.  Ant.  Diffemblm^  Harlot,  thou  art  falf^  in.  iU^ 
And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  Pack, 

To 
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To  make  %  loathfoine  abjed  fcorn  of  me : 

But  with  thefe  Nails  111  pluck  out  thofe  falte  Ey^s, 

That  would  behold  in  me  this  fhameful  Sport* 

Enter  three  0r  four,  and  offer  to  bind  him:   Hefirives. 

Adri.  Oh  biod  him^  bind  hiro^  let  him  not  come  near 
me. 

JPincth/tAofQ  Company^  the  Fiend  isftrong  within  him.     ' 

fjuc.  Ay  iQe  poor  Man,  how  Pale  and  wan  he  looks. . 

£r^f\)^h^ttwil\  you  raurtner  me?  Thou  Jailor  thou, 
I  am  thy  Prifbner,  wik  thou  fuffer  them  to  make  a  Ke- 
fcue?  > 

Offie.  Matters;  let  him  go;  he  is  my  Prifoner,  and  you 
fhali  not  have  him.  ^' 

Pincb^jGo  bind  this  Man,  for  he  is  frantick  too. 

-r*/r/.  What  wilt  thou  do,   thou  pee vilh  Officer  / 
Haft  tiiQU  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  Man 
Do  Outrage  and  Difplcafure  to  himfelf  ? 

^ffi*  l^^  ^s  ^y  Prifoner,  if  I  let  him  go. 
The  Ddbt  he  owes  will  be  required  of  me. 

AdjcL  I  wilt  difcharge  thee,  e'er  I  gp  from  thee ; 
Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  Creditor,  [Thcjf  bind  Ant.  and  Dro^ 
And  kpowing  how  liie  Debt  grows  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  Mafter  Dodor  fee  him  fafe  convey*d 
Hom^  to  my  Houfe,  oh  moft  unhappy  Day« 

E.  Ant.  Oh  moft  unhappy  Strumpet. 

£«  DtqI  MjUler,  I  am  here  enter*d  in  Bond  for  you^ 

E.  Ant.  Out  on  thee,  Villain !  wherefore  doft  thou  mad  me  { 

E.Dro.  Will  you  be  bound  for  nothing!  be  mad, good 
Mafter,  cry  the  Devil. 

Lhc.  God  help  poor  Souk,  how  idely  do  they  talk  I 

Adri.  Go  bear  him  hence ;  Sifter  go  you  whh  me* 
Say,  now,  whofe  Suit  is  he  arrefted  at? 

[Exeunt  Vinchy  Anu  and  Dro^ 
Manet  Officer,  Adri.  Luci.  and  Conrtez^aiu 

Offic.  One  Angeloy  a  Goldfmith^  do  you  know  him  ? 
Adri.  I  know  the  Man ;  what  is  the  Sum  he  owes  ? 

Offic.  Two  hundred  Duckets. 

Adri.  Sayji  bow  grows  it  due? 
Offic.  Due  for  a  Chain  your  Husband  had  of  faim; 
Adri.  He  did  befpeak  a  Chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not; 
Cow.  When  as  your  Husbands  all  in  rage  to  D^^> 
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Came  to  my  Houfe,  and  took  away  my  Ring,* 
The  Ring  I  faw  upon  his  Finger  now. 
Strait  after  did  I  meet  him  with  a  Chain. 

Adri.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  fee  it. 
Come  Jailor*  bring  me  where  the  Goldfmith  isy 
I  long  to  know  the  Truth  hereof  at  large. 

Enter  Antipholis  Siracufian  with  his  Rafter  drawn^  itnd 

Dromio  Sirac. 

Lf^.  God  for  thy  Mercy,  they  are  loofe  again. 

jidri.  And  come  with  naked  Swords ; 
Let*s  call  more  help  to  have  them  bound  again. 

\Thej  run  all^m. 

Office  Away,  they'll  kill  us.  \Exe$§m^ 

S.  Ant.  I  fee  thefe  Witches  are  afraid  of  Swords. 

S.  Dro.  She  that  would  be  your  Wife,  now  ran  from  you. 

S.  Ant.  Come  to  the  Centaur,  fetch  our  Stufffrom  thence: 
I  long  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 

S.  Dro.  Faith  ftay  here  this  Night»  they  will  furcly  do 
us  no  harm;  you  faw  they  fpake  to  us  fair,  give  us  <§rold; 
methinks  they  are  fuch  a  gentle  Nation*  that  but  for 
the  Mountain  of  mad  Fle(h  that  claims  Marriage  of  roc, 
I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  ftay  here  ftill,  and  turn  Witdi. 

S.  Ant.  I  will  not  ftay  to  Night  for  all  the  Town, 
Therefore  away,  to  get  our  Stuff  aboard.*  {Extmrn. 


A  C  T  V.     SCENE!. 

Enter  the  Merchant  and  Angelo* 

-^^i*T  ^^  forryj  Sir,  that  I  have  hinder'd  you, 
JL  But  I  proteft  he  had  the  Chain  of  me. 
Though  moft  diflioneftly  he  did  deny  it. 

Mer.  How  is  the  Man  efteem'd  here  in  the  City? 

Ang.  Of  very  reverent  Reputation,  Sir, 
Of  Credit  infinite,  highly  belov*d. 
Second  to  none  that  lives  here  in  the  City ; 
His  Word  might  bear  my  Wealth  at  any  time. 

Mer.  Speak  foftly ;  yonderj  as  I  think,  he  walb* 
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Enter  Antipholis  and  Dromio  cf  Synctite. 

jing.  )Tisfo;  aiid  that  felf  dhain  about  his  Nedc^ . 
Whicn  he  iforfworc,  moft  monftroufly,  to  have* 
6ood  Sir  draw  near  to  me,  I'll  fpeaK  to  him. 
Signior  Antipholis^  I  wonder  much 
That  you  would  put  me  to  this  Shame  and  Troubfet 
And  not  without  fome  Scandal  to  your  Telf, 
With  Circumftance  and  Oaths  fo  to  deny 
This  Chain,  which  now  you  wear  fo  openly; 
Befide  the  Charge,  the  Shame,  Imprifonment> 
You  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honeft  Friend> 
Who  but  for  flaying  on  our  Controverfie, 
Had  hoifted  Sail^  and  put  to  Sea  to  Day : 
This  Chain  you  had  of  me*  can  you  deny  it  ? 

S,  Ant.  I  think  I  had*  I  never  did  deny  it. 

Afer.  Yes,  that  you  did,  Sir*  and  forfwore  it  too. 

S.  Ant.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it*  or  forfwear  it  ? 

Aler.  Thefe  Ears  of  mine  thou  know'ft  did  hear  thee : 
Fie  on  thee.  Wretch,  'tis  pity  that  thou  liv'ft 
To  walk  where  any  honeft  Men  reibrt. 

S.  Ant.  Thou  art  a  Villain  to  impeach  me  thus, 
I'll  prove  mine  Honour  and  my  Honefty 
Againft  thee  prefently^  if  thou  dar^ft  ftand. 

Mer.  I  dare*  and  do  defie  thee  for  a  Villain.  [Thejdraw^ 
Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  Conrtez,an  and  others. 

Adr.  Hold,  hurt  him  not  for  God's  fake,  he  is  mad. 
Some  get  within  him,  take  his  Sword  away : 
Bind  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  my  Houfe. 

S.  Dro.  Run  Mafter,  run*  for  God*s  fake  take  a  Houfe  1 
This  is  fome  Priory,  in,  or  we  are  fpoil'd. 

\Exeunt  to  the  Priorj. 
Enter  Lady  Abbefs. 

Abb.  Be  quiet  t^eople ,  wherefore  throng  you  hither? 

Adr.  To  fetch  my  poor  diftradied  Husband  hence; 
Let  us  come  in*  that  we  may  bind  him  faft. 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  Recovery. 

Ang,  I  knew  he  was  not  in  his  perfed:  Wits. 

Mer.  I  am  forry  now  that  I  did  draw  on  him. 

Abb.  How  long  hath  this  Poffeffion  held  the  Man! 

Adr.  This  Week  he  hath  been  heavy,  four,  fad. 
And  much|  much,  difitnrent  from  the  Man  he  was : 
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But  'till  this  Afternoon  his  Palfion 
Ne'er  brake  into  extremity  of  Rage. 

jihlf.  Hath  he  not  loft  much  Wealth  by  vrack  at  Sea* 
Bury'd  fome  dear  Friend,  hath  not  elfe  his  Eye 
Stray *d  his  Affedion  in  unlawful  Love  i 
A  Sin  prevailing  much  in  youthful  Men, 
V/ho  give  their  Eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  Sorrows  is  hefubjed  to? 

^dr.  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be  the  laft. 
Namely,  fome  Love  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 

jith.  You  fliould  for  that  have  reprehended  him* 

^r.  Why  fo  I  did. 

jibb.  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough. 

^dr.  As  roughly  as  my  Modefty  would  let  me* 

^hk  Haply  in  private. 

^dr.  And  in  Affemblies  too. 

y*^^.  Ay,  but  not  enough. 

-/^.  It  was  the  Copy  of  our  Conference. 
In  Bed  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it. 
At  Board  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
Alone,  it  was  the  Subjed  of  my  Theam; 
In  Company  I  often  glanced  it; 
Still  did  I  tell  him,  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

.^M.  And  thereof  canote  it  that  the  Man  was  mad. 
The  venomous  Clamours  of  a  jealous  Woman» 
Poifons  more  deadly  than  a  mad  Dog's  Tooth. 
It  feems  his  Sleeps  were  hindered  by  thy  railing, 
And  thereof  comes  it  that  his  Head  is  light. 
Thou  fay'ft  his  Meat  was  fauc'd  with  thy  Upbraidiogs, 
Unquiet  Meals  make  ill  Digeftions, 
Thereof  the  raging  Fire  of  Fiver  bred. 
And  what's  a  Fever  but  a  Fit  of  Madnefs? 
Thou  fty'ft  his  Sports  were  hindred  by  thy  Brawll» 
Sweet  Recreation  barr'd  what  doth  enfue, 
But  muddy  and  dull  Melancholy, 
Kinfman  to  grim  and  comfortlefs  Defpair, 
And  at  her  Heels  a  huge  infedious  Troop 
Of  pale  Diftempei atures,  and  Foes  to  Lire? 
In  Food,  in  Sport,  and  life-preferving  Reft 
To  be  difturb'd,  would  mad  or  Man  or  Beaftf 
The  Confequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  Fits 

Have 
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Have  fcar*d  thy  Husband  from  the  nfe  of  Witsi    ' 

Luc.  She  never  reprehended  hkn  hoc  mildiy,   ' 
Wiien  he  ^mean'd  himfeif  roii^,  rude  aad  wildif. 
Why  hear  you  thofe  Rebukes,  atid  anrwcr'jiot? 

^dr.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  Reproof*    - 
Good  People  enter  and  Jay  hold  on  him* 

Abb.  No,  not  a  Creature  enters  in  my  Houfe. 

Adr.  Then  Jet  your  Servants  bring  my  Husband  forth. 

Abb.  Neither;  he  took  this  Place  for  Sanduary» 
And  it  ihall  privilege  him  from  your  Hands^ 
'Till  I  have  brought  htm  to  his  Wits  again. 
Or  lofe  my  Labour  in  aflaying  it* 

Adr.  I  will  attend  my  Husband,  be  his  Nurfe, 
Diet  his  Sidcnefs,  for  it  is  my  Office> 
And  will  have  no  Attorney  but  my  felf. 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me* 

Abb.  Be  patient,  for  I  will  not  let  him  flir> 
*TilI  I  have  us'd  the  approved  Means  I  have> 
With  wholfome  Syrups,  Drugs,  and  holy  Prayers 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  Man  again : 
It  is  a  Branch  and  Paf  eel  of  mine  Oatb» 
'A  charitable  Duty  of  my  Order; 
Therefore  depart  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

Adr.  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  Husband  here ; 
And-ill  it  doth  befeem  your  Halinefs 
To  feparate  the  Husband  and  the  Wife. 

Abb.  Be  quiet  and  depart,  thou  ihalt  not  have  htfEl. 

Lftc.  Complain  anco  the  Duke  xjf  this  Indignity* 

Adr.  Come  go,  I  will  fall  pro/lrate  at  his  Feet> 
And  never  rife  until  my  Tears  and  Prayers 
Have  won  his  Grace  to  come  in  Perfon  hither. 
And  take  perforce  my  Husband  from  the  Abbefi.    [Extwif* 

Effter  Merchant  and  Angcio* 

Aler.  By  this  I  think  the  Dial  points  at  Five : 
Anon  I  am  fure  the  Duke  himfelt  in  Perfon 
Comes  this  way  to  the  melancholy  Vale ; 
The  place  of  Death  and  forry  Execution, 
Behind  the  Ditches  of  the  Abbey  here. 

Aftg.  Upon  what  Caufe? 

Mer.  To  fee  a  reverend  Syrdcufianiietchv^tp 
yiho  put  unluckily  into  this  Bay 
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Againft  the  Laws  and  Sututes  of  this  Tova, 
Beheaded  publickly  for  his  Offence^ 

^£.  See  where  they  come,  we  will  behold  his  Deaths 

£fftcr  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Luc.  Kneel  to  the  Duke  before  he  pafs  the  Abbey. 
Enfer  the  Duke>  a»d  iEgeon  bare-headed^  with  the  Headfmmk^ 

and  other  Officers. 

Bnke.  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publickly. 
If  any  Friend  will  pay  the  Sum  for  him» 
He  fhall  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  hlmt 

^dr.  Juftice,  mofl:  facred  Duke)  againft  the  Abbefik 

Buke.  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  Lady; 
It  cannot  be  that  fhe  hath  done  thee  wrong, 

Adr.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  jintiphoUs  my  Husban4» 
Whom  I  made  Lord  of  me>  and  all  I  had. 
At  your  all-potent  Letter,  this  ill  Day 
A  moil  outragious  Fit  of  Madnefs  took  him. 
That  defp'rately  he  hurry'd  through  the  Streets 
With  him  his  Bondman,  all  as  mad  as  he. 
Doing  difpleafurc  to  the  Citizens, 
By  rulhing  in  their  Houfes;  bearing  thence 
Rings,  Jewels,  any  thing  his  Rage  did  like. 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  home, 
Whilft  to  take  Order  for  the  Wrongs  I  went. 
That  here  and  there  his  Fury  had  committed: 
Anon,  I  wot  not  by  what  ftrong  Efcape 
He  broke  from  thofe  that  had  the  Guard  of  him. 
And  with  his  mad  Attendant  and  himfelf. 
Each  one  with  ireful  Paffion,  with  drawn  Swords 
Met  us  again,  and  madly  bent  on  us, 
Chac'd  us  away  ;  'till  raiHng  of  more  Aid> 
We  came  again  to  bind  them;  then  they  fled 
Into  this  Abbey,  whither  we  purfu'd  them. 
Aid  here  the  Abbefs  ihuts  the  Gates  on  \xsi 
And  will  not  futfer  us  to  fetch  him  our. 
Nor  fend  him  forth  that  we  may  bear  him  thencQ^ 
Therefore,  moft  gracious  Duke»  with  thy  Command^ 
jLet  him  be  brought  forth,  and  born  hence  for  help. 

Vuke.  Long  fince  thy  Husband  ferv'd  mp  iq  my  W^rs^ 
And  I  P  the?  ingag'd  a  Prince's  Wordi 

Whcq 
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When  thou  didft  make  him  Mafter  of  thy  Bed^ 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could. 
Go  Tome  of  you  knock  at  the  Abbey  Gate, 
And  bid  the  Lady  Abbefs  come  to  me; 
I  will  determine  this  before  I  ftir. 

Emer  4  Mejfmger. 

Mif.  O  Miftrefs,  Miftrefs,  (hift  and  fave  your  felf; 
My  Mafter  and  his  Man  are  both  broke  lofe^ 
Beaten  the  Maids  a  row,  and  bound  the  Do&or^ 
Whofe  Beard  they  have  fing'd  off  with  Brands  of  fire. 
And  ever  as  it  blaz*d,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  Pails  of  puddled  Mire  to  quench  the  Hair ; 
My  Mafter  preaches  Patience  to  him,  and  the  while 
His  Man  with  CiiTars  nicks  him  like  a  Fool : 
And  fure^  unlefs  you  fend  fome  other  prefent  help. 
Between  them  they  will  kill  the  Conjurer. 

^dr.  Peace  FooI>  thy  Mafter  and  his  Man  are  here. 
And  that  is  falfe  thou  doft  report  to  us. 

Meff  Miftreft,  upon  my  Life  I  tell  you  true, 
I  have  not  breath'd  almoft  (ince  I  did  fee  it. 
He  cries  for  you,  and  vows  if  he  can  take  you. 
To  fcorch  your  Face,  and  to  disfigure  you.      [Cry  whhini 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him  Miftrefs ;  fly,  be  gone. 

Du^e.  Come,  ftand  by  me,  fear  nothing:  Guard  with 
Halberds. 

^dr.  Ay  me,  it  is  my  Husband ;  witnefs  you. 
That  he  is  born  about  invifible. 
Even  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  Abbey  here. 
And  now  he's  there,  paft  thought  of  human  Reafon. 
Efgter  Antipholis  and  Dromio  ^/Ephefus. 

E.  Ant.  Juftice,  moft  gracious  Duke,  oh  grant  me  Juftice. 
Even  for  the  Service  that  long  fince  I  did  thee. 
When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  Wars,  and  took 
Deep  Scars  to  fave  thy  Life,  even  for  the  Blood 
That  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  Juftice. 

^y£geon.  Unlefs  the  fear  of  Death  doth  make  me  dote,  I 
fee  my  Son  Antipholis^  and  Dromio. 

E.  Ant.  Juftice,  fweet  Prince,  ag^inft  that  Woman  there; 
She  whom  thou  gav'ft  to  me  to  be  my  Wife; 
That  hath  abufed  and  diftionour'd  me. 
Even  in  the  ftrength  and  height  of  Injury  ; 
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Beyond  Imagination  is  the  Wrong 

That  (he  this  Day  hath  fhamelefs  thrown  on  me.  ' 

Duke.  Difcovcr  how,  and  thou  (halt  find  me  juft.    (me; 

E.Jlnt.  This  Day,  great  Duke,  Ihc  (hut  the  Doors  upon 
Whilft  (he  with  Harlots  feafted  in  my  Houfe. 

Dnke.  A  grievous  Fault;  fay  Woman,  didft  thpu  fo? 

Adr.  No,  my  good  Lord :  My  felf,  he,  and  my  Sifter, 
To  Day  did  dine  together:  fo  befal  my  Soul, 
As  this  is  falfe  he  burthens  me  withal. 

Lhc.  Ne'er  may  I  look  on  Day,  nor  fleep  on  Night, 
But  (he  tells  to  your  Highnefs  (imple  Truth. 

Ang.  O  perjur'd  Woman !  they  are  both  forfworn,' 
In  this  the  Mad-man  juftly  chargeth  them^ 

£•  Ant.  My  Liege,  I  am  advifed  what  I  fay. 
Neither  difturb'd  with  the  EflFeft  of  Wine, 
Nor  heady-ra(h  provok'd  with  raging  Ire, 
Albeit  my  Wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 
This  Woman  lock'd  me  out  this  Day  from  Dinner; 
That  Goldfmith  there,  were  he  not  packed  with  her* 
Could  witnefs  it;  for  he  was  with  me  then. 
Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  Chain, 
Promifing  to  bring  it  to  the  Porcupine 
Where  Balthazar  and  I  did  dine  together. 
Our  Dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 
J  went  to  feck  him ;  in  the  Street  I  met  him. 
And  in  his  Company  that  Gentleman. 
There  did  this  perjur'd  Goldfmith  fwear  me  down. 
That  I  this  Day  from  him  received  the  Chain, 
Which  God  he  knows,  I  faw  nor.     For  the  which 
He  did  arreft  me  with  an  Officer.  • 
I  did  obey,  and  fent  my  Pefant  home 
For  certain  Duckets;  he  with  none  rcturn'd. 
Then  fairly  I  befpoke  the  Officer 
To  go  in  Perfon  with  me  to  my  Houfe. 
By  th'way,  we  met  my  Wife,  her  Sifter,  and  a  Rabble  more 
Pfvird  Confederates;  along  with  them 
They  brought  one  Pinchy  a  hungry  lean-fac^d  Villain^ 
A  mecr  Anatomy,  a  Mountebank, 
A  thread- bare  Juggler,  and  a  Fortune-teller, 
A  needy,  hoUow-ey'd,  (harp-looking  Wretch, 
A  living  dead  Man.    This  pernicious  Slave 

Foribotb 
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Forfooth  took  on  him  as  a  Conjurer;  ^ 

And  gazing  in  my  Eyes,  feeling  my  Pulfe, 
And  with  no-face,  as  'twere,  out-facing  me. 
Cries  out,  I  was  pofleft.     Then  all  together 
They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  and  bore  me  thence. 
And  in  a  dark  and  danki(h  Vault  at  home 
There  left  me  and  my  Man,  both  bound  together, 
'Till  gnawing  with  my  Teeth  my  Bonds  afunder, 
I  gained  my  Freedom,  and  immediately 
Ran  hither  to  your  Grace,  whom  I  befeech 
To  give  me  ample  SatisfaSrion 
For  thefe  deep  Shames,  and  great  Indignities. 

^pig.  My  Lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  I  witnefs  withh]ir$i 
That  he  din*d  not  at  Home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 

Duke.  But  had  he  fuch  a  Chain  of  thee,  or  no? 

^g.  He  had  my  Lord,  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  People  faw  the  Chain  about  his  Neck^ 

Mer.  Befides,  I  will  be  fworn  thefe  Ears  of  mne 
Heard  you  confefs  you  had  the  Chain  of  him. 
After  you  firft  forfwore  it  on  the  Mart, 
And  thereupon  I  drew  my  Sword  on  you; 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  Abbey  here. 
From  whence  I  think  you  are  come  by  Miracle, 

£•  ^nt.  I  never  came  within  thefe  Abbey  Walls^ 
Nor  ever  didft  thou  draw  thy  Sword  on  me; 
I  never  faw  the  Chain,  fo  help  me  Heav'n ;  | 
And  this  is  falfe  you  burthen  me  withal. 

Duke.  Why  what  an  intricate  Impeach  is  this  f 
I  think  you  all  have  drunk  of  Grces  Cup: 
If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been. 
If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly: 
You  fay  he  din'd  at  home,  the  @oIdfmith  here 
Denies  that  Saying.     Sirrah,  what  fay  you  ? 

E.  Dro.  Sir,  he  din'd  with  her  there,  at  the  P$rcupinf. 

Cour.  He  did,  and  from  my  Finger  fnatch'd  that  Ring. 

E.  Ant.  'Tis  true,  my  Leige,  this  Ring  I  had  of  her. 

Duks.  Saw*ft  thou  iiim  enter  at  the  Abbey  here? 

Cowr.  As  fure,  my  Liege^  as  I  do  fee  your  Grace. 

Dukf.  Why  diis  i%  ftrange;  go  call  the  Abbefs  hither; 
I  think  you  are  all  mated,  or  ftark  mad/ 

\JE,xlt  Oftc  tit  the  Abh^^%^ 
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ty£geoH.  Mod  mighty  Duke,  vouchfafe  me  ipeak  a  Wor4 : 
Haply  I  fee  a  Friend  will  fave  my  Life# 
And  pay  the  Sum  that  may  deliver  me. 

Duke.  Speak  freely,  Syracnfian^  what  thou  wilt. 

t^geoH*  Is  not  your  Name,  Sir^  czWtd  jintiph^Us  f 
And  is  not  that  your  Bond-man  Dromio  ? 

E.  Dro. .  Within  this  Hour  I  was  his  Bond-man,  Sir* 
But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  Cords» 
Now  am  I  Dromio,  and  his  Man  unbound. 

^>£geon.  I  am  fure  both  of  you  remember  me* 

E.  Dro.  Our  felves  we  do  remember.  Sir,  by  you  j 
For  lately  we  were  bound  as  you  are  now# 
You  are  not  Pinch's  Patient,  are  you.  Sir? 

vy£geon.  Why  look  you  ftrange  on  me  ?  you  know  me 
well. 

£.  -^/.  I  never  faw  you  in  my  Life  'till  now. 

ny£geon.  Oh !  Grief  hath  chang'd  me  (ince  you  faw  me  lafti 
And  careful  Hours,  with  Time*s  deformed  Hand, 
Have  written  ftrange  Defeatures  in  my  Face : 
But  tell  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know  my  Voice  ? 

E.^nt.  Neither. 

t>£geon.  Dromio^  nor  thou. 

JS.  Dro.  No»  truft  me,  nor  I , 

t^^geon,  I  am  fure  thou  doft.  t 

E.  Dro.  I,  Sir,  but  I  am  fure  I  do  not,  and  what(be?er 
a  Man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe  hiau 

^y£geon.  Not  know  my  Voice !  oh  Time's 
Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  Tongue 
In  feven  ftiort  Years,  that  here  my  only  Son 
Knows  not  my  feeble  Key  of  untun'd  Cares  ? 
Tho*  now  this  grained  Face  of  mine  be  hid 
In  fap-confuming  Winter's  drizled  Snow, 
And  all  the  Conduits  of  my  Blood  froze  up; 
Yet  hath  my  Night  of  Life  fome  Memory, 
My  wafting  Lamp  fome  fading  Glimmer  left ; 
My  dull  deaf  Ears  a  little  ufeto  hear: 
And  all  thefe  old  Witneffer,  I  cannot  err. 
Tell  me,  thou  art  my  Son  jintipholis. 

E.  Anu  I  never  faw  iny  Father  in  my  Life. 
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vSgean.  But  fevcn  Years  fince^  in  Sjracufa  Bay, 
Thou  know'ft  we  parted;  but  perhaps^  my  Sod, 
Thou  (ham'ft  to  acknowledge  me  in  Mifery. 

£.  ^»/.  The  Duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the  City, 
Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  (o  i 
I  ne'er  faw  Sj/racn/a  in  my  Life. 

Duke.  I  tell  thee^  SjracnfiaHj  twenty  Years 
Have  I  been  Patron  to  Antifholisy 
During  which  time  he  ne'er  faw  Sjracufai 
I  fee  tny  Age,  and  Dangers  make  thee  dote* 

Enter  the  Abbefs,  with  Antipholis  Siracufian  4tnd 

Dromio  Siracuiian. 
^    Abb.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  behold  a  Man  much  wrong'd# 

[All  gather  to  fie  them. 

Adr.  I  fee  two  Husbands,  or  mine  Eyes  deceive  me. 

Duke.  One  of  thefe  Men  is  Genius  to  the  other; 
And  fo  of  thefe  which  is  the  natural  Man, 
And  which  the  Spirit?  who  Deciphers  them? 

S.  Drp.  I,  Sir,  am  Dromio^  comtnand  him  away. 

E.  Dro.  I,  Sir,  am  Dromio^  pray  let  me  ftay. 

S.  Ant.  t>£geony  art  thou  not  ?  or  elfe  his  Ghoft? 

S.  Dro.  Oh^  my  old  Mafter !  who  hath  bound  htm  here? 

Abb.  Whoever  bound  him,  I  will  loofe  his  Bonds» 
And  gain  a  Husband  by  his  Liberty. 
Speak»  old  nAEgeon^  if^thou  be'ft  the  Man 
That  hadft  a  Wife  once  call'd  ^/Emilia^ 
That  bore  thee  at  a  Burthen  two  fair  Sons? 
Oh  if  thou  be'ft  the  fame  nAbgeon^  fpeak ; 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  ty£mUia. 

Duke.  Why  here  begins  this  Morning  Story  right' 
Thefe  two  AntiphoUfSy  thefe  two  fo  like. 
And  thofe  two  Dromio\  one  in  femblance; 
Befides  her  urging  of  her  wrack  at  Sea, 
Thefe  are  the  Parents  to  thefe  Children, 
Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 

^ABgeon.  If  I  dream  notj  thou  art  v/£miU4; 
If  thou  art  Ihe,  tell  me  where  is  that  Son 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  Raft. 

Abb.  By  Men  of  Epidamnium^  he  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromh^  ail  were  taken  up ; 

But 


/ 


3  1 8  The  Comedy  of  Errors. 

But  by  and  by,  rude  Fifhermen  of  Corinth 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  Son  from  them. 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  EpidammiHm. 
What  then  became  of  them  I  cannot  tell; 
I,  to  this  Fortune  that  you  fee  me  in. 

Dnke.  AntipholiSy  thou  cam*ft  from  Corinth  firft* 

S.  jinu  No>  Sir,  not  I,  I  came  from  Sjracmfi. 

Duke.  Stay,  (land  apart,  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

E.  Ant.  I  came  from  Corinthj  my  moft  gracious  Lord* 

£.  Dro.  And  I  with  him.  (rior, 

E.  Ant.  Brought  to  this  Town  by  that  mod  famous  War; 
Duke  Menaphon,  your  moft  renowned  Uncle* 

Adr.  Wnich  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  to  Day? 

S.  Ant.  I,  gentle  Miftrefs. 

Adr.  And  are  not  you  my  Husband? 

£.  Ant.  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 

S.Ant.  And  fo  do  I,  yet  did  (he  call  me  fo: 
And  this  fair  Gentlewoman  here 
Did  call  me  Brother.    What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope  I  (hall  have  leifure  to  make  good. 
If  this  be  not  a  Dream  I  fee  and  hear. 

Ang.  That  is  th^  Chain,  Sir,  which  you  had  of  me. 

S.  Ant.  I  think  it  be.  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 

E.Ant.  And  you.  Sir,  for  this  Chain  arreftedme* 

Ang.  I  think  I  did»  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 

Adr.  I  fent  you  Mony,  Sir,  to  be  your  Bail 
By  Dromioj  but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 

E.  Dro.  No,  none  by  me. 

S.  Ant.  This  Purfe  of  Duckets  I  received  from  you. 
And  Dromioy  my  Man,  did  bring  them  me: 
I  fee  we  ftill  did  meet  each  others  Man* 
And  I  was  tane  for  him,  and  he  for  me> 
And  thereupon  thefe  Errors  all  arofe. 

E.Ant.  Thefe  Duckets  pawn  I  for  my  Father  here 

Dnks*  I^  (hall  not  need,  thy  Father  hath  his  Life. 

Conr.  Sir,  I  muft  have  that  Diamond  from  you.^ 

E.  Ant.  There  take  it,   and  much  thanks  for  my  good 
Cheer. 

Ahh.  Renowned  Duke,  vouchfafe  to  take  the  Pains 
To  go  with  us  into  the  Abbey  here. 

And 
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And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  Fortunes; 
"  And  all  that  are  aiTembled  in  this  place. 
That  by  this  fympathized  one  Day's  Error  » 

Have  fufFered  Wrong,  go  keep  us  Company, 
And  we  (hall  make  full  Sacisfadioh. 
Thirty  three  Years  have  I  been  gone  in  Travel 
Of  you  my  Sons,  and  *till  this  prefent  Hour 
My  heavy  Burthens  are  delivered : 
The  Duke,  my  Husband,  and  my  Children  both,' 
And  you  the  Kalcnders  of  their  Nativity, 
Go  to  a  Goffip's  Feaft,  and  go  with  me. 
After  fo  long  Grief  of  fuch  Nativity* 

Dmke.  With  all  my  Heart  TU  golEp  at  this  Fcaft* 
[Exeunt  omnes.    Manet^  the  two  Antiph.  and  two  Df  omioV. 

S.Dro.  Mafter,  ftiall  I  fetch  your  Stuff  from  Shipboard? 

E.  Ant.  Dromio,  what  Stuff  of  mine  haft  thou  imbark'd? 

S.  Dro.  Your  Goods  that  lay  at  hoft.  Sir,  in  the  Centaur^ 

S.uint.  Hefpeaksto  me;  I  am  your  Mafter,  Dr*w^» 
Come  go  with  us,  we'll  look  to  that  anon ; 
Embrace  thy  Brother  there,  rejoice  with  him.         ,    {Exii^ 

S.  Dro.  There. is  a  fat  Friend  at  yourMafter'sHoufc, 
That  kitchcn'd  me  for  you  to  Day  at  Dinner: 
She  now  ftvall  be  my  Sifter,  not  my  Wife. 

E.  Dro.  Methinks  you  are  my  Glafs,  and  not  my  Brother: 
I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  fweet  fac'd  Youth, 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  Goffiping? 

S.  Dro.  Not  I,  Sir,  you  are  my  Elder. 

E.  Dro.  That's  a  Queftion,  how  ftiall  I  try  it. 

S.  Dro.  Well  draw  Cuts  for  the  Seniority ;  'till  then,  le^d 
thou  firft. 

E.Dro.  Nay,  then  thus — ^ —  [Embracing. 

We  came  into  the  World  like  Brother  and  Brother : 
And  now  lets  go  Hand  in  Hand,  not  one  before  another* 

[Exetmu 
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DON  Pedro,  Trine  e  of  Am^on. 
LeonacO)  Governor  o/McfRnz. 
^on  John,  Bajlard-Brother  to  ^on  Pedro. 

Claudio,  a  young  Lord  of  Florence,  Favourite  t9 
SD(7»  Pedro. 

Benedick,  a  young  Lord  ^/ Padua,  favimfdUiit^ 
wife  by  Don  Pedro. 

Balthafar,  Servant  to  Don  Pedro. 

Antonio,  Brother  to  Leonato. 

Borachio,  Confident  to  Don  John. 

Conrade,  Friend  to  Borachio. 

Innogen,  Wife  to  Leonato. 

Hero,  Daughter  to  Leonato  and  Innogem 

Beatrice,  Neice  to  Leonato. 

Urfd^^^^*^^^^  G^«?/f«wwr»  attending  m  Hero. 
Jl  Frier ^  Mejfenger^  Watchy  and  other  Attendaats. 

SCENE   Mejftna. 
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ACTL    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Leonato,  Innogen,  Hero  and  Beatrice,  with 

A  Meffenger. 

LEO  If  AT  a 
Learn  in  this  Letter,  that  Don  Pidn  of  A^ 

rugsH  comes  this  Night  to  Mtjfm*^ 

Aits'.  Hs  "  very  near  by  this;  he  wu 
not  three  Leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon.  How  many  Gentlemen  have  you  loft 
in  thisAAion! 
Meff,  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  Name. 
Letn,  A  Vidory  is  twice  it  felf^when  the  Atchiever  brings 
home  full  number;  I  find  here  that  Don  Pedro  hath  beflow- 
cd  much  Honour  on  a  voung  Flortittiite,  aXi'd  Claitdi*. 

Mejf.  Much  deferv'a  on  his  Fart,  and  equally  remembred 

by  Don  Pedro,  he  hath  born  himfelf  beyond  the  Promife  of 

his  Age.  doing  in  the  Figure  of  a  Lamb;  the  Feats  of  a  Lion* 

'  he  hath  indeed  better  beCter'd  Expedation,  than  you  moft 

exped  of  me  to  tell  you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  Uncle  here  in  M^fiiu  will  be  very 
much  glad  of  it. 

Me^.  I  have  already  delivered  him  Letters,  and  there  ap- 
pears much  Joy  in  him,  even  {b  much,  that  joy  could  not 
Ibew  it  felf  modeft  enough,  without  a  Badge  of  Bittenie6. 
Letn.  Did  he  break  out  into  Tears? 
M^.  In  great  meafure. 
Vol.  I.  Y  %  !*»«»• 
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Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  Kindnefs ;  there  are  no  Fkcft 
truer,  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wa(h*d ;  how  much  bcicter  is  it 
to  weep  at  Joy,  than  to  joy  at  Weeping? 

^cat.  I  pray  youj  is  Signior  Momntamo  return*d  from  the 
Wars,  or  no? 

Mejf.  I  know  none  of  that  Name,  Lady,  there  was  none 
fuch  in  the  Army  of  any  foff. 

L$on.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  Neice? 

Hero.  My  Coufin  means  Signior  Benedick,  o£  PaduM. 

Mejf.  O  he  is  return'd,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he  was. 

Beat.  He  fet  up  his  Bills  here  in  AfeffiMy  and  challeng'd 
Cfltpid  at  the  flight;  and  my  Uncle's  Fool  reading che  Chal- 
lenge, fubfcrib'd  for  Cupidj  and  challeng'd  him  at  the  Bur* 
bolt.  I  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he  kill'd  and  eaten  in 
thefeWars?  But  how  many  hath  he  kill'd  f  for  indeed  I 
promife  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leo».  'Faith,  Neice,  you  tax  Signior  BenedicJ^too  muchi 
but  he'll  meet  v/ith  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Mejf.  He  hath  done  good  Service,  Lady,  in  thofe  Wars, 

Beat.  You  had  mufty  Viduals,  and  he  hath  help  to  eat  it; 
he's  a  very  valiant  Trencher-man,  he  hath  an  excellent  StomacL 

Mejf.  And  a  good  Soldier  too.  Lady. 

Beat.  And  a  good  Soldier  to  a  Lady:  But  what  is  he  CO 
a  Lord  ? 

Mef,  A  Lord  to  a  Lord,  a  Man  to  a  Man,  ftuft  with  ail 
honourable  Virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo  indeed^  he  is  no  lefsthan  a  ftuft  Man:  but 
for  the  fluffing  well;  we  are  all  Mortal. 

Leon.  Youmufl  not.  Sir,  miftake  my  Neice;  there  is  a  bind 
of  merry  War  betwixt  Signior  Beftedick^^nd  her;  they  never 
meet,  but  there  is  a  Skirmifh  of  Wit  between  them. 

Beat.  Alas  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  laft  Corflifti 
four  of  his  five  Wits  went  halting  off,  and  now  is  the  whole 
Man  governed  with  one:  So  that  if  he  have  Wit  enoi^hto 
keep  himfelf  warm«  let  him  bear  it  for  a  difference  between 
himfelf  and  his  Horfe.  For  it  is  all  the  Wealth  that  he  hith 
left,  to  be  known  a  reafonable  Creature.  Who  is  his  Compa- 
nion now?  He  harh  every  Month  a  new  fworn  Brother. 

Mejf.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poffible;  he  wears  his  Faith  butts  the 
faihion  of  his  Hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  ne^t  BkxL 
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Meffl  I  fee,  Lady,  the  Gentleman  is  not  in  your  Books. 

Beaf.  No,  and  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  Study.  But  I 
pray  you  who  is  his  Companion?  Is  there  no  young $quarer 
now,  that  will  make  a  Voyage  with  him  to  the  Dwl? 

Mef.  He  is  moft  in  the  Company  of  the  right  noble 
CUudio. 

Bear.  O  Lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him.  like  a  Difefife;  he 
is  fooner  caught  than  the  Peftilencf,  and  the  taker  runs  pre- 
fcntly  mad.  God  help  the  noble  Claudia,  if  he  have  caught 
the  BcHcdicJ^  it  will  coft  him  a  thoufand  Pound  e'er  it  be 

cur'd. 

Mejf.  I  will  hold  Friends  with  you.  Lady. 

Beat.  Do  good  Friend. 

Leon.  You'll  ne'er  run  mad,  Neicc. 

Beat.  No,  not  'till  a  hot  January. 

Mejf.  Don  Pedro  is  approached. 

EntfT  D.9ff^  Pedro,  O^udio,   Benedick,  Balthazar  and 

Don  John. 

fedro.  Good  Signior  LeonatOy  you  are  come  to  meet  your 
trouble:  The  faihionqf  the  World  is  to  avoid  Coft,  and 
you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  Trouble  to  my  Houfe  in  the.  likenefi 
of  your  Grace;  for,  Trouble  being  gone.  Comfort  (hould 
remain :  But  when  you  depart  from  me,  SorrQw  abides,  and 
Happinefs  takes  his  Leave. 

Pedro.  You  embrace  your  Charge  moft  willingly:  I 
think  this  is  your  Daughter. 

Leon.  Her  Mother  hath  many  times  told  me  {o.    -. 

Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  that  you  askt  her? 

Leon.  Signior  Benedicli,  -on,  for  then  were  you  a  Child* 

Pedro.  You  have  it  full  Benedick^,  we  may  euefs  by  this 
what  you  are,  being  a  Man,  truly  the  Lady /Fathers  her  felf ; 
be  happy.  Lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable  Father. 

Bene.  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  Father,  (he  would  not 
have  his  Head  on  her  Shoulders  for  a!l  Mefjinat  as  Jike  him 
as  (he  is.  *  . 

Beat.  I  wonder  that  you  will  ftill  be  talking,  Signior  Be^ 
nedicl^j  no  Body  marks  you. 

Bene.  What  my  dear  Lady  Difdain!  are  you  yet  li- 
ving? 
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Bcdt.  IsitpoffibleDifdain  ihould  die,  while  £he  hath fudi 
meet  Food  to  feed  it^  as  Sigoior  Benedickl  Courtefie  it  fdf 
niuft  convert  to  Difdain,  if  you  come  in  her  Prefence. 

Bene.  Then  is  Courtefie  a  Turn*coat,  but  it  is  certain  I 
tm  lov'd  of  all  Ladies,  only  you  excepted ;  and  I  wouM  I 
could  find  in  my  Heart  that  I  had  not  an  hard  Hearty  for 
truly  I  love  none. 

Beau  A  dear  Happinefs  to  Women,  they  would  elic  have 
been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  Sutor.  I  thank  God  and  mj 
cold  Blood,  I  am  of  your  Humour  for  that ;  I  had  rather  hear 
my  Dog  bark  at  a  Crow>  than  a  Man  fwear  he  loves  me« 

Bene.  God  keep  your  Ladifiiip  ftill  in  that  Mind,  fo  ibme 
Gentleman  or  other  (hall  fcape  a  predeftinate  fcratcht  Face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an  'twere  fudi 
a  Face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well  you  are  a  rare  Parrat  Teacher* 

Beat.  A  Bird  of  my  Tongue,  is  better  than  a  Beaft  of 
yours. 

Bene.  I  would  my  Horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  Tongue^ 
and  fo  good  a  Continuer ;  but  keep  your  way  a  God's  Namci 
I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  Jade's  Trick,  I  know  yoa 
of  old. 

Pedre.  This  is  the  fum  of  all :  Leonato^  Signior  CLuiSh 
and  Signior  Benedickj  my  dear  Friend  Leenato  hath  invicd 
you  all,  I  tell  you  we  (hall  ftay  here  at  the  leaft  a  Montk 
and  he  heartily  prays  feme  Occafion  may  detain  us  Ion* 
ger ;  I  dare  fwear  he  is  no  Hypocrite,  but  prays  from  his 
Heart. 

Leon.  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  (hall  not  be  forfwon; 
let  me  bid  you  welcome^  my  Lord,  being  reconciled  to  the 
Prince  your  Brother;  I  owe  you  all  Duty. 

John.  I  thank  you,  I  am  not  of  many  Words,  but  I  thank 
you. 

Leen.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 

Pedro.  Your  Hand  Leonato^  we  will  go  together* 

\Exeune  all  but  Benedick iMij  Claudio. 

Claud.  Benedick^  didft  thou  note  the  Daughter  of  Sig^ 
nior  Leonato. 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  hff. 

Cbfmd.  Is  (he  not  a  modeft  young  Lady  { 
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.  Benip  Do  you  queftion  me  as  an  honeft  Man  Aould  dot 
for  my  fimple  true  Judgment?  Or  would  you  liave  me  fpeak 
after  my  Cuftom,  as  being  a  profef&d  Tyrant  to  their  Sex  f 

CUud.  N09  I  prithee  fpeak  in  fober  Judgmear^ 

Bcftc.  Why  i*^ith  methinks  fhe's  too  low  for  an  high 
Praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  Praife,  and  too  little  for  a  great 
Praife  ;  only  this  Commendation  I  can  afford  her»  that  were 
ihe  other  than  ihe  is,  fl^e  were  unhandfome;  and  being  no 
other  but  as  ihe  is^  I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud.  Thou  thinkft  I  am  in  fport,  I  pray  thee  tell  me 
truly  how  thou  lik'ft  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after  her  ? 

CUfuL  Can  the  World  buy  fuch  a  Jewel? 

Bene.  Yea,  and  a  Cafe  to  put  it  into ;  but  fpeak  you  this 
with  a  fad  Brow,  or  do  you  play  the  flouting  Jack>  to  tell  ' 
us  Cupid  is  a  good  Hare-finder,  and  Fulcan  a  rare  Carpen- 
ter ?  Come,  in  what  Key  ihall  a  Man  take  you  to  go  in  the 
Song? 

CUfid.  In  mine  Eye,  (he  is  the  fweeteft  Lady  that  ever  I 
lookr  on. 

Bene.  I  can  fee  yet  without  Spectacles,  and  I  fee  no  fiich 
Matter:  There's  her  Coufin,  an  ihe  were  not  poifeft  with 
a  Fury>  exceeds  her  as  much  in  Beauty,  as  the  firft  ofAi^ 
doth  the  laft  of  December:  But  I  hope  you  have  no  intent 
to  turn  Husband,  have  you  ? 

CU$^.  I  would  fcarce  truft  my  felf,  tho'  I  had  fworn  the 
contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  Wife, 

Bene.  Is't  come  to  this?  In  Faith  hath  not  the  World  one 
Man,  but  he  will  wear  his  Cap  with  Sufpicion?  Shall  I  never 
fee  a  Batchelor  of  threefcore  again?  Go  to  i'  Faiths  and  thou 
wilt  needs  thruft  thy  Neck  into  a  Yoke,  wear  the  print  of 
it^  and  figh  away  Sundays :  Look,  Don  Pedro  is  retum'd  to 
feek  you. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Don  John. 

Pedro.  What  Secret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  foUow'd 
not  to  Leonato  f 

Bene.  I  would  your  Grace  would  conftrain  me  to  tell^ 

Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  Allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear.  Count  CUudio,  I  cannot  be  fecret  as  a 
dumb  Man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo  (but  on  my  AHe^ 
giancef  mark  you  this,  00  my  Allegiance)  he  is  in  lovc^  with 

Y  4  HiWsi\ 


3  2.8  Afucb  Ado  ahaut  Nothing. 

whom?  Now  that  is  your  Grace's  part:  Nfark  how  ihoit 
his  Anfwer  is,  Her^^  Leonat0*s  (hott  Daughter. 

Cldud.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  it  were  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  Tale,  my  Lord>  it  is  not  (b^  nor  'twas 
not  fo  ;  but  indeed,  God  forbid  it  fliould  be  fo. 

Claud.  If  my  Pafljon  change  not  fhortly,  God  forbid  it 
ihould  be  otherwife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her,  for  the  Lady  is  very  well 
worthy. 

Clatul.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  By  my  Troth  I  fpeak  my  Thought. 

Claud.  And  in  Faith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 

Bene.  And  by  my  two  Faiths  and  Troths,  my  Lord,  I  fpeak 
mine. 

Qaud.  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 

Pedro.  That  fhe  is  worthy  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  (he  fhould  be  loved,  nor 
know  how  (he  fliould  be  worthy,  is  the  Opinion  that  Fire 
cannot  melt  out  of  me,  I  will  aie  in  it  at  the  Stake. 

Pedro.  Thou  waft  ever  an  obftinate  Heretick  in  the  de- 
fpight  of  Beauty. 

Qaud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  Part,  but  in  the  force 
of  his  Will. 

Bene.  That  a  Woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her;  that  (he 
brought  me  up,  I  likewife  give  her  moft  humbleThanks:  But 
that  I  will  have  a  Rechate  winded  in  my  Forehead,  or  hang 
my  Bugle  in  an  inviHble  Baldrick,  all  Women  (hall  pardon 
me;  becaufe  I  will  not  do  them  the  Wrong  to  miftruft  any, 
I  will  do  my  felf  the  right  to  trufl"  none ;  and  the  fine  is^ 
for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer,  I  will  live  a  Batchelor. 

Pedro.  I  (hall  fee  thee  e'er  I  die,  look  pale  with  Love. 

Bene.  With  Anger,  with  Sicknefs,  or  with  Hunger,  my 
Lord,  not  with  Love:  Prove  that  I  lofe  more  Blood  with 
Love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking,  pick  out  mine 
E  yes  with  a  Ballet-maker's  Pen,  and  hang  me  up  at  the  Door 
of  a  Brothel  houfe  for  the  Sign  of  blind  Cupid. 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doft  fall  from  this  Faith,' thou 
wilt  prove  a  notable  Argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  Bottle  like  a  Cat,  and  (hoot 
at  me,  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on  the  ShouldcTy 
and  caird  jidam.  t 
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Pedro.  Well,  as  time  (hall  try ;  in  time  the  favarge  Bull 
doth  bear  the  Yoke. 

Bcfte^  The  favage  Bull  may,  but  if  ever  the  (enfible  S^« 
MrW/Vi^bear  it,  pluck  off  the  Bull's-horns,  and  fet  them  in 
my  Forehead,  and  let  me  be  vildly  painted,  and  in  fuch 
great  Letters  as  they  write.  Here  is  a  good  Horfe  to  hire;  let 
them  (ignifie  under  my  Sign,  Here  you  may  fee  Bepiedickjhc 
macry'dMan. 

Claud.  If  this  (hould  ever  happen,  thou  wouldft  be  Horn 
mad. 

Pedro.  Nay,  if  C$$pidhrft  not  fpent  all  his  Quiver  in  Z^- 
nice^  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  ftiortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  Earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  Hours  in  the 
mean  time,  good  Signior  Benedict^  repair  to  Leonato\  com- 
mend me  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  will  not  fail  him  at  Supper, 
for  indeed  he  hath  made  great  Prq>aration. 

Bene.  \  have  almoft  Matter  enough  in  me  for  fucji  an  Em« 
baiTage,  and  fo  I  commit  you. 

CUud.  To  the  Tuition  of  God.  From  my  Houfe  if  I 
hid  it. 

Pedro.  The  fixth  of  July.  Your  loving  Friend,  Benedick^ 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not;  the  body  of  your  Dif- 
courfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the  Guards 
are  but  flightly  bafted  on  neither:  E'er  you  flout  old  Ends 
any  further,  examine  your  Confcience,  and  fo  I  leave  you. 

{Exit. 

Claud.  My  Liege,  your  Highnefs  now  may  do  me  good,  ^ 

Pedro.  My  Love  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  bow. 
And  chou  ihalt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  Leffon,  that  may  do  thee  good. 

CUmd.  Hath  Leouato  any  Son,  my  Lord? 

Pedro.  No  Child  but  Heroy  flic's  bis  only  Heir : 
Doft  thou  affed  her,  Clamdio  / 

Claud.  O  my  Lord, 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  A6tioo, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  Soldier's  Eye, 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  Task  in  hand. 
Than  to  drive  Liking  to  the  Name  of  Love; 
But  now  I  am  rctum'd,  and  that  War^though^s 
Have  left  their  places  vacant;  in  their  rooms 
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Come  thronged  fofc  and  delicate  De(ires, 
All  promprin^  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is»  . 
Saying  I  lik'd  her  e^er  I  went  to  Wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  Lover  prefently  • 

And  tire  the  Hearer  with  a  Book  of  Words : 
If  thou  doll  love  fair  Hero^  cherifh  it, 
And  I  will  break  with  her;  was't  not  to  this  end. 
That  thou  began 'ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  Story? 

CUnd.  How  fweetly  do  you  minifter  to  Love, 
That  know  Love's  Grief  by  his  Complexion. 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fuddea  feem, 
I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  Treatife. 

Pedro.  What  need  the  Brid.^^e  much  broader  that  the  flood} 
The  faireft  grant  is  the  neceffity; 
Look  what  will  ferve,  is  fit;  'tis  once,  thou  loveft. 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  Rfemedy. 
I  know  we  fhall  have  revelling  to  Night, 
I  will  aiTiime  thy  part  in  fome  Difguife, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Qaudioj  t 

And  in  her  Bofom  I  unclafp  my  Heart, 
And  rake  her  hearing  Prifoner  with  a  force 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  Tale  t 
Then  after,  to  her  Father  will  I  break. 
And  the  Conclufion  is,  (he  fhall  be  thine; 
In  pradife  let  us  put  it  prefently*  [Extern. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Leon.  How  now  Brother,  wJiere  is  my  Coufin  your  Son : 
Hath  he  provided  this  Mufick? 

Ant.  He  is  very  bufie  about  it;  but  Brother,  I  can  tell 
you  News  that  you  yet  dream'd  not  of. 

Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

Ant.  As  the  Event  ftamps  them,  but  they  have  a  good 
pover;  they  (how  well  outward:  The  Prince  and  Count 
flaudioj  walking  in  a  thick  pleached  Alley  in  my  Orcfaand, 
were  thus  over-heard  by  a  Man  of  mine:  The  Prince  dif- 
/cover'd  to  Clandio  that  he  lov'd  my  Neice  your  Daughter, 
^nd  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  Night  in  a  Dance;  and  if 
he  found  her  Accordant,  meant  to  take  the  prefent  time  by 
the  top,  and  inflantly  break  with  you  of  it. 

Leon,  Hath  the  Fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this S 

Ant.  A  good  (harp  Fellow,  I  will  fend  for  hm^  and 
queftion  him  your  felf. 
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Leon.  No,  no;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  Dream^  *cill  it  appear 
it  felf :  But  I  will  acquaint  my  Daughter  with  ali>  that  ihe 
may  be  the  better  prepared  for  anfwer,  if  peradventure  this 
be  true;  go  you  and  tell  her  of  it:  Coufins,  you  know 
what  you  have  to  do,  O  1  cry  you  mercy  Friend,  go  you 
with  me  and  I  will  ufe  your  Skill>  good  Cqufin  have  a  Care 
this  bufie  time.  [^ExeHnu 

Enter  Don  John  and  Conradc. 

Conr.  What  the  good  Year  my  Lord,  why  are  you  thus 
out  of  Meafure  fad  ? 

John.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  Occafion  that  breeds^ 
therefore  the  Sadnefs  is  without  limit. 

Conr.  You  (hould  hear  Reafon, 

John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  Bleffing  bringeth  it  ? 

Conr.  If  not  a  prefent  Remedy,  yet  a  patient  Sufferance. 

John.  I  wonder  that  thou  (being,  as  thou  fay'ft  thou  art^ 
born  under  Saturn)  goeft  about  to  apply  a  mortal  Medicine 
to  a  mortifying  Mifchief:  I  cannot  hide  what  I  am:  I  mull: 
be  fad  when  I  have  Caufe,  and  fmile  at  no  Man's  J^^si  eat  • 
when  I  have  Stomach,  and  wait  for  no  Man's  Leiiure;  deep 
when  I  am  drowde,  and  tend  on  no  Man's  Bufinefs;  laugh 
when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no  Man  in  his  humour. 

Conr.  Yea,  but  you  muft  not  make  the  full  (how  of  this 
'till  you  may  do  it  without  ControJment;  you  have  of  late 
ftood  out  againft  your  Brother,  and  he  hath  tane  you  newly 
into  his  Grace,  where  it  is  impoffible  you  ihould  take  Root, 
but  by  the  fair  Weather  that  you  make  your  felf;  it  is  need? 
ful  that  you  frame  the  Seafon  for  your  own  Harveft. 

John.  I  bad  rather  be  a  Canker  in  a  Hedge,  than  a  Rofe 
in  his  Grace,  and  it  better  (its  my  Blood  to  be  difdain'd  of 
all»  than  tpfalhion  a  Carriage  to  rob  Love  from  any :  In  this 
f  though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering  honeft  Man^  it 
mufl  not  be  deny'd  but  I  am  a  plain-dealing  Villain,  I  am 
trufted  with  a  Muzzel,  and  infranchifed  with  a  Clog^  thcre^ 
fore  I  have  decreed  not  to  fing  in  my  Cage:  If  I  had  my 
Mouthy  I  would  bite;  if  I  had  my  Libeity,  I  would  dp 
my  liking :  In  the  ^mean  time,  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and 
feek  not  to  alter  me* 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  Difcontent? 
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John.  I  will  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only. 
Who  comes  here  ?  what  News,  Bordchio  ? 

Enter  Borachio* 

B^ra.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  Supper ;  the  Prince* 
your  Brother^  is  royally  entertained  by  Leon^it^^  and  I  can 
give  you  cfPnceli^gence  of  an  intended  Marriage* 

John.  Will  it  fcrve  for  any  Model  to  build  Mifchicf  oni 
What  is  he  for  a  Fool  that  betroths  himfelf  to  Unquiet- 
nefs^ 

Bora.  Marry  it  is  your  Brother's  right  Hand. 

John.  Who,  the  moft  exquiGte  Clandio  ? 

Bora.  Even  he. 

John.  A  proper  Squire ;  and  who,  and  who,  which  way 
looks  he? 

Bora.  Marry  on  Heroy  the  Daughter  and  Heir  of  Leonato. 

John.  A  very  forward  March-chick,  how  come  you  to 
this? 

Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  Perfumer,  as  I  was  finoak- 
ing  a  mufty  Room,  comes  me  the  Prince  and  Clumdiot 
Hand  in  Hand  in  fad  Conference :  I  whipt  behind  the  Ar- 
ras, and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon  that  the  Prince  ihould 
woo  Hero  for  himfelf,  and  having  obtained  her,  /give  her 
to  Count  Qaudio. 

John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither,  this  may  prove  Food 
to  my  Difplearure,  that  young  Start-up  hath  all  the  Glory 
of  my  Overthrow :  If  I  can  crofs  him  any  way,  I  bleft  my 
felf  every  way;  you  are  both  fure,  and  will  affift  me? 

Conr.  To  the  Death,  my  Lord. 

John,  Let  us  to  the  great  Supper,  their  Cheer  is  the 
greater  that  I  fubdu'd,  would  the  Cook  were  of  my  Mind: 
Shall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  ? 

Bora.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip,  \jExtmn. 


A  C  T    11.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Innogen,  Hero,  Beatrice^  Margaret 

and  Urfula. 

Leon.  \1[ /AS  not  Cownt  John  here  at  Supper? 
W    ^nt.  I  faw  him  not. 
Beat.  How  tartly  that  Gentleman  looks;    I  never  can  (ee 
him,  but  I  am  Hcart*bu(n'4  an  Hour  after*  Htn. 
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H^9.  He  is  of  a  melancholy  Difpofition* 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  Man  that  were  made  juft  in 
the  mid-w4y  between  him  and  Benedict  the  one  is  too 
like  an  Image>  and  fays  nothing;  and  the  other  too  like 
my  Lady's  eldeft  Son,  evermore  tailing, 

Leon.  Then  half  Signior  Benedickj  Tongue  fn  Count 
John\  Mouth,  and  half  Count  John*%  Melancholy  in  Sig- 
nior Benedicl^^  Face  ■ 

Beat.  With  a  good  Leg,  and  a  good  Foot,  Uncle,  and 
Mopy  enough  in  his  Purfe,  fuch  a  Man  would  win  any 
Woman  in  the  World,  if  he  could  get  her  good  Will* 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  Neice,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
Hiisband,  if  thou  be  fo  ftirewd  of  thy  Tongue. 

jint.  In  Faith  fliers  too  curft. 
.    Beat.  Too  curft  is  more  than  curft,  I  ftiall  lefTen  God's 
fending  that  Way ;   for  it  is  faid,   God  fends  a  curft  Cow 
Ihort  Horns,  but  to  a  Cow  too  curft  he  fends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  no  Horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  Husband,  for  the  which 
Bleffingp  I  am  at  him  upon  my  Knees  every  Morning  and 
£venin(> :  Lord,  I  could  not  enaure  a  Husband  with  a  Beard 
on  his  Face,  I  had  rather  lye  in  Woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  Husband  that  hath  no  Be^trd. 

Beat.  What  ftiould  I  do  with  him?  drefs  him.  in  my 
Apparel,  and  make  him  my  Waiting-Gentlewomait?  He 
that  hath  a  Beard  is  more  than  a  Youth,  and  he  that  hath 
no  Beard  is  lefs  than  a  Man;  and  he  that  is  more  than  a 
Youth,  is  not  for  me;  and  he  that  is  lefs  than  a  Man,  I  am 
not  for  him :  Therefore,  I  will  even  take  fix  Pence  in  ear- 
neftofthe  Bearherd,  and  lead  his  Apes  into  HelL 

Leon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  Hell. 

Beat.  No,  but  to  the  Gate,  and  there  will  the  Devil 
meet  me  like  an  old  Cuckold}  with  his  Horns  on  his  Head, 
and  fay,  get  you  to  Heav*n,  Beatrice^  get  you  to  Heav'n, 
here's  no  Place  for  you  Maids;  fo  deliver  I  up  my  Apes» 
and  away  to  St.  Peter ;  for  the  Heav'ns,  he  fticws  me 
where  the  Batchelors  fit,  ar-d  there  live  we  as  merry  as 
the  Day  is  long. 

Ant.  Well  Neice,  I  truft  you  will  be  rul'd  by  your  Fa- 
ther. [r^^Hcro. 

Beat.  Ye^  Faith,  it  is  my  Coufin's  Duty  to  make  Curt* 
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fie,  and  fay,  asitpleafeyou;  but  yet  for  all  that  Coufrn^Iet 
him  be  a  handfome  Fellow,  or  elfe  make  another  Cuitfici 
aod  fay,  Father,  as  it  pleaies  me. 

Leon.  Well,  Neice,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  Day  fitted 
with  a  Husband. 

Beat.  Not  'till  God  make  Men  of  fomc  other  Mettal 
than  Earth ;  wou'd  it  not  grieve  a  Woman  to  be  over-ma- 
fter'd  with  a  Piece  of  valiant  Duft  ?  to  make  account  of 
her  Life  to  a  Clod  of  wayward  Marie  ?  No,  Uncle,  I'll 
none;  Adorns  Sons  are  Brcchren,  and  truly  I  hold  it  a 
Sin  to  match  in  my  Kindred. 

Leon.  Dauj^hter,  remember  what  I  told  you|  if  the 
Prince  do  foUicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  Anfwcr. 

Beat.  The  Fault  will  be  in  the  Mufick,  Coufin,  if  you 
be  not  woo'd  in  good  time;  if  the  Prince  be  too  iinpor* 
tantj  tell  him  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  fb  dance 
out  the  Anfwcr ;  for  hear  me,  Hero^  wooing,  wedding,  and 
repenting,  is  a  Scotch  Jig,  a  Meafure,  and  a  Cinque- 
pace;  The  firft  Suit  is  hot  and  hafty,  like  a  Scotch  Ji^ 
('and  full  as  fantaftical)  the  Wedding  mannerly  modfeft^ 
(as  a  Meafure^  full  of  State  and  Anchentry ;  and  then  comes 
Repentance,  and  with  his  bad  Legs  falls  into  the  Cinque^ 
pace  fafter  and  fafter,  'till  he  finks  into  the  Grave. 

Leon.  Coufin  you  apprehend  pafling  flirewdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  Eye,  Uncle,  I  can  fee  a  Church 
by  Day  Light. 

Leon.  The  Revellers  are  entring.  Brother;  make  good 
room. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  And 

others  in  Aiafcfueradem 

Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  Friend? 

Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and  iay 
nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  Walk,  and  efpecially  when  I 
walk  away* 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  Company. 

Hero.  I  may  fay  fo  when  I  pleafe. 

Pedro.  And  when  will  you  pleafe  to  fay  fo? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  Favour;  for  God  defend  the 
Lute  (hould  be  like  the  Cafe. 

Pedro.  My  Vifor  is  PhiUmons  Hoof,  within  the  Houfe  is 
Lovet 

Hir9. 


Much  Ado ahout  Nothing.  535 

Hero.  Why  then  your  Vifor  ihould  be  thacch'd. 
Pedro.  Speak  low  if  you  fpeak  Love, 
Beite.  WelU  I  would  you  did  like  me* 
Alarg*  So  would  not  I  for  your  own  Sake,  for  I  have 
many  ill  Qualities. 
Bene.  Which  is  one? 
Marg.  I  fay  my  Prayers  aloud. 

Bene.  I  love  you  the  better,  the  Hearers  may  cry,  AmeOi) 
Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  Dancer. 
Bahb.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  Cod  keep  him  out  of  my  Sight  when  the 
Dance  is  done:  Arfwer  Clerk. 

Bakh.  No  more  Words,  the  Clerk  is  anfwer'd* 
Vrfn.   I  know  you  well  enough,  you  are  Signior  -A* 
thonio. 

Anth.  At  a  Word,  I  am  not. 
Vrfu.  I  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  Head. 
Anth.  To  tell  you  true,   I  counterfeit  him.  ^ 

Vrfu.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill  Will,  unlefe  you 
were  the  very  Man:  Here's  his  dry  Hand  up  and  down, 
you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Anth.  At  a  Word,  I  am  no\ 

Vrfu^  Come,,  come,  do  you  think  I  do  not  khpw 
you  by  your  excellent  Wit  ?  Can  Virtue  hide  it  felf  f  Go 
to^  mum,  you  are  he,  Graces  will  appear,  and  there's  aa 
end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  fo2 
Bewt.  No,  you  ihall  pardon  me. 
Beat.  Nor  will  you  tell  me  who  you  arc  ? 
Btm.  Not  now. 

Beau  That  t  was  difdainfuh  and  that  I  had  my  gdod 
Wit  out  of  the  hundred  merry  Tales ;  well,  this  was  Sig- 
nior Benedick  that  faid  fo* 
Bene.  What^s  he? 

Beat.  Ifam  fure  you  know  him  well  enough. 
Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 
Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh? 
Be^e.  I  pray  you  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  Prince's  Jcftcr,  a  very  dull  Fool, 
only  his  Gift  is,  in  devifing  impoffible  Slanders?  none 
but  Libertiaes  delight  io  him,  and  the  Condetmiaciofl  is 
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not  in  his  Wir,  but  in  his  Villany ;  for  he  both  pleafeth 
Men,  and  angers  them,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  and 
beat  him;  I  am  fure  he  is  in  this  Fleet,  I  would  he  had 
boarded  me, 

Bcfte.  When  j  know  the  Gentleman,  1*11  tell  him  wht 
yoii  fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do»  he'll  but  break  a  Comparifbn  or  two  oo 
me,  which  peradventure  (not  mark'd,  or  not  hugh'd 
at)  ftrikes  him  into  Melancholy,  and  then  there's  a  P^ 
tridge  Wing  fav'd,  for  the  Fool  will  eat  oo  Supper  that 
Night.  We  muft  follow  the  Leaders. 
Be»e.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  I1I>  I  will  leave  them  it 
the  next  Turning.  [ExeMM. 

Afujick^for  the  Dance. 
John.  Sure  my  Brother  is  amorous  on  H€f^  and  hath 
withdrawn  her  Father  to   break  with  him  about  it:  The 
Ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  Vifor  remains. 
^^  Bora.  And  that  is  CUndioy  I  know  him  by  his  bearing; 
John.  Are  not  you  Signior  Benedick} 
Claud.  You  know  me  well,  I  am  he. 
John.  Signior,  you   are  very  near  my  Brother  in  Us 
Love,  he  is  enamor'd  on  Hero,   I  pray  you  difluade  him 
from  her,  (he  is  no  equal   for  his  Birth;  you  may  do  die 
Part  of  an  honeft  Man  in  it. 

Claud.  Hew  know  you  be  loves  herf 
John.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  AfFedion. 
Bora.  So  did  I  too,  and  he  fwore  he  would  many  her 
to  Night. 
John,  come  let  us  to  the  Banquet.  [Exeunt  John^Mi/Bonu 
Gaud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  Name  of  Benedtcl^ 
But  hear  this  ill  News  with  the  Ears  of  Claudio. 
*Tis  certain  fo,  the  Prince  woos  for  himfelf.    . 
Friendftiip  is  conftant  in  all  other  Things, 
Save  in  the  Office  and  Affairs  of  Love; 
Therefore  all  Hearts  inLoveufc  their  own  Tongues^ 
Let  every  Eye  negotiate  for  it  felf, 
And  truft  no  Agent;   for  Beauty  is  a  Witch, 
A^ainft  whofe  Charms,  Faith  melteth  into  Blood; 
This  is  an  Accident  of  hourly  Proof, 
Which  I  miftrufted  not.    Farewel  therefbre»  fiirrrt 

Emmr 
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Enter  Benedick* 
Bene.  Count  Claudia. 
ClatuL  Yea  the  fame* 
Befte.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Claud.  Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  Willow,  about  your  own  Bu* 
finefs,  Count.  What  Fafhion  will  you  wear  the  Garland 
of?  About  your  Neck,  like  a  Ufurer's  Chain  ?  Or  under 
your  Arm,  like  a  Lieutenant's  Scarf?  You  muft  wear  it 
one  way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your  Herom 
Claud,  I  wilh  him  Joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why  that's  fpoken  like  an  honeft  Drovier,  k 
I  they  fell  Bullocks ;  but  did  you  think  the  Prince  would 
1    have  fcrved  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you  leave  me« 
il       Bene.  No,  no!  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  Man;  'twas  the 
;    Boy  that  ftole  your  Meat,   and  you'll  beat  the  Poft* 
^     Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.  [Exit^ 

ti  Bene.  Alas  poor  hurt  Soul,  now  will  he  creep  into 
Sedges.  But  that  my  Lady  Beatrice  fhould  know  me,  and 
V  not  know  me ;  the  Prince's  Fool !  ha  ?  it  may  be  I  go 
r  under  that  Title,  becaufe  I  am  merry ;  yea  but  fo  T  am 
apt  to  do  my  felf  wrong :  I  am  cot  fo  reputed,  it  is  the 
baie  (though  bitter)  Difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts 
the  World  into  her  Perfon,  and  fo  gives  me  out;  well,  TU 
be  rcveng'd  as  I  may. 

Enter  Den  Pedro* 
Pedre.  Now  Signior,   whereas  the  Count?  did  you  fee 
him? 

Bene.  Troth  my  Lord,  I  have  play'd  the  Part  of  Lady 
Fame,  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  a$  a  Lodge  in  a 
Warren;  I  told  him,  and  I  think,  told  him  true,  that  your 
Grace  had  got  the  Will  of  this  young  Lady>  and  I  offered 
him  my  Comipany  to  a  Willow  Tree,  either  to  make  him  a 
Garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  to  bind  him  a  Rod,  as  be- 
ing worthy  to  be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt,  what's  his  Fault  ? 

Bene.  The  flat  Tranfgrcflion  of  a  School- Boy,  who 
being  over-joy 'd  with  finding  a  Birds  Ncft,  (hews  it  his 
Companion,  and  he  fteak  it* 

Vol.  r.  Z  Peiro. 
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Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  Truft,  a  Tranfgreffion!  the 
Tranfgreflion  is  in  the  Stealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs  the  Rod  had  been 
made,  and  the  Garland  too;  for  the  Garland  he  might  have 
worn  himfelf,  and  the  Rod  he  might  have  beftowed  oo 
you,  who  (as  I  take  it)  have  ftol'n  his  Birds  Neft. 

Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  Ung,  and  reftore  them 
to  the  Owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  iny  Faith 
you  fay  honeftly. 

Pedro.  The  Lady  Beatrice  hath  a  Quarrel  to  you,  the 
Gentleman  that  danc'd  with  her,  told  her  (he  is  much 
wrong*dby  you. 

Bene.  O  fhe  mifus'd  me  pad  the  Indurance  of  a  Blod; 
an  Oak  but  with  one  green  Leaf  on  it,  would  have  an- 
fwcrcd  her;  my  very  Vifor  began  to  afTume  Life,  andfcoM 
with  her;  ihe  told  me,  not  thinking  I  had  been  my 
felf,  that  I  was  the  Prince's  Jefter,  and  that  I  Vfzs  duller 
than  a  great  Thaw,  hudling  J  eft  upon  Jeft.  with  fiich  im- 
poflible  conveiance  upon  me,  that  I  ftood  like  a  Man  at  a 
Mark,  with  a  whole  Army  (hooting  at  me ;  flie  fpcab 
Poyniards,  and  every  Word  ftabs  me;  if  her  Breath  were 
as  terrible  as  Terminations,  there  were  no  living  netr 
her,  (he  would  infe(5^  to  the  North  Star;  I  would  4iot 
marry  her,  though  (he  were  endow'd  with  all  that  ^dsm 
had  left  him  before  he  tranfgrefs'd,  (he  would  have  made 
Hercules  have  turnd  Spit,  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  Club  to 
make  the  Fire  too.  Come,  talk  not  of  her,  you  fliaJI  find 
her  the  infernal  ^te  in  good  Apparel.  I  would  to  God 
fome  Scholar  would  conjure  her,  for  certainly  while  (be 
is  here,  a  Man  may  live  as  quiet  in  Hell  as  in  a  San&uaryi 
and  People  fin  upon  Purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  go  thithefy 
fo  indeed  all  Difquict,  Horror, and  Perturbation  iollowsher> 
Enter  Claudio,  Beatrice,  Leonato  dnd  Hero. 

Pedro.  Look  here  (he  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grace  command  me  any  Service  to 
the  Worlds  End?  I  will  go  on  the  (lighteft  Errand  now 
to  the  Antipodes  that  you  can  devife  to  fend  me  on ;  I 
will  fetch  you  a  Tooth^Picker  now  from  the  furthefi  lodi 
of  jifiai  bring  you  the  length  of  Prefiorjohff %  Foot i  fetch 
you  a  Hair  off  the  great  Cham's  Beard;  do  you  any  Em- 

baflage 
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bafTage  to  the   Pigmies,    rather  then  hold    three  Words 
Conference  with  this  Harpy;  you  have  no  Employment  for  mei 

Pedro.  None>  but  to  deiire  your  good  Company. 

Bene.  O  God,  Sir,  here's  a  Difh  I  love  not>  I  cannot  in* 
dure  this  Lady's  Tongue.  [Exit. 

Pedro.  Come  Lady,  come,  you  have  loft  the  Heart  of 
Signior  Benedicki 

Beat.  Indeed  my  Lord,  he  fent  it  me  a  while,,  and  I 
gave  him  ufefor  it,  a  double  Heart  for  a  (ingle;  one;  Marry, 
once  before  he  won  it  of  jpie  with  falfe  Dice,  therefore 
your  Grace  may  well  fay  I  have  loft  it 

Pedro,  You  have  put  him  down.  Lady,  you  have  put 
him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  wouU  not  he  (hould  do  me,  my  Lord,  left  I 
(hould  prove  the  Mother  of  Fools:  I  have  brought  Count 
CUfuiiOj  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek. 

Pedro.  Why  J  bow  now  Count*   wherefore  are  you  fad  i 

Claud.  Not  fad,  my  Lord. 

Pedro^  How  then?  fick? 

Claud.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fad^nor  fick>  nor  merry» 
nor  well;  but  civil  Count,  civil  as  an  Orange,  and  fome-; 
thing  of  a  jealous  Complexion. 

Pedro.  I'faith  Lady,  I  think  your  Blazon  to  be  true; 
though  I'll  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  Conceit  is  falfe. 
Here  Claudio^  I  have  wooed  in  thy  Name,  and  fair  Iler0 
is  won ;  I  have  broke  with  her  Father,  and  his  good  Will 
obtained,  name  the  Day  of  Marriage,  and  God  give  thee  Joy* 

LeoH.  Count,  take  q(  me  my  Daughter,  and  with  her 
my  Fortunes;  his:  Grace  h^th  made  the  Match»  and  all  Grace 
fay  Amen  to  it. 

Beat.  Speak  Countj  'tis  your  Qu. 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfedeft  Herald  of  Joy ;  I  were 
but  little  happy  if  I  could  fay,  how  much  •  Lady,  as  you 
are  mine,  I  am  yours;  I  give  away  my  fclf  for  you^  and 
doat  upon  the  Exchange. 

Beat.  Speak  Coufin,  or  (if  you  cannot)  ftop  his  Mouth 
with  a  Kifs,  and  let  not  him  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro.  In  faith  Lady^  you  have  a  merry  Heart. 

£e^.  Yea'  my  Lordt  I  thank  it,  poor  Fool^  it  keeps 
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on  the  windy  fide  of  Care;  my  Coufin  tells  him  ia 
that  he  is  in  my  Heart. 

CUh.  And  (o  (he  doth,  Coufin. 

Beat.  Good  Lord,   for  Alliance}  thus  goes  every  one  to 
the  World  but  I,  and  I  am  Sun-burn'd,  I  may  fit, in  aC» 
ner,  and  cry,  heigh  ho  for  a  Husband* 
Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice^  I  will  get  you  one. 
Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  vour  Father's  getting; 
hath  your  Grace  ne'er  a  Brother  like  you;  your  Father 
got  excellent  Husbands,  if  a  Maid  could  come  by  them. 
Pedro.  Will  you  havfe  me.  Lady  ? 
Beat.   No,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another  for 
working-Days,  your  Grace  is  too  coftly  to   wear    every 
Day:  But  I  befeech  your  Grace  pardon  mc>  I  was  bom  to 
fpeak  all  Mirth,  and  no  Matter. 

Pedro.  Your  Silence  moft  offends  me,  and  to  be  mer- 
ry beft  becomes  you  j  for  out  of  queftion  you  were  bom 
in  a  merry  Hour. 

Beat.  No  fure  my  Lord,  my  Mother  cry'd;  but  then 
there  was  a  Star  danced,  and  under  that  I  was  born.  Cou- 
fins,  God  give  you  Joy. 

Leon.  Neice,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told  yon 
of? 

Beat.  I  c^y  you  mercy  Uncle,  by  you  Grace*s  p^don. 

\Exit  BeatricCi 
Pedro.  By  my  Troth  a  pleafant  fpirited  Lady.. 
Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  Element  in  her, 
my  Lord,  (he  is  never  fad,  but  when  ihe  fleeps,  and  not 
ever  fad  then;  for  I  have  heard  my  Daughter  fay,  (he  hath 
often  dream'd  of  Unhappinefs, '  and  wak'd  her  felf  with 
laughing. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  teil  of  a  Husband* 
Leon.  0>  by  no  Means,  ihe  mocks  all  her  Wooers  oot 
cfffuir. 

Pedfo.  She  were  an  excellent  Wife  for  Benedick* 
Leon.  O  Lord,  my  Lord,  if  they  were  but  a  Week  map 
ry'd,  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad. 

Pedro.     Count    Qandio,    when  mean    you  to    go  to 

Church? 
CUu.  To  Morrow^  my  Lord,  Time  goes  on  Crutches 

'till  Love  have  all  his  Ritc$«  ? 
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LeoH.  Not  *ti]l  Mondajy  my  dear  Son»  which  is .  hence  a 
juft  feven  Night>  aod  a  time  coo  brief  to,  to.  have  all  things 
anfwer  my  Mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  ihake  the  Head  at  fo  long  a  br^dthing, 
but  I  warrant  thee  CUndiOy  the  time  fhall  not  go  dully  by 
us;  I  will  in  the  interim  undertake  one  ofHerculefs  Labours, 
which  is,  to  bring  Signior  Benedick^  and  the  Lady  Beatrice 
into  a  Mountain  of  AfFe&ion,  the  one  with  the  other;  I 
would  fain  have  it  a  Matcb^  and  I  doubt  not  but  to  fafhion 
it,  if  you  three  will  but  minifter  fuch  AfTiftanqe  as  I  (hall 
give  you  Direftion. 

L^QH.  My  Lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coft  \xn&  ten 
Nights  Watchings. 

Claud.  And  I  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  And  you  too,  geatle  Hero. 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  Office,,  my  Lord,  to  help 
my  Coufin  to  a  good  Husband. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick^is  not  the unhopefuUeft  Husband  that 
I  know:  Thus  far  can  I  praife  him,  he  is  of  a  noble  Sj;rain> 
of  approved  Valour,  and  confirmed  Honefty.  I  will  teach 
you  how  to  humour  your  Coufin,  that  (he  ihall  fall  in  lovfe 
with  Benedict^;  and  I,  with  your  two  helps,  will  fo  pradife 
on  Benedickjt  and  in  defpice  of  his  quick  Wit,  and  his  queafie 
Stomi^ch,  he  (hall  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice :  If  we  can  do 
this,  Cnpid  is  no  longer  an  Archer,  his  glory  (hall  be  ours, 
for  we  arc  the  only  Love-gods;  go  with  me,  and  I  will  tell 
ypu  my  Drift.  [Bxeant. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Borachio« 

John.  It  is  fo,  the  Count  Qlaudio  Ihall  marry  the  Daugh- 
ter of  Leonato. 
♦  Bora.  Yea,  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 

John.  Any  Bar,  any  Crofi,  any  Impediment,  will  be 
xnedicinable  to  me,  I  am  fick  in  Difpleafure  to  him,  and 
whatfoever  comes  athwart  his  Affeftion,  ranges  evenly  with 
mine;  how  canft  thou  crofs  this  Marriage? 

Bora.  Not  hoifietUy  iny  Lord,  but  fo  covertly,  that  no 
dilhonefty  (hall  appear  in  me. 

John.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think  I  told  your  Lordfliip  a  Year  fince,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  Favour  of  Margaret^  the  Waiting-Gen- 
tlewoman to  Hero. 

Z  3  •JoVin, 
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John.  I 

Bars.  I  cao,  at  my  onfeafonable  inftant  of  theKigh^  ^ 
point  her  to  look  out  at  her  Lady's  Chamber  Window. 

Joim.  What  Life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  Death  of  dus 
Marriage? 

B&ra.  The  Poifon  of  that  lyes  in  you  to  temper ;  go  you  to 
the  Prince  your  Brother*  fpare  not  to  tell  him,  that  he  hadi 
wrong'd  his  Honour  in  marrying  the  renown'd  CUmlk^ 
vhofe  Eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold  up,  to  a  contami- 
fiated  Stale,  fuch  a  one  as  ^ero. 

John.  What  proof  (hall  I  make  of  that? 

Bora.  Proof  enough,  to  mifufc  the  Prince,  to  vex  Omm- 
JU09  to  undo  Heroy  and  kill  Leonato ;  look  you  for  any  other 
Iffue? 

John.  Only  to  defpitethem,  I  will  endeavour  any  thing. 

Bora.  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  Hour,  to  draw  on  Ptif^ 
and  the  Count  Claudioy  alone ;  tell  them  that  you  know  Hm 
loves  me;  intend  a  kind  of  Zeal  both  to  the  Prince  and 
CUudiOj  as  in  a  love  of  your  Brother's  Honour  who  bath 
made  this  Match,  and  his  Friends  Reputation,  who  is  thns 
like  to  be  cozen*d  with  the  femblance  of  a  Maid,  that  3rou 
have  difcover'd  thus;  they  will  hardly  believe  this  with- 
out Trial:  Offer  them  Inftances  which  fhall  bear  no  lefi 
likelihood,  than  to  fee  me  at  her  Chamber  Window,  hear 
me  call  Mariarety  Heroy  hear  Margant  term  me  CLmdUy 
and  bring  them  to  fee  this,  the  very  Night  before  the  in- 
tended Wedding,  for  in  the  mean  time  I  will  fafhion  the 
Matter^  that  Hero  fhall  be  abfent»  and  there  fhall  appear  fadi 
Teeming  Truths  of  Heroes  Difloyaky»  that  Jealoufie  fliall  be 
caird  Aflurance,  and  all  the  Preparation  overthrown. 

John.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  I  flue  it  can,  I  will  pot 
it  in  PraAice:  Be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and  thy  Fee 
is  a  thoufand  Ducats, 

B$ra.  Be  thou  conftant  in  the  Accufation,  and  my  Con- 
ning ihall  not  (hame  me, 

John.  I  will  prefently  go  learn  their  Day  of  Marriage. 

Enter  Benedick  and  a  Boj. 
Pern.  Boy. 
Boy.  Signior. 
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Bene.  In  my  Chamber  Window  lyts  a  Book,    bring  it ' 
hither  to  m^  in  the  Orchard. 

Boj.  I  am  here  already.  Sir,  \£xU  Boy. 

Bene.  I  know  that,  but  I  would  have  thee  he^ce^    and 
here  again.    I  do  much  wonder,  that  one  Man  feeing  hov 
much  another  Man  is  a  Fool^    when  he  dedicates  his  Beha- 
viours to  Love,  will  after  he  hath  laught  at  fuch  (hallow  Fol- 
lies in  others,  become  the  Argument  of  his  own  Scorn*  by 
falling  in  love!  and  fuch  a  Mai;  is  Claudio.     I  have  known 
when  there  was  no  MuHck  with  him  but  the  Drum  and 
the  Fife,    and  now  had  he  rather  hear  the  Taber  and  the 
Pipe :  I  have  known  when  he  would  have  walk'd  ten  Mile 
a  Foot,  to  fee  a  good  Armor ;    and  now  will  he  lye  ten 
Nights  awake,  carving  the  Faihion  of  a  new  Doublet.     He 
was  wont  to  fpeak  plain,  and  to  the  Purpofe,  like  an  honeft 
Man  and  a  Soldier*  and  now  is  he  rurn'd  Orthography, 
his  Words  are   a  very  fantaftical  Banquet,    jufl  fo  many 
ftrange  Difties.    May  I  be  fo  converted,   and  fee  with  thefe 
Eyes?  I  cannot  tell,  I  think  not.   I  will  not  be  fworn,  but 
Love  may  transform  me  to  an  Oifter,  but  I'll  take  my  Oath 
on  it,  'till  he  have  made  an  Oifter  of  me,    he  ihall  never 
make  me  fuch  a  Fool:  One  Woman  is  fair,  yet  I  am  well; 
another  is  wife,   yet  I  am  well;   another  virtuous,  yet  I 
am  well:  But  'till  all  Graces  be  in  one  Woman,   one  Wo- 
man ihall  not  comQ  in  my  Gracf.   Rich  (he  (hall  be,  that's 
certain;  Wife,  or  I'll  none;  Virtuous,  or  I'll  never  cheapejn 
her;   Fair,  or  Til  never  look  on  her;    Mild,   or  come  not 
near  me;  Noble,  or  not  for  an  Angel;   of  good  Difcour(e, 
an  excellent  Mufician,  and  her  Hair  (hall  be  of  what  colour 
it  pleafe  God*  Ha !  the  Prince  and  Monfieur  Love,  I  will 
hide  me  in  the  Arbor. 

Enter  Don  Pedro^  Leonato,  Claudio  and  Balthaiar. 

Pedro.  Come,  (hall  we  hear  this  Mufick? 

Claudi  Yea,  my  good  Lord ;  how  ft  ill  the  Evening  is. 
As  hu(h'd  on  purpofe  to  grace  Harmony. 

Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedicks  hath  hid  himfclf  ? 

Claud.  O  very  well  my  Lord;  the  Mufick  ended. 
We'll  fit  the  Ki^-fbx  with  a  penny-worth. 

Pedro.  Come  BalthazAr^  we'll  hear  that  Song  again. 

Ifialth.  O  good  my  Lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  Voice, 
To  (lander  Muiick  any  more  than  once. 

Z  4  -ttajf^ 
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PeJro.  It  is  the  witnefs  flill  of  Excellency^ 
To  put  a  flraoge  Face  on  his  own  Perfedion; 
I  pray  thee  fing^  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

BaUh^  Became  you  talk  of  wooing^  I  will  fing»  ' 
Since  many  a  Wooer  doth  commence  his  Suit» 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  he  woo% 
Yet  will  he  fwear  he  loves. 

Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee  come, 
Or  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  Argument, 
Do  it  in  Notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  Notes, 
^There's  not  a  Note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting, 

Pedro.  Why  thefe  are  very  Crotchets  that  he  (peaks* 
Note  Notes  forfootb,  and  nothing. 

Bene.  Now  divine  Air,  now  is  hi^  Soul  ravifli'r,  is  it  not 
ftrange  that  Sheeps  Guts  fhould  hale  SquIs  out  of  Mens  Bo- 
dies i  V/eli,  a  Horn  for  my  Mony,  when  all^s  done. 

The  Song. 

*  Sf^h  no  more  Ladies^  Ji^h  no  more% 

Men  were  Deceivers  ever^ 
One  Foet  in  Sea,  and  one  on  Shore^ 
Ter  one  thing  confifint  never  : 
Then  figh  not  fiy  but  let  them  go^ 
jind  be  yoH  hlith  and  bonnjj 
Converting  all  your  founds  of  Woe 
Into  hej  nonjy  nonj. 

Sing  no  more  Ditties^  Jtng  no  more ; 
Of  Dttmps  fo  dttll  and  heavy. 
The  Fraud  of  Men  were  evirfo^ 
Since  Summer  firfi  was  leavj  : 
Thenjigh  not  fo^  &c» 

fedro.  By  my  Troth  a  good  Song. 

Balth.  And  an  ill  Singer,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Ha>  no,  no  Faith,  thou  fing'ft  well  enough  for  i 
(hift. 

Bene.  And  he  had  been  a  Dog  that  (hould  have  howl*d 
thus,  thsy  would  have  hang'd  him,  and  I  pray  God  his  bad 
Voice  bode  no  Mifchief ;  I  had  as  lieve  have  heard  the 
Night-raven,  come  what  Plague  could  have  come  after  ir^ 
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Pedro,  Yea,  marry,  doft  thou  hear  Bahhaz^ar  $  I  pray 
thee  get  foroe  excellent  Mufict;  for  to  Morrow  Night  we 
would  have  it  at  the  Lady  Hero's  Chamber  Window. 

Balth.  The  beft  I  can,  my  Lord.  [£Arir3altha2ar* 

Pedro.  Do  fo,  farewell.  Come  hither  LeonatOy  what  was 
it  you  told  me  of  to  Day,  that  your  Neice  Beatrice  was  in 
Love  with  Signior  Benedickj 

Claud.  O  ay,  ftalk  on,  flalk  on,  the  Fowl  fits.  I  did  never 
think  that  Lady  would  have  loved  any  Man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither;  but  moft  wonderful,  that  (he 
ihould  fo  doat  on  Signior  Benedick  9  whom  the  hath  in  all 
outward  Behaviours  feem'd  ever  to  abhor. 

Bene.  Ij't  pclffible,  fits  the  Wind  in  that  Corner? 

Leon.  By  my  Troth,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think 
of  it,  but  that  (he  loves  him  with  an  inraged  A£Feftion,  it 
is  paft  the  infinite  of  Thought. 

Pedro.  May  be  ftie  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claiui.  Faith  like  enough. 

Leon.  O  God !  counterfeit  ?  There  was  never  counter- 
feit of  Paffion  came  (b  near  the  life  of  Paffion  as  fhe  difco- 
vers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  EflFefts  of  Paffion  (hews  (he? 

Claud.  Bait  thi;  Hook  well,  the  Fiih  will  bite. 

Leon.  What  EflFeds,  my  Lord?  (he  will  fit  you,  you  heard 
my  Daughter  tell  you  how, 

Claud.  She  did  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how  I  pray  you  ?  you  amaze  me,  I  would 
have  thought  her  Spirit  had  been  invincible  againft  all  Af^ 
faults  of  AfFedion. 

Leon.  I  would  have  fworn  it  had,  my  Lord,  efpccially  a- 
gainft  Benedick: 

Bene.  I  (hould  think  this  a  Gull,  but  that  the  white- 
bearded  Fellow  fpeaks  it;  Knavery  cannot  fure  hide  himfelf 
in  fuch  Reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  tane  th*  Infedion,*  hold  it  up. 

Pedroi  Hath  (he  made  her  Affeftion  known  to  Benedick} 

Leon.  No,  and  fwears  (he  never  will,  that's  her  torment. 

Claud.  *Tis  true  indeed,  fo  your  Daughter  fays :  Shall  I, 
fays  (he,  that  have  fo  oft  encountered  him  with  Scorn,  write 
to  hifli Oblove  him  ? 
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Le§n.  This  fays  (he*  now  when  (he  is  beginning  to  write 
to  him,  ihe'U  be  up  twenty  times  a  Night,  and  there  will 
(he  fit  in  her  Smock,  'till  ftie  have  writ  a  Sheet  of  Papa; 
my  Daughter  tells  us  all. 

CUud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  Sheet  of  Papen  I  remember  a 
pretty  Jeft  your  Daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  O  when  fhe  had  writ  it,  and  reading  it  over,  (he 
found  BcKcdicI^  and  Beatrice  between  the  Sheet. 

Cland.  That. 

Leon.  O  (he  tore  the  Letter  into  a  thoufand  Halfpence, 
raird  at  her  felf,  that  (he  (hould  be  fo  immodeft,  to  write 
to  one  that  (he  knew  would  flout  her:  Imeafure  him,  lays 
(he,  by  my  own  Spirits  I  (hould  flout  him  if  he  writ  to 
me,  yea  though  I  love  him,  I  (hould. 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  Knees  (he  falls,  weeps,  fobs, 
beats  her  Heart,  tears  her  Hair,  prays,  curfes;  O  fweet  ft- 
nedicl^s  God  give  me  patience. 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed,  my  Daughter  fays  fb,  and  the 
ExcaHe  hath  fo  much  overborn  her,  that  my  Daiigliter  is 
fometime  afraid  (be  will  do  adefperate  Out-rage  to  nerfelf» 
it  is  very  true. 

Pedro.  It  were  good  that  Benedick,  knew  of  it  by  feme  o 
ther,  if  (he  will  not  difcovcr  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  he  would  but  make  a  (port  of  it| 
and  torment  the  poor  Lady  worfe. 

Pedro.  And  he  (hould,  it  were  an  Alms  to  hang  hiffl; 
(he's  an  excellent  fweet  Lady,  and  out  of  all  Sufpicion  (he 
is  virtuous. 

Qaud.  And  (he  is  exceeding  wife. 

Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedicks 

Leon.  O  my  Lord,  Wifdom  and  Blood  combating  in  fo 
tender  a  Body,  we  have  ten  Proofs  to  one,  that  Blood  hath 
the  Vidory;  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  I  have  juft  Caufe,  b^ 
ingher  Uncle,  and  her  Guardian. 

Pedro.  I  would  (he  had  beftow'd  this  Dotage  upon  me; 
I  would  have  daft  all  other  Kefpefts*  and  made  her  half  my 
felf;  I  pray  you  tell  Benedick^oi  it,  and  hear  what  he  will 
fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks  furely  (he  will  die>  for  (he  lays  flie 
will  die,  if  he  love  her  not,  and  (he  will  die  e^er  ihe 

make 
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Bake  her  Love  known,  and  ftie  will  die  if  he  woo  her,  ra- 
ther than  ihe  will  bate  one  Breath  of  her  accuftom'd  Crofs* 
nefs. 

Pedrom  She  doth  well,  if  (he  fiiould  make  Tender  of  her 
Love,  *tis  very  poflible  he'll  fcorn  it,  for  the  Man,  as  you 
know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  Spirit. 

Qaud.  He  is  a  very  proper  Man. 

Pedro.  He  hath  indeed  a  good  outward  Happinefs. 

Clat^.  'Fore  God,  and  in  my  Mind  very  wife. 

Pedrif.  He  doth  indeed  ihew  fome  Sparks  that  are  like 
Wit. 

Leoff.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

Pedro.  As  Heilorj  I  afTure  you,  and  in  the  managing  of 
Quarrels  you  may  fee  he  is  wife,  for  either  he  avoids  them 
with  great  Difcretion,  or  undertakes  them  with  a  Chriftian- 
like  Fear. 

Leon*  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  muft  neceffarily  keep  Peace; 
if  he  break  the  Peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a  Quarrel  with 
fear  and  trembling. 

Pedro.  And'fo  will  he  do,  for  the  Man  doth  fear  God, 
howfoever  it  feems  not  in  him,  by  fome  large  J  efts  he  will 
make;  well,  I  am  forry  for  your  Niece,  fliall  we  go  fee 
Benedickji  and  tell  him  of  her  Love? 

Qaud.  Never  tell  him,  my  Lord,  let  her  wait  it  out  with 
good  CounfeL 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impoflible,  flie  may  wear  her  Heart  out 

firft. 

Pedro.  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your  Daugh« 
ter,  let  it  cool  the  while;  I  love  BenedkksfftW^  and  I  could 
wi(h  he  would  modeftly  examine  himfelf,  to  fhew  how  much 
he  is  unworthy  to  have  fo  good  a  Lady. 

Leon.  My  Lord»  will  you  walk?  Dinner  is  ready, 

Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will  never 
truft  my  Expeftation. 

Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fame  Net  fprcad  for  her,  and  that 
muft  your  Daughter  and  her  Gentlewoman  carry;  the  fport 
will  be,  when  they  hold  one  an  Opinion  of  another's  dotage, 
and  no  fuch  matter,  that's  the  Scene  that  I  would  fee  which 
will  be  meerly  a  dumb  (hew ;  let  us  fend  her  to  call  him 
to  Dinner.  [ExetMt^ 

"Bent* 
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Bene.  This  can  be  no  Trick»  the  Conference  was  fadly  born; 
they  have  the  Truth  of  this  from  Here^  they  fcem  to  pity 
the  Lady;  it  feems  her  AflFeftions  have  the  full  Bern, 
Love  me!  why  it  muft  be  requited:  I' hear  how  I  an 
cenfur'd ;  they  fay  I  will  bear  my  felf  proudIy>  if  I  pe^ 
ceive  the  Love  come  from  her ;  they  fay  too,  that  fhe  will 
rather  die  than  give  any  Sign  of  AfFedion--- 1  did  never 
think  to  marry  —  I  muft  not  feem  proud— happy  are  they 
that  hear  their  Detradions,  and  can  put  them  to  mending: 
They  fay  the  Lady  is  fair*  'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them 
Witnefs;  and  virtuous,  'tis  fo,  I  cannot  reprove  it;  and 
wife,  but  for  loving  me— by  my  Troth  it  is  no  Addition  to 
her  Wit,  nor  no  great  Argument  of  her  Folly;  for  I 
will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her,— I  may  chance  to  have 
fome  odd  quirks  and  remains  of  Wit  broken  on  me^  b^ 
caufe  I  have  rail'd  fo  long  againft  Marriage ;  but  doth  not 
the  Appetite  alter?  a  Man  loves  the  Meat  in  his  Youth,  that 
he  cannot  endure  in  his  Age.  Shall  Quips  and  Sentences^ 
and  thefe  Paper-Bullets  of  the  Brain,  awe  a  Man  firom 
the  Career  of  his  Humour?  No,  the  World  muft  bepeo- 
pled.  When  I  faid  I  would  die  a  Batchelor»  I  did  not 
think  I  fhould  live  'till  I  were  marry M :  Here  comes  Bed* 
trice,  by  this  Day  (he's  a  fair  Lady,  I  do  fpy  fome  Mads 
of  Love  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice. 
Beat.  Againft  my  Will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  ifl 
to  Dinnner. 
Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  Pains. 
Beat.  I  took  no  more  Pains  for  thofe  Thanks,  than  you 
take  Pains  to  thank  me;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I  would  not 
have  come. 
Bene.  You  take  Pleafure  then  in  the  MefTage. 
Beat.  Yea>  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a  Knives 
Points  and  choak  a  Daw  withal :  you  have  no  Stomach,  Si^ 
nior;  fare  you  well.  [Exit, 

Bene.  Ha!  Againft  my  Will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  Dinner;  there's  a  double  Meaning  in  that.  I  took  no 
more  Pains  for  thofe  Thanks,  than  you  took  Pains  to  thank 
xne;  that's  as  much  as  to  (ay>  any  Pains  that  I  take  for  you 
is  as  eafie  as  Thanks.  If  I  do  not  take  Pity  of  her  I  am  a 
Villain ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a  JcTi^i  I  will  eo  get 


her  Pifture.  \Bxk. 
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ACT   III.     S  C  E  N  E  I 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  /^  O  O  D  Margaret  run  thee  to  the  Parlour; 

VJ  There  ihalt  thou  find  my  Coufio  Beatrice^ 
Propofing  with  the  Prince  and  Claudioi 
Wnifper  her  Ear,  and  tell  her  I  and  VrfuU 
Walk  in  the  Orchards  and  our  whole  Difcourfe 
Is  all  of  her;  fay  that  thou  overheardU  us. 
And  bid  her  fteal  into  the  pleached  Bower, 
Where  Honey- Suckles  ripen'd  by  the  Sun 
Forbid  the  Sun  to  enter;  like  Favourites 
Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  t^ride 
Againft  that  Power  that  bred  it :  There  will  (he  hid  her. 
To  liften  to  our  Purpofe;  this  is  thy  Office, 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  make  her  come  I  warrant  prefently.      [Exit: 

Hero.  Now  Vrfuloj  when  Beatrice  doth  come» 
As  we  do  trace  this  Alley  up  aad  down, 
Our  Talk  muft  only  be  of  Benedick ; 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  Part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  Man  did  merit. 
My  Talk  to  thee  muft  be  how  Benedicks 
Is  fick  in  Love  with  Beatrice ;  of  this  Matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  Arrow  made. 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay:  Now  begin. 

Enter  Beatrice. 
For  look  where  Beatrice  like  a  Lapwing  runs 
Clofe  by  the  Ground  to  hear  our  Conference. 

Vrfti.  The  pleafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  Fifh 
Cut  with  her  golden  Oars  tne  iilver  Stream, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  Bait ; 
So  angle  we  for  Beatricey  who  even  now. 
Is  couched  in  the  Woodbine  Overture ; 
Fear  you  not  my  Part  of  the  Dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  Ear  lofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  Bait  that  we  lay  for  iu 
No  truly  Vrfuloy  (he  is  too  difdainful, 
I  know  her  Spirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
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As  Haggerds  of  the  Rock. 

Vrfn.  But  are  you  fure 
That  Benedick^  loves  Beatrice  (o  intirely  f 

Hero.  So  lays  the  Prince,  and  my  new  trothed  LonL 

Vrfu.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it.  Madam  i 

Hero.  They  did  in  treat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it. 
But  I  perfuaded  thera^  if  they  lov*d  BeneHcl^ 
To  wi(h  him  wraftle  with  A£fe&ion>  ^ 

And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it.  \ 

Vrfn.  Why  did  you  fo  ?  Doth  not  the  Gentleman 
Deferve  as  full  as  fortunate  a  Bed, 
As  ever  Beatrice  fliall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  Love!  I  know  he  doth  deferve 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  Man : 
But  Nature  never  framed  a  Woman's  Heart 
Of  prouder  Stuff*  than  that  oi  Beatrice. 
Difdain  and  Scorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  Eye, 
Mif-prizing  what  they  look  on,  and  her  Wic 
Values  it  felf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  Matter  elfe  feems  weak;  (he  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  Shape  nor  Projed  of  Afitftion, 
She  is  fo  felf-indeared. 

Vrfu.  Sure  I  think  fo; 
And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  Love,  left  ftie  make  Sport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why  you  fpeak  Truth,  I  never  yet  faw  Mao, 
How  wife,  now  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featured. 
But  (he  would  fpellhim  backward;  if  fair*fac*d. 
She  would  fwear  the  Gentleman  ihould  be  her  Sifter; 
If  black,  why  Nature  drawing  of  an  Antick, 
Made  a  foul  Blot;  if  tall,  a  Launce  ill-headed; 
If  low,  an  Agat  very  vildly  cut; 
If  fpeaking,  why  a  Vane  blown  with  all  Winds; 
If  nient,  why  a  Block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  (he  every  Man  the  wrong  fide  out. 
And  never  gives  to  Truth  and  Virtue  that 
Which  Simplenefs  and  Merit  purchafech. 

Vrfu.  Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendablew 

Hero.  No,  for  to  be  fo  odd,  and  from  all  Fa(hioni» 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable. 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo?  if  I  ihould  fpeak. 

She 
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She  would  mock  me  into  an  Air,  O  (he  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  my  felf,  prcfs  me  to  Death  with  Wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedicky  like  covered  Fire, 
Confume  away  in  Sighs,  waftc  inwardly; 
It  were  a  bitter  Death  to  die  with  Mocks, 
Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Vrfu.  Yet  tell  her  of  it,  hear  what  (he  will  fay. 

Hero.  No,  "rather  I  will  ge  to  Benedickt 

And  counfel  hini  to  fight  againft  hfs  Paflion, 

And  truly  I'll  devife  fome  honeft  Slanders,1 

'  To  ftain  my  Coufin  with ;  one  doth  not  know» 

How  much  an  ill  Word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Vrfii.  O  do  not  do  your  Coufin  fuch  a  Wrong. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  Judgment, 
Having  fo  fweet  and  excellent  a  Wit, 
As  (he  is  priz'd  to  have,  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a  Gentleman  as  Signior  Benedick* 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  Man  of  Italj^ 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Clandio. 

Vrfu.  I  pray  you  be  not  angry  with  me,  Madam, 
Speaking  my  Fancy;  Signior  Benedick^ 
Fpr  Shape,  for  Bearing,  Argument  and  Valour, 
Goes  formoft  in  Report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed  he  hath  an  excellent  good  Name. 
Vrfn.  His  Excellence  did  earn  it  e'er  he  had  it. 
When  are  you  marry'd.  Madam  ? 

Hero.  Why  every  Day,  to  Morrow;  come  go  in, 
I'll  (hew  thee  fome  Attires,  and  have  thy  CoUnfel* 
Which  is  the  beft  to  furni(h  me  to  Morrow. 

Vrju.  She's  ta*en,  I  warrant  you ; 
We  have  caught  her.  Madam. 

Hero.  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps. 
Some  Cnpids  kill  with  Arrows,  fome  with  Traps.  {Exeunt. 

Beat.  What  Fire  is  in  my  Ears?  can  .'this  be  true? 
Stand  I  condemn'd  for  Pride  and  Scorn  (b  much  { 
Contempt  farewel,  and  Maiden  Pride  adieu; 
No  Glory  lives  behind  the  Back  of  fuch. 
And  Benedicks  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee. 
Taming  my  wild  Heart  to  thy  loving  Hand; 
If  thou  doft  love,  my  Kindnefs  fliall  incite  thee 
To  bind  our  Lovts  up  in  «  holy  Band. 

For 
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For  others  fay  thou  doft  defervc,  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  [Exk. 

Enter  Don  Pedio>  Claudio>  Benedick  and  Leonata 

Pedro.  I  do  but  flay  'till  your  Marriage  be  confiinunatCi 
and  then  I  go  toward  ^rnwon. 

Claud.  I'll  bring  you  thither  my  Lord*  if  you'll  vouclh 
fafe  me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  Soil  in  the  new 
Glofs  of  your  Marriage,  as  to  (hew  a  Child  his  new  Coat 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be  bold  widi 
Benedick^f or  his  Company »  for  from  the  Crown  of  his 
Head  to  the  Soul  of  his  Foot  he  is  all  Mirth;  hehathtwice 
or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  Bow-String,  and  the  little  Hangman 
dare  not  fhoot  at  him;  he  hath  a  Heart  as  found  as  a  Bell, 
and  the  Tongue  is  the  Clapper;  for  what  his  Heart  thinks, 
his  Tongue  fpeaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon,  So  fay  I ;  mechinks  you  are  fadder. 

Claud.  I  hope  he  be  in  Love. 

Pedro.  Hang  him  Truant,  there's  no  true  Drop  of  Bhxxl 
in  him,  to  be  truly  touched  with  Love;  if  he  be  fad,  he 
wants  Mony. 

Bene.  I  have  the  Tooth-ach. 

Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it. 

Claud.  You  mull  hang  it  firfl:,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 

Pedro.  What  ?  figh  for  the  Tooth-ach. 

Leon.  Which  is  but  a  Humour  or  a  Worm. 

Bene.  Well,  every  one  cannot  mafter  a  Griefs  but  he 
that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  Love. 

Pedro.  There  is  no  Appearance  of  Fancy  in  hiin,  unlefi 
it  be  a  Fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  Difguifes,  as  to  be  a 
Dutch  Man  to  Day,  a  French  Man  to  Morrow;  unlefs  he 
have  a  Fancy  to  this  Foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he 
is  no  Fool  for  Fancy,  as  you  would  have  it  to  appear 
he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  Love  with  fome  Woman,  there  ii 
no  believing  old  Signs;  he  brufhes  his  Hat  a  Mornings: 
What  (hould  that  bode? 

Pedro.  Hath  any  Man  fcen  him  at  the  Barbers? 
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Claud.  No,  but  the  Barber's  Man  hath  been  (een  with 
him»  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  Cheek  hath  already  ftuft 
'f'ennis  Balls. 

Leon.  Indeed  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by  the  lo/$ 
of  a  Beard. 

Pedro.  Nay  he  rubs  himfelf  with  Civet^  can  you  fmell 
him  out  by  that  ? 

Gaud.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweet  Youth's  in 
Love* 

Pedro.  The  greateft  Note  of  it  is  his  Melancholy. 

CluHd.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafli  his  Face  ? 

Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf  ?  for  the  which  I  hear 
what  they  fay  of  him. 

CUud.  Nay,  but  his  jefting  Spirit,  which  is  now  crept 
into  a  Lute-ftring,  and  now  governed  by  Stops- 

Pedro.  Indeed  that  tells  a  heavy  Tale  for  him ;  conclude 
he  is  in  love. 

CUnd.  Nay*  but  1  know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too,  I  warrant  one  that  knows 
him  nor. 

Claud.  Yes^  and  his  ill  Conditions,  and  in  defpight  of 
all  dies  for  him. 

Pedro.  She  (hall  be  bury'd  with  her  Face  upwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  Charm  for  the  Tooth-ake.  Old  Sig-" 
tiior  walk  afide  with  me,  I  have  ftudy'd  eight  or  nine  wife 
words  to  fpeak  to  you^  which  thefe  Hobby-ho^fes  muft  not 
hear* 

Pedro.  For  my  Life  to  break  with  him  about  'Beatrice. 

Claud.  'Tis  even  fo.  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by  this 
play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice,  and  then  the  two  Bears 
will  not  bite  one  another  when  they  meet* 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  My  Lord  and  Brother,  God  favc  you. 

Pedro.  Good  Den,  Brother. 

John.  If  your  leifure  ferv'd,  I  would  fpeak  with  you# 

Pedro.  In  private? 

John.  If  it  pleafe  you;  yet  C6unt  Claudio  may  hear, 
for  what  I  would  fpeak  of  concerns  him. 

Fedro.  What's  the  matter? 

John.  Means  your  Lordihip  to  be  marry'd  to  Morrow  ? 

[^nCkudvo. 

Vot,  I;  '  A  a  PtAxQ. 
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Pedro.  You  know  he  does. 

John.  I  know  not  that^  when  he  knows  what  I  know* 

CUhcL  If  there  be  any  Impediment,  I  pray  you  difcover 

it. 

John.  You  may  think  I  love  you  not,  let  that  appear 
hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now  will  ma- 
nifeft;  for  my  Brother,  I  think,  he  holds  you  well^andin 
dearnefs  of  Heart  hath  holp  to  effect  your  enfuing  Mar- 
riage; furely  Sure  ill  fpent,  and  Labour  ill  beftowed. 
Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  Matter? 
John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  Circumftaoces 
fhortned  (for  (he  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of)  the  La- 
dy is  dinoyal. 

Claud.  Who?  Hero\ 

John.  Even  (he,  Leonato^s  Hero,  your  Hero^  every  Man's 
Hero. 

eland.  Difloyal? 

John.  The  Word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wicked- 
nefs;  I  could  fay  (he  were  worfc;  think  you  of  a  worft 
Title, and  I  will  fit  her  to  it:  Wonder  not  'till  further  War- 
rant; go  but  with  me  to  Night,  you  (hall  fee  her  Cham- 
ber Window  entered,  even  the  Night  before  her  Wedding- 
Day ;  if  you  love  her,  then  to  Morrow  wed  her ;  but  it 
would  better  fit  your  Honour  to  change  your  Mind, 
Claud.  May  this  be  fo  ? 
Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it. 

John.  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 
that  you  know;  if  you  will  fellow  me,  I  will  ihcw  you 
enough;  and  when  you  have  feen  more,  and  heard  more^ 
proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  fee  anything  to  Night  why  I  (hould  not  mar- 
ry her  to  Morrow,  in  the  Congregation  where  I  Hiould  wed, 
there  will  I  (hame  her. 

Pedro.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  will 
join  with  thee  to  di(grace  her. 

John.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  'till  you  are  my 
Witneflfes;  bear  ic  coldly  but  'till  Night,  and  let  the  Ifliie 
fliew  it  felf. 

* .  Pedro.  O  Day  untowardly  turned ! 
^Claud.  O  Mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting ! 
John.  O  Plague  right  well  prevented  f 
So  w;ill  you  fay  when  you  have  feen  the  Sequel^     {jExtmn. 
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Enter  Dogbery  smd  Verges,  with  the  Watchi 

Dogb,  Are  you  good  Men  and  true  ? 

Ferg.  Yea,  or  elfe  it  were  pity  but  they  fliould  fuffer  Sal- 
vation, Body  and  SouK 

Doglf.  Nay,  that  were  Puniihment  too  good  for  them,  if 
they  ihould  have  any  Allegiance  in  them,  being  chofen  for 
the  Prince's  Watch. 

Ferg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge.  Neighbour  Dogberyl 

Doglfk  Firft,  who  think  you  the  mod  difartlefs  Man  to  be 
Conftable? 

Watch  I .  Ht^gh  Otecaks^  Sir,  or  {jeorge  Seacole ;  for  they 
can  write  and  read. 

Dogb.  Come  hither  Neighbour  Seacole^ .  God  hath  bleft 
you  with  a  good  Name;  to  be  a  well*favour'd  Man,  is  the 
Gift  of  Fortune,  but  to  write  and  read  comes  by  Nature. 

Watch  1.  Both  which,  Mailer  Conftable—— 

D9gb.  You  have:  I  knew  it  would  be  your  Anfwer;  welJ^ 
for  your  Favour,  Sir,  why  give  God  thanks,  and  make  no  boaft 
of  it ;  and  for  your  Writing  and  Reading,  let  that  appear 
when  there  is  no  need  of  fuch  Vanity :  You  are  though; 
here  to  be  the  mioft  fenfelefs  and  fit  Man  for  the  Conft;U>le 
of  the  Watch,  therefore  bear  you  the  Lanthorn ;  this  is 
your  Charge:  You  fhall  comprehend  all  vagrom  Men,  you 
are  to  bid  any  Man  ftand  in  the  Prince's  Name. 

tVatch  2.  How  if  he  will  not  ftand? 

Dogb.  Why  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him  go^ 
and  prefently  call  the  reft  of  the  Watch  together,  and  th^k 
God  you  are  rid  of  a  Knave. 

Ferg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  js  noflf 
of  the  Prince's  Subjeds. 

Dogb.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but  the 
Prince's  Subje(3:s :  You  fh  all  alfo  make  no  Noife  in  the  Streets ; 
For,  for  the  Watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is  moft  tollerable» 
and  not  to  be  endur'd. 

Watch.  2.  We  will  rather  (leep  than  talk ;  we  know  what  be* 
longs  to  a  Watch.  ( 

Dogb.  Why  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft  quiet  Watch* 
man,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping  (hould  offend ;  only 
have  a  care  that  your  Bills  be  not  ftolen :  Well,  you  are  |K> 
call  at  all  the  Alehoufes,  and  bid  them  that  are  druiik  pt 
them  to  Bed. 
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Watch.  2.  How  if  they  will  not? 

Dogb.  Why  then  let  them  alone  'till  they  arc  feberj  if 
they  make  you  not  then  the  better  Anfwer,  you  may  iij 
they  are  not  the  Men  you  took  them  for* 

Watch.  1.  Well,  Sir. 

Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  Thief,  you  may  fu(pe<3;  him,  by  ver- 
tue  of  your  Office,  to  be  no  true  Man ;  and  for  fiich  kind 
of  Men,  the  lefs  you  meddle  oi*  make  with  them,  why  tk 
more  is  for  your  Honcfty. 

Watch.  1.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  Thief>  (hall  we  not  lay 
Hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb.  Truly  by  your  Office  you  may;  but  I  think  they 
that  touch  Pitch  will  be  defii'd:  The  moft  peaceable  way 
for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  Thief,  is,  to  let  him  ihew  hin- 
felf  what  he  is,  and  fteal  out  of  his  Company* 

Verg.  You  have  been  always  call'd  a  merciful  Mao,  Partner. 

Dogb.  Truly  I  would  not  hang  a  Dog  for  my  Will,  mudi 
more  a  Man  who  hath  any  Honeft]^  in  him. 

Verg.  If  you  hear  a  Cnild  cry  in  the  Nighr,  you  muft 
call  to  the  Nurfe,  and  bid  her  ftill  it. 

Watch.  2.  How  if  the  Nurfe  be  afleep,  and  will  not  hear  usi 

Dogb.  Why  then  depart  in  Peace,  and  let  the  Child  w^ak 
her  with  crying:  For  the  Ewe  that  will  not  hear  her 
Lamb  when  it  Baes,  will  never  anfwer  a  Calf  when  it 
Bleats. 

Ferg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  Charge:  You  Conftable  ire 
to  prefent  the  Prince's  own  Perfon,  if  you  meet  the  Prince  in 
the  Night  you  may  ftay  him. 

Perg.  Nay,  Birlady,  that  I  think  I  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  ShiUings  to  one  on*t  with  any  Man  that  knows 
the  Statutes,  he  may  ftay  him,  marry  not  without  the 
Prince  be  willing :  For  indeed  the  Watch  ought  to  o£Fenl 
no  Man ;  and  it  is  an  Offence  to  ftay  a  Man  againft  his 
Will. 

Ferg.  Birlady,  I  think  it  be  fo. 

Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  well  Mafters  good  Night,  and  thete  be 
any  Matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me»  keep  your  Fel- 
low's Counfel)  and  your  own,  and  good  Night;  come 
Neighbour. 
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Watch  2«  Well  Mafters,  we  hear  our  Charge^  let  us  go 
fit  here  upon  the  Church  Bench  'till  two,  and  then  all  to 
Bed.   . 

Dogb.  One  Word  more,  honeft  Neighbours.  I  pray  you 
watch  about  Signior  Leonatifs  Door,  for  the  Wedding  be- 
ing there  to  Morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to  Night;  adieu; 
be  vigilant  I  befeech  you.  [Exeunt.  ^ 

•   Enter  Borachio  ^nd  Comrade. 

Bord.  What,  Conrade, 

Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not.  \,^Jidei  ■ 

Bora.  Conrade  I  fay. 

Conr.  Here  Man>  I  am  zt  thy  Elbow. 

Bora.  Mafs  and  my  Elbow  itch'd  I  thought  there  would 
a  Scab  follow. 

Canr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  Anfwer  for  that,  and  now  foi> 
ward  thy  Tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  Pent*Houfe,  for  it 
drizlesRain^  and  I. will,  like  a  true  Drunkard,  utter  all  to 
thee. 

Watch.  Some  Treafon  Matters,  yet  ftand  clofe. 

Bora.  Therefore  know»  I  have  earned  of  Donjohmthoio,^^ 
fand  Ducats. 

Conr.  Is  it  poffible  that  any  Villany  fliould  be  fo  dearS 

Bora.  Thou  (houldft  rather  ask  if  it  were  poffible  any  Vil- 
lany ihould  befo  rich?  For  when  rich  Villains  have  need 
of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  Price  they  will. 

Conr.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora.  That  (hews  thou  art  unconfirmed,  thou  knoweft 
that  the  Fafhion  of  a  Doublet,  or  a  Hat,  or  a  Cloak,  is  no-, 
thing  to  a  Man. 

Conr.  Yes,  it  is  Apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean  the  Fafhion. 

Conr.  Yes  the  Fafhion  is  the  Fafhion. 

Bora.  Tufh,  I  may  as  well  fay  theFooPsthe  Fool, but 
feeft  thou  not  what  a  deformed  Thief  this  Fafliion  is? 

Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed,  a  has  been  a  vile  Thief 
thisfeven  Years;  a  goes  up  and  down  like  a  Gentleman:  Z 
remember  his  Name. 

B9ra.  Did 'ft  thou  not  hear  fpme  Bodyi 

Conr.  Koy  'twas  the  Vane  on  the  Hou(c» 
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Bord.  Seeft  thou  not,  I  (ay»  what  a  deformed  Thief  this 
Faihion  is,  how  giddy  he  turns  about  all  the  Hot*Ubod% 
between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty,  fometimes  faihionuf 
them  like  Pharo's  Soldiers  in  the  rechy  Paintings  fometimes 
like  god«i3^//'s  Priefis  in  the  old  Church-window,  fbntetimes 
like  uie  (haveiv  Hercules  in  the  fmirch'd  worm-eaten  Tape- 
flry,  where  his  Cod-piece  feems  as  maffie  as  his  Club. 
r-  Conr.  All  this  I  fee»  and  fee  that  the  Faihion  wears  out 
more  Apparel  than  the  Man ;  but  art  not  thou  thy  felf  gid- 
dy with  the  Faihion,  that  thou  haft  ihifted  out  or  thy  Talc 
into  telling  me  of  the  Fafhion? 

Bora.  Not  fo  neither,  but  know  that  I  have  to  Night 
wooed  Margaret^  the  Lady  Heroh  Geotlewomao,  by  the 
Name  of  Hero^  ihe  leans  me  out  at  her  Miftrefs's  Chamber 
Window*  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night— -i*«I  tell  this 
(Tale  vildly— I  ihould  firft  tell  thee  how  the  Prince^  CUtt 
diOf  and  my  Mafter,  planted  and  plac'd,  and  poflelTed  by 
my  Mafter  Don  John^  faw  afar  off  in  the  Orchard  this  ami* 
able  Encounter. 

Conr^  And  thought  thy  Margaret  was  Hero  f 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claeedio,  but  the 
Devil  my  Mafter  knew  ihe  was  Margaret ;  and  partly  by 
his  Oaths  which  firft  pofleft  them»  partly  by  the  dark  Night 
which  did  deceive  them^  but  chiefly  by  my  Villany,  which 
did  confirm  any  Slander  that  Don  John  had  maae,  away 
went  Qatidio  enraged,  fwore  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was 
appointed  next  Morning  at  the  Temple,  and  there»  before 
the  whole  Congregation  *  ihame  her  with  what  h^  iaw  o'er 
Kight,  and  fend  her  home  again  without  a  Husband. 

Watch  I.  We  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  Name  ftand* 

Watch  2.  Call  up  the  right  Mafter  Conftable»  we  have 
here  recovered  the  moft  dangerous  piece  of  Lechery  that 
ever  was  known  in  a  Common- wealth, 

Watch  I.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them,  I^know  himi 
he  wears  a  Lock. 

Coftr.  Mafters>  Mafters^ 

Watch  z.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I  war« 
rant  you. 

CopfT,  Mafters,  never  fpeak,  wf  charge  yo^  let  us  obey 
yoij  JO  gp  yitb  us. 
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Bora.  Wc  arc  like  to  prove  a  goodly  Commodity,  being 
t^en  up  of  thefe  Mens  Bills. 

Offr.  A  Commodity  in  queftion  I  warrant  yon,  come 
ye*ll  obey  you.  [^Excum. 

inter  Hero,  Margaret  and  Urfnla. 

Hero.  Good  Vrfula  wake  my  Coufin  Beatricey  and  dc- 
i^re  her  to  rife. 

Vrfu.  I  will.  Lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Vrfu.  Well. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think  your  other  Kebato  were  better. 

Hero.  No  pray  thee  good  Megy  I'll  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my. Troth's  not  fo  good,  and  I  warrant  your 
Coufin  will  fay  fo. 

Hero.  ]VJy  Coufin*s  a  Fool,  and  thou  art  another^  Til 
wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  Tire  within  excellently,  if  the 
Hair  were  a  Thought  browner;  and  your  Gown*s  a  moft 
rare  Faihion  i'faith,  I  faw  the  Dutchefs  o£  Milan's  6own, 
that  they  praife  fo. 

Hero.  O  that  exceeds,  they  fay. 

Marg.  By  my  Troth's  but  a  Night-Gown  in  refped  of 
yours;  Cloth  a  Gold  and  Cuts,  and  lac'd  with  Silver|  fet 
with  Pearls  down-fleeves,  fide-fleeves  and  Skirts,  round,  un- 
derborn  with  a  blueifh  Tinfef ;  but  for  a  fine,  queint,  grace- 
ful and  excellent  Fafiiion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  Toy  to  wear  it,  for  my  Heirt  is  ux- 
ccedmg  heavy. 

Marg.  Twill  be  heavier  foon,  by  the  weight  of  a  Man. 
'  Hero.  Fie  upon  thee,  art  not  afham'd  ? 

Marg.  Of  what.  Lady?  of  fpeaking  honourably  ?  Is  not 
Marriage  honourable  in  a  Beggar?  Is  not  your  Lord  ho- 
nourable without  Marriage?  I  think  you  would  have  me 
fay»  faving  your  Reverence  a  Husband :  And  bad  thinking 
do  not  wreu  true  fpeaking»  1*11  offend  no  Body,  is  tfiere 
any  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a  Husband?  None  1  think,  and 
it  pe  the  right  Husband,  and  the  right  Wife,  other wifi^  'tis 
ligH(  and  not  heavy ;  ask  iny  Lady  Beatrice  elfey  here  ihe 
cojnefj 
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Ent^r  Beatrice.     ^ 

Herol  @ood  Morrow,  Coz. 

Beat.  Good  Morrow,  fweet  Hera. 

Hero.  Why  how  now?'  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick  Tunci 

Beau  I  am  out  of  all  other  Tune  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap's  into  I^ight  a  Love  (that  goes  without  a 
Burden,)  do  you  fing  ir,  and  1*11  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yes  light  a  love  with  your  Heels,  then  if  yonr 
Husband  have  Stables  enough,  you'll  look  he  fhall  lacx  oo 
Barns. 

^4rg»  O  illegitimate  Confl;ru(^ion !  I  fcorn  that  with 
my  Heels. 

Beau  'Tis  almoft  five  a  Clock,  Coufin ;  'tis  tiqie  yon 
were  ready :  By  my  troth  I  am  exceeding  ill,  hey  ho  I 

Marg.  For  a  Hawk,  a  Horfe,  or  a  Husband  ? 

Beat.  For  the  Letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

Marg.,  Well,  and  you.be  not  turn'd  Turl^  there^s  no  more 
failing  by  the  Star, 

B^at.  What  me^ns  the  Fool,  trow  ? 

Marg.  Nothing  I,  but  God  fend  every  one  their  Hearts 
Defire. 

Hero.  Thefe  Gloves  the  Count  fent  me,  they  are  an  ex- 
cellent Perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  ftuft,  Cbufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Marg.  A  Maid  and  f^uft  I  there's  a  goodly  catchjog  ^f 
Cold. 

Beat.  Q  God  help  me>  God  help  me^  how  long  have 
you  profeft  Apprehenfion? 

Marg.  Ever  iince  you  left  it;  doth  not  my  Wit  be(;oiDe 
me  rarely. 

Beat.  It  is  not  feen  enough,  you  ihould  wear  \xk  your 
Cap.    By  ipy  troth  I  am  fick. 

Marg.  Get  you  fome  of  this  diftill'd  Carduus  BemeJiSMh 
and  lay  it  to  your  Heart,  it  is  the  only  thing  for  a  QiialliU 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  Thiftle. 

Beat.  BenediElus  f  why  Benedi^us  I  You  have  toTfkt  Mo- 
ral in  this  Benedi£lus. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no  by  my  troths  I  have  no  ino%*aI  nocan- 
ing>  I  meant  plain  Hofy-Thiftle;  you  inay  think  perchan^ 
that  I  think  you  are  in  Love,  nay  birlady  I  am  not  fiich  i 
foQl  to  think  what  I  li|l,  qpr  I  lift  not  to  think  what  I  can, 
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nor  indeed  I^  cannot  thinks  if  I  would  think  my  Heart  out 
of  thinking,  that  you  are  in  Love,  or  that  you  will  be  JQ 
J^ove,  or  that  you  can  be  in  Love:  Yet  Benedick  was  fuch 
another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  Man ;  he  fwore  he  wpul4 
never  marry,  and  yet  now  in  defpight;  of  his  Heart  he  eats 
his  Meat  without  grudging,  and  how  you  may  be  convert"* 
fed  I  know  not,  but  methinks  you  look  with  your  £ye$  as 
Other  Women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  thy  Tongue  keeps  ? 

Marg.  Kot  a  falfe  Gallop. 

Enter  Urfula.. 

Vrfu.  Madam,  withdraw;  the  Prince,  the  Count,  Sig^ 
nior  Benedick^  Don  yohn>  and  all  the  Gallants  of  the  Town 
are  come  to  fetch  you  to  Church, 

Hero.  Help  to  drefs  me,  good  Coz,  good  Meg^  good 
Vrfula.  [Exetint. 

Enter  Leonato,  with  Dogberry  and  Verges* 

Leon.  What  would  you  with  rhe,  horieft  Neighbour? 

Vpgb.  Marry  Sir  I  would  have  feme  Confidence  with 
you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief  I  pray  you,  for  you  fee  'tis  a  bufie  time 
with  me. 

Dogb.  Marry  this  it  is.  Sir. 

Verg.  Yes  in  truth  it  is.  Sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  Friends  ? 

Do'gb.  Goodman  f^ergesy  Sir,  /peaks  a  little  of  the  matter,^ 
^n  old  Man,  Sir,  and  his  Wits  are  not  fo  blunt^  as,  God 
help,  I  would  defire  they  were,  but  in  faith  honeft  as  thq 
Skin  between  his  Brows. 

Ferg.  Yes  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any  man  li- 
ving that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter  than  I. 

bogb.  Comparifons  are  odorous,  palabras.  Neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Pogb.  It  plejtfes  your  Worftiip  to  fay  fOj  but  we  are  the 
poor  Duke's  Officers;  but  truly  for  mine  own  part,  if  I 
Were^^  tedious  as  a  King,  I  c6uld  find  in  my  heart  to  be* 
flow  it  all  of  your  Worfhip. 

Leon.  All  thy  Tedioufnefs  on  me  I  ah '— • 
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Vogb.  Yea>  and  'twere  a  thoufand  times  more  than  ^t%i 
for  I  near  as  good  Exclamation  on  your  Wor(hip  as  of  any 
Man  in  the  City»  and  tho'  I  be  but  a  poor  IVIan,  I  am  ghd 
%p  hear  it. 

V'erg.  And  fo  am  L 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  hy. 
Verg.  Marry,  Sir,  our  Watch  to  Nighlt*  excepting  your 
Worihip's  Prelence*  have  jtane  a  couple  of  as  arrant  Knaves 
as  any  in  McJJina. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  Man,  Siy\  he  will  be  talking  as  they  lay, 
when  the  Age  is  in,  the  Wit  is  out,  God  help  us>  it  is  a 
World  to  fee :  Well  faid  i*faith.  Neighbour   Firgei^  well, 
!God's  a  good  Man,  and  two  Men  rides  an  Horfe,  one  muft 
ride  behind,  an  bopeft  Soul  i*faith  Sir,  by  my  Troth  he  i^ 
as  ever  broke  Bread,  but  God  is  to  be  wor(hipt|  all  Mci 
W  not  alike,  alas  good  Neighbour. 
Leon.  Indeed  Neighbour  he  comes  too  (hprt  of  you. 
Dogb.  Gifts  that  God  gives. 
Leon^  I  muft  leave  you. 

Dogb.  One  word.  Sir,  our  Watch  have  indeed  coQapit- 
hended  two  afpicious  Perfons,  and  we  would  have  them  this 
Morning  examined  before  your  Worfliip. 

Leon.  Take  their  Examination  your  felf,  and  bring  it  me^ 
I  am  now  in  great  hafte>  as  may  appear  unto  you* 
Dogb.  It  ihall  be  fuffigance. 
Lton.  Drink  feme  Wine  e'er  you  go:  Fare  you  ^elL 

Enter  4  JHeJfenger. 
Meff.  My  Lord,  they  ftay  for  you  to  give  your  Daaghter 
to  her  Husband. 

Leon.  I'll  wait  upon  them.    I  am  ready.     \Ex.  Leooato. 

I>ogb.  Go  good  Partner,  go  get  you  to  Francis  Sea^asUf  bid 

him  bring  his  Pen  and  Irdkhorn  to  the  Goal;  we  are  flow  to 

fxamine  thofe  Men. 

yirg.  And  we  muft  do  it  wifely. 

Dogb.  We  will  fpare  for  no  Wit  I  warrant  you;  here's  that 

fltall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a  non-come,  only  get  the  leimM 

Writer  to  fet  down  our  £xcommupic^tiop>  and  meet  me  at 

the  Goal.       '   "'  Ifixum^, 


Jicx 
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A  C  T  IV,      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Etatr  D*  Pedro,  JD.  John«  LeonatO;»  Frier,  Claudio,  Beocdid^ 

Hero  and  Beatrice. 

Li9».  /^  O  M  E  Frier  Francis^  be  brief,  only  to  the  phin 
V^  form  of  Marriage,  and  you  (hall  recount  their 
particular  Duties  afterwards. 

Frier.  You  come  hither,  my  Lord,  to  marry  this  Lady. 

CUmd.  No, 

Le9H.  To  be  marry'd  to  her,  Frier,  you  come  to  marry 
lier* 

Frier.  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  marry'd  to  the 
Omnt. 

Hero.  I  do, 
^    Frier.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  Impediment 
why  you  ftiould  not  be  conjoin'd,  I  charge  you  on  your 
Soius  to  utter  it. 

CUmd..  Know  you  any.  Here  ? 

Here.  None,  my  Lord. 

Fridr.  Know  you  any.  Count  ? 

Leeti.  I  dare  make  his  Anfwer,  N6ne. 
.    Qdud.  O  what  Men  dare  do  (  what  Men  may  do !  what 
Men  daily  do ! 

Bm^.  How  now  I  Interjeftions?  why  then,  (bme  be  of 
laughitig,  asha>ha,  he. 

Clamd.  Stand  thee  by.  Frier :  Father  by  your  Leav^ 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconftrained  Soul 
Give  me  this  Maid  your  Daughter? 

Leen.  As  freely.  Son,  as  ©cS  did  give  her  me. 

QMd.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whofe  worth 
May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  @ift? 

Pedro.  Nothing>  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 

Cldod.  Sweet  Prince,  vou  learn  me  nd>le  Thankfulnels  t . 
.   ThtxcLeendtOj  take  her  oack  again. 
Give  not  this  rotten  Orange  to  your  Friend, 
Sjie*!  but  the  fign  and  femblance  of  her  Honour : 
^  Behold  fatiiw  like  a  Maid  iheblu(hes  here! 
O  what  authority  and  Ibew  of  Truth 

' £an  j^uoniiig  Sw covw it f(4f  witbill 
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Comes  not  that  Blood>  as  modeft  Evidence^ 
To  witncfs  fimple  Virtue?  would  you  not  fweoTy 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  fhe  were  a  Maid* 
By  thefe  exterior  Shews?  But  fhe  is  none: 
She  knows  the  Meat  of  a  luxurious  Bed; 
Her  Blufh  is  Guiltinefs,  not  Modefty. 

Leofu  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  marry 'd> 
Not  knit  my  Soul  to  an  approved  Wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  Lord>  if  you  in  your  ow|i  Proof  . 
Have  vanquifli'd  the  Refiftance  of  her  Youth, 
And  made  Defeat  of  her  Virginity 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  (ay :  If  I  have  known  her, 
You  wiU,  fay>  ihe  did  embrace  me  as  a  Husband» 
And  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  Sin.     No,  Leonato^ 
I  never  tempted  her  with  Word  too  large. 
But  as  a  Brother  to  his  Sifter,  fhew'd 
Bafliful  Sincerity,  and  comely  Love, 

Hero.  And  feem*d  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Chtud.  Out  on  thee  feeming«  I  will  write  againft  it^^ 
You  feem  to  me  as  DUn  in  her  Orb, 
As  chafte  as  is  the  Bud  e'er  it  be  blown : 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  Blood 
Than  Venus^  or  thofe  pamper'd  Animals 
That  rage  in  favage  Senfuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  (b  wide? 

Leon.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak  not  you  ? 

Vedro.  What  fliould  I  fpeak? 
I  ftand  di(honour'd>  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  Friend  to  a  common  Stale. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  / 

John.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken^  and  thefe  things  are  true* 

Bern*  This  looks  not  like  a  Nuptial. 

Hero.  True  I  O  God  J 

CUud.  Leonato,  ftand  I  here? 
Is  this  the  Prince?  Is  this  the  Prince's  Brother? 
Is  this  Face  Hero's  ?  Are  our  Eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  fo;  but  what  of  this,  my  Lord? 

Cla$U.  Let  me  but  move  one  Queftionto  y our  Daughtert 
And  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  Power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwcr  truly. 
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Leon.  I  charge  thee  clo  (o,  as  thou  art  my  Child^ 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  I  befet ! 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

Leon.  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  Naifle. 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  who  can  blot  that  Nime 
With  any  juft  Reproach  ? 

Claud,  Marry  that  can  Heroy 
Hero  her  felf  can  blot  out  Heros  Virtue. 
What  Man  was  he  talkt  with  you  yefternight. 
Out  at  your  Window  betwixt  twelve  and  one? 
Now  if  you  are  a  Maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  Man  at  that  Hour,  my  Lord. 

Padro*  Why  then  you  are  no  Maiden.    Leonato, 
I  am  forry  you  muft  hear;  upon  mine  Honour, 
My  felf>  my  Brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  Hour  laft  Nighr^ 
Talk  with  a  RuflBan  at  her  Chamber  window. 
Who  hath  indeed*  moft  like  a  liberal  Villain^ 
Confefs'd  the  vile  Encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

John.  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  nam'd,  i^y  Lord, 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of. 

There  is  not  Chaftity  enough  in  Language, 
Without  Offence,  to  utter  them:  Thus,  pretty  Lady 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  Mifgovernment. 

Claud.  O  Hero  I  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been. 
If  half  thy  outward  Graces  had  been  plac*d 
About  the  Thoughts  and  Counfels  of  thy  Heart  ? 
But  fare  thee  well,  moft  foul,  moft  fair,  farewel 
Thou  pure  Impiety,  and  impious  Purity; 
For  thee  Til  lock  up  all  the  Gates  of  Love, 
And  on  my  Eyelids  fhall  Conjedure  hang. 
To  turn  all  Beauty  into  Thoughts  of  Harm> 
And  never  ftiall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon.  Hath  no  Man's  Dagger  here  a  Point  forme? 

Beat.  Why  how  now  Coufin,  wherefore  fink  you  down? 

John.  Come,  let  us  go;  thefe  things  come  thus  to  light 
Smother  her  Spirits  up.  [Eat^.D.  Pedro,  D.  John  4»^  Claud. 

Bene.  How  doth  the  Lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead  I  think :  Help,  Uncle. 
JKra/  why  Hctp!  Uncle  I  SigniotBfnedickJ  Frier  I 
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Le$n.  O  Fate  I  take  not  away  thy  heavy  Hand, 
Death  is  the  faireft  Cover  for  her  Shame 
^That  may  be  wifh'd  for. 

Beat.  How  now,  Coufin  Hero  f 

Frier.  Have  Comfort*  Lady. 

Leon.  Doft  thou  look  up? 

Frier.  Yea^  wherefore  fhould  /he  not? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?  Why  doth  not  every  earthly  thiog 
Cry  (hame  upon  her?  Could  ihe  here  deny 
The  Story  that  is  printed  in  her  Blood  ? 
Do  not  live,  Hero^  do  not  ope  thine  eyes :  * 

For  did  I  think  thou  wouldft  not  quickly  die^  ^ 

1  *hought  I  thy  Spirits  were  fironger  than  thy  Sliames^ 
]My  felf  would  on  the  Rereward  of  Reproaches 
Stnke  at  thy  Life.     Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  Nature^s  frame  ? 
I've  one  too  much  by  thee.     Why  had  I  one? 
Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  Eyes? 
Why  had  not  I,  with  charitable  Hand, 
Took  up  a  Beggar's  Iffue  at  my  Gates; 
Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir'd  with  Infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine. 
This  Shame  derives  it  felf  from  unknown  Loins  ? 
But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd*  and  mine  I  prais*d« 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  much 
That  I  my  felf  was  to  my  felf  not  mine. 
Valuing  of  her;  why  (he,  O  ihe  is  fall'n 
Into  a  Pit  of  Ink,  that  the  wide  Sea 
Hath  Drops  too  few  to  wa(h  her  clean  again^ 
And  Salt  too  little,  which  may  Seafon  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  Flefh. 

Bene.  Sir,  Sir,  be  patient ;  for  my  part,  I  am  ib  attired 
in  Wonder,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O  on  my  Soul  my  Coufin  is  bely'd. 

Bene.  Lady,  were  you  her  Bedfellow  laft  Night? 

Beat.  No  truly,  not ;  altho*  until  laft  Night 
I  have  this  Twelvemonth  been  her  Bedfellow* 

Leon.  Confirm*d,  confirmed  1  O  that  is  ftronger  made* 
Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  Ribs  of  Iron. 
Would  the  Prince  lie  ?  and  CUmdio  would  he  lie^ 
Who  k}v'd  her  fo»  that  fpeaking  of  her  FoulacTs* 

"3  "  "       WaOi'd 
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Wafti'd  it  with  Tears  ?  Hence  from  her,  let  her  die. 

Frier.  Hear  me  a  little,  for  I  have  only  been  <i]^nt  fo  longi 
and  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  Fortune,    by  noting  of 
the  Lady.    I  have  mark'd 
A  thoufand  blufiiing  Apparitions 
To  ftart  into  her  Face,  a  thoufand  innocent  Shames 
In  Angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  Bluihes^ 
.  And  in  her  Eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  Fire 
■  To  burn  the  Errors  that  thefe  Princes  hold 
Againft  her  Maiden  Truth.    Call  me  a  Fool, 
Truft  not  my  Reading,  nor  my  Obfervations^ 
Which  with  experimental  Seal  doth  warrant 
The  tenure  of  my  Book;  truft  not  my  Age, 
^  My  Reverence,  Calling,  nor  Divinity, 
If  this  fweet  Lady  lye  not  guiklefs  here. 
Under  fome  biting  Error. 

Liofg.  Frier,  it  cannot  be ; 
Thou  feeft  that  all  the  Grace  that  (he  hath  left. 
Is,  that  (he  will  not  add  to  her  Damnation 
A  Sin  of  Perjury,  (he  not  denies  it: 
Why  feck'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  Excufe^ 
That  which  appears  in  proper  Nakednefs  ?  \ 

Frier.  Lady,  what  Man  is  he  yoii  are  accus'd  of? 
Hero.  They  know  that  do  accufe  me,  1  know  none : 
If  I  know  more  of  any  Man  alive 
Than  that  which  maiden  Modefty  doth  warranty. 
Let  all  my  Sins  lack  Mercy.    O  my  Father, 
Prove  you  that  any  Man  with  me  conversed 
At  Hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yefternight 
Maintain'd  the  Change  of  Words  with  any  Creature, 
Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  Death. 

Frier.  There  is  (bme  ftrange  Mifprifion  in  the  Prince^ 
Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  Honour, 
And  if  their  Wifdoms  be  mifs-led  in  this. 
The  Praftice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  Baftard, 
Whofe  Spirits  toil  in  frame  of  Villanies. 

Leoft.  I  know  not:  If  they  fpeak  but  Truth  of  heri 
Thefe  Hands  (hall  tear  her;  if  they  wrong  her  Honour^,' 
The  proudeft  of  them  (hall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dry*d  this  Blood  of  minet 
Nor  Age  fo  eat  up  my  Invention^ 
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Nor  Fortune  made  fuch  Havock  of  my  Means, 

iiot  my  bad  Life  reft  me  fo  much  of  Friends^ 

But  they  fliall  find  awak'd  in  fuch  a  kind. 

Both  Strength  of  Limb,  and  Policy  of  Mind, 

Ability  in  Means,  and  Choice  of  Friends, 

To  quit  me  of  them  thoroughly. 
Frier,  Paufe  a  while. 

And  let  my  Counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. ' 

Your  Daughter  here  the  Princefs  (left  for  dead) 

Let  her  awhile  be  fecretly  kept  in. 

And  publifh  it  that  fhe  is  dead  indeed : 

Maintain  a  mourning  Oflentation, 

And  on  your  Family's  old  Monument 

Hang  mournful  Epitaphs,  and  do  all  Rites 

That  appertain  unto  a  Burial. 

Leon.  What  (hall  become  of  this?  what  will  this  do? 
Frier.  Marry,  this  well  carry 'd,  (hall  on  her  behalf 

Change  Slander  to  Remorfe,  that  is  fome  good : 

But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  ftrange  courfe* 

But  on  this  Travel  look  for  greater  Birth : 

She  dying,  as  it  njuft  be  (b  maintained, 

\Jpon  the  Inftant  that  (he  was  accus'd. 

Shall  be  lamented,  pity'd,  and  excus'd 

Of  every  Hearer:  For  fo  it  falls  out. 

That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worthy 

Whiles  we  enjoy  it;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft. 

Why  then  we  rack  the  Value,  then  we  find 

The  Virtue  that  FoflTeflion  would  not  (hew  us 

Whilft  it  was  ours;  fo  will  it  fare  with  Claudioi 

When  be  (hall  hear  (he  dy'd  upon  his  Words, 

Th'  Idea  of  her  Life  (hall  fweetly  creep 

Into  his  Study  of  Imagination^ 

And  every  lovely  Organ  of  her  Life 

Shall  come  apparel'd  in  more  precious  Habit; 

More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  Life> 

Into  the  Eye  and  Profped  of  his  Soul, 

Than  when  (he  liv'd  indeed.   Then  (hall  he  mournj 

If  ever  Love  had  Intereft  in  his  Liver, 

And  wi(h  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her; 

No,  tho*  he  thought  his  Accufation  true: 

Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  Succefs 

Win 
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Will  fafliiion  the  Event  in  better  Shape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  Aim  but  this  be  level'd  falfe^ 

The  Suppofition  of  the  Lady's  Death 

Will  quench  the  Wonder  of  her  Infamy. 

And  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her^ 

As  beft  befits  her  wounded  Reputation^ 

In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  Life^ 

Out  of  all  Eyes,  Tongues,  Minds,  and  Injurin^b 

Bene.  Signior  Leonato^  let  the  Frier  adrife  yoU| 
And  tho'  you  know  my  Inwardnefs  and  Love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Clatedia, 
Yet,  by  mine  Honour>  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  fecretly  and  juftly,  as  your  Soul 
Should  with  your  Body. 

Leon.  Being  that  I  flow  in  @rie^ 
The  finalleft  Twine  may  lead  me. 

Frier^  'Tis  well  confented*  prefentiv  away^ 
For  to  ftrange  Sores,  ftrangely  they  ftrain  the  Cure: 
Come  Lady,  die  to  live ;  this  Wedding-Day 
Perhaps  is  but  prolonged,  have  Patience  add  endure.  [JExiftnh 

Manent  Benedick  and  Beatrice* 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  i 

Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer*. 

Bene.  I  will  not  defire  that. 

Beat.  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely* 

Bene.  Surely  I  do  believe  your  fair  Coufin  it  wrongM* 

Beat,  Ah  how  much  might  the  Man  deferve  of  i&e  that 
would  right  her  I 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  (hew  filch  FriendthipS 

Beat.  A  very  even  wa^,  but  no  fuch  Friend. 

Bene.  May  a  Man  do  it? 

Beat.  It  is  a  Man's  Office,  but  not  yours. 

Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  World  fo  well  ^s  yott;  is 
not  that  ftrange? 

Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  knoW  mt;  it  were  as 
poilible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you;  but 
believe  me  not ;  and  yet  I  lye  not;  I  confefs  nothing,  nor 
I  deny  nothing:  I  am  forry  for  my  CouHn. 

Bene.  By  my  Sword,  Beatrice^  thou  lov'fk  me* 

Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it  and  eat  it. 

VoL,L      '  -      -        V.g  b  UtH^t 
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Bene.  I  will  fwear  by  it  that  you  love  me;  and  I  will 
make  him  eat  it  that  fays  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  cat  your  Word? 
Bene.  With  no  Sauce  that  can  be  devis'd  to  it;  I  pcoteft 
I  love  thee* 

Beat.  Wby  then  God  forgive  me. 

Bene.  What  Offence,  f wcet  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  have  ftay'd  me  in  a  happy  Hour;  I  was  about 
to  proteft  I  lov'd  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  Heart. 

Beat.  I  lore  you  with  fo  much  of  my  Heart,  that  noae 
is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  Come  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Clat$dio. 

Bene.  Ha  1  not  for  the  wide  World. 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny ;  farewcL 

Bene.  Tarry,  fweet  Beatrice^ 

Beat.  I  am  gone  tho'  I  am  here;  there  is  no  Love  in  you; 
flay  I  pray  you  let  me  go. 

Bene,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  In  faith  I  will  go. 

Bene.  Well  be  Friends  firft. 

Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  Friends  with  me*  than  fight 
with  mine  Enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudie  thine  Enemy? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  aVillain,  that  hath 
flander*d,  fcom*d»  difhonour'd  my  Kinfwoman  ?  O  that  I 
were  a  Man  1  What,  bear  her  in  Hand  until  they  come  to 
take  Hands,  and  then  with  publick  Accufation,  uncovcr'd 
Slander,  unmittigated  Rancour— -—O  God  that  I  were  aMao» 
I  would  eat  his  Heart  in  the  Market  Place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  Man  out  at  a  Window— a  prcq^cr  Say- 
ing- 

Bene.  Nay  but  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Sweet  Herol  (he  is  wrong'd,  ihe  is  flaoder!^  At  is 
undone. 

Bwf.  But—— 

Bestt.  Princes  and  Counties  I  furely  a  princely  Teftima* 
nv,  a  goodly  Count*Comfed,  a  fweet  <Sallant  fiirely;  O 
that  t  were  a  Man.fbr  his  likel  or  that  I  had  aoy  Friend 

would 
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would  be  a  Man  for  my  fake  I  But  Manhood  is  dieited  in- 
to Carteties,  Valour  into  Coroplimcnr,  and  Men  are  only 
turn'd  into  Tongue*  and  trim  ones  too;  he  is  now  as  vali- 
nx  zs  IiercHles»  that  only  tells  a  Lie»  and  fwearsit;  I  can* 
not  be  a  Man  with  wifhing,  therefore  I  will  die  a  Womao 
with  grieving. 

'B^fte.  Tarry  good  Beatrice;  by  this  Hand  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  Love  fome  other  way  than  fwearing 
by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  Soul  the  Count  CUudi^  hath 
wrong'd  Her9\ 

Beat.  Yea»  as  fure  as  I  have  a  Thought  or  a  Soul. 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engag'd,  I  will  chaSenge  hiiDj  I 
win  kifi  your  Hand>  and  fo  leave  you;  by  this  Hand,  Ctau* 
dio  (hall  render  me  dear  Account;  as  you  hear  of  me^  fb 
think  of  mt\  go  comfort  your  Coufin^  I  muft  fay  (he  is 
dad,  and  (o  fareweU  [Estemnt. 

Emtfr  Dogberry,  Virges*  Borachio^  Conradc^  th^  Tnm^ 

»^  Clerkand  Sexton  in  Gowns. 

To.  Q.  Is  our  whole  Difltmbly  appeared  f 

Dog.  O  a  Stool  and  Cufliion  tor  the  Sexton. 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  Malefaftors? 

Virg.  Marry  that  am  I*  and  my  Partner. 

Dog.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  Exhibition  to 
examine. 

Sexiooh  But  which  are  the  Offenders  that  are  to  be  ex- 
amined! Let  them  come  before  Mafl«r  Conftable. 

7#.  CI.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me ;  what  is 
your  Name  Friend  ? 

Bmra.  Borachio. 

T0.[CI.  Pray  wrke  down  Borachio.  Yours  Sirrah  ? 

Conr.  I  am  a  Gentleman  Sir,  and  my  Name  is  Cmrade^ 

To.CL  Write  down  Mafter  Gentleman,  C!9ffr4^;  Mafters, 
do  you  ferve  God?  M afters,  it  is  proved  already  that  you 
are  little  better  than  falfe  Khaves,   and  it  will  go  hear  to  bt 
•  thought  fo  ftiortly ;  how  anfwer  you  for  your  felves{ 

Cmr.  Marry,  Si ,  we  fay  we  are  none.. 

70..CL  A  marvellous  witty  Fellow  I  aifure  you,  but  I 
#ffl  go  about  with  him.  Come  you  hither.  Sirrah,  a  Word 
in  your  Ear,  Sir{  I  fay  to  you,  it  is  thought  you  ire  falfe 
Knaves. 

B  b  2  I^QT^ 
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'    Bora^  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

To.  CI.  Well,  Stand  afide,  'fore  God  they  are  both  in  t 
Tale;  have  you  writ  down  they  are  none? 

Sexton.  Mafter  Town-Clerk,  you  go  not  the  way  to  en- 
mine,  you  muft  call  the  Watch  that  are  their  Accufers^ 

To.  CL  Yea,  marry  that's  the  eaGeft  Way,  let  the  Watck 
come  forth;  Matters,  I  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  Name 
accufe  thefe  Men. 

I  ff^utch.  This  Man  faid.  Sir,  that  Don  Johfty  the  Prince's 
Brother,  was  a  Villain. 

To.  CL  Write  down.  Prince  John  a  Villain;  why  this  is 
flat  Perjury,  to  call  a  Prince's  Brother  Villain. 

Bora.  Mafter  Town-Clerk. 

To.  CI.  Pray  thee  Fellow  Peace,  I  do  not  like  thy  Looky  I 
promife  thee. 

SextoHy  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 

z  Watch.  Marry,  That  he  had  received  a  thoufand  Du- 
cats of  Don  Johny  for  the  accufing  the  Lady  Hero  wroog- 
fully. 

Kemp.  Flat  Burglary  as  ever  was  committcdr 

Dog.  Yea  by  th'  Mais  that  it  is^ 

Sexton.  What  elfe  Fellow  ? 

1  Watch.  And  that  Count  Claiutio  did  mean,  upon  kis 
Words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  Affembly,  aod 
not  marry  her. 

To.  CL  O  Villain  {  thou  ^ilt  be  condemned  into  everhfl- 
ing  Redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  elfe  i 

2  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more  Mafters  than  ]rou  can  denji 
Prince  ^ohn  is  this  Morning  fecretly  ftoFn  away :  Hero  was 
in  this  manner  accus'dr  in  this  very  manner  refus'd^  aid 
upon  the  Grief  of  this  fuddenly  dy*d.  Mafter  ConOable, 
lefe  thefe  Men  be  bounds  and  brought  to  Leonata;  I  willg<> 
before,  and  (hew  him  their  Examination. 
,    Dog..  Come,  let  them  be  c^inion'd. 

Sexton.  Let  them  be  in  the  Hands  ofCoxcomk       f^Ejtii. 

Dog.  God's  my  Life,  where*s  the  Sexton?  Let  him 
write  down  the  Prince's  Officer  Coxcomh  com^  bini 
them,  thou  naughty  Varlet. 

Conr^ 
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Conr.  Away,  you  are  an  Afs,  you  are  an  Afs. 

Ptff .  Doft  thou  not  fufpcft  my  Place?  doft  thou  not 
fiifpea  my  Years  ?  O  that  he  were  here  to  write  me  dowa 
an  Afs !  But  Mailers,  remember  that  I  am  an  Afs,  tho*  it 
be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that  I  am  an  Afs;  no 
thou  Villain,  thou  art  full  of  Piety,as  (hall  be  prov'd  upon 
thee  by  good  Witnefs,  I  am  a  wife  Fellow,  and  which  is 
more^  an  Officer;  and  which  is  more  an  Houfh older;  and 
which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  Piece  of  Flefh  as  any  in  McffinM^ 
and  one  that  knows  the  Law,  go  to,  and  a  rich  Fellow 
enough,  go  to,  and  a  Fellow  that  hath  had  Lofles,  and  one 
that  hath  two  Gowns,  and  every  thing  handfome  about 
him*  bring  him  away;  O  that  I  had  been  writ  down  an 
A&  ,        [Exit. 


A  C  T   V.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

AfttSTP  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  your  fclf, 
X  And  'tis  not  Wifdom  thus  to  fecond  Crieff 

Againft  your  felf, 
Leon.  I  pray  thee  ceafe  thy  Counfel, 

Which  falls  into  mine  Bars  as  profitlefs 

As  Water  in  a  Sieve ;  give  not  me  Counfel^ 

Nor  let  no  Comfort  elfe  delight  mine  Ear, 

But  fuch  a  one  whofe  Wrongs  doth  fute  with  mine. 

Bring  me  a  Father  that  fo  lov'd  his  Child, 

Whofe  Toy  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine. 

And  hid  him  fpeak  of  Patience ; 

Meafure  his  Woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine. 

And  let  it  anfwer  every  Strain  for  Strain; 

As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  Grief  for  fucb. 

In  every  I^ineament,  Branch,  Shape,  andFoni^; 
'  If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftroke  his  Beard, 
'  And  hollow,  wag,  cry  hem,  when  he  (hould  groai^. 

Patch  <Srief  with  Proverbs,  make  Misfortune  aruhk| 

With  Candle- wafters;  brii^  hiiq  yet  to  met 

A^  I  of  ^im  will  gather  Patience. 

Bbj  >xwv 
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But  there  is  no  fuch  Man;  for  Brother,  Men 
Can  council,  and  give  Comfort  to  that  Grief 
Which  they  themfelves  not  feel>  but  tafting  it. 
Their  Counfel  turns  to  Paffion,  which  before 
Would  give  preceptial  Medicine  to  Rage, 
Fetter  ftrong  Madnefs  in  a  filken  Thready 
Charm  Ach  with  Air,  and  Agony  with  Words. 
No,  noj  'tis  all  Mens  Office,  to  fpeak  Patience 
To  thofe  that  wring  under  the  Load  of  Sorrow ; 
But  no  Man's  Virtue  nor  Sufficiency 
To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  (hall  endure 
The  like  himfelf ;  therefore  give  me  no  Counfel, 
My  Griefs  cry  louder  than  Advertifement. 

^Ant.  Therein  do  Men  from  Children  nothing  differ* 

Leon.  I  pray  thee  Peace,  I  will  be  Flefh  and  Blood, 
For  there  was  never  yet  Philofopher, 
That  could  endure  the  Tooth-ach  patiently ; 
However  they  have  writ  the  Stile  of  Gods, 
And  made  a  pufh  at  Chance  and  Sufferance. 

Ant.  Yet  berid  not  all  the  Harm  upon  your  felf. 
Make  thofe  that  do  offend  you  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'tt  Reafon,  nay  I  will  do  (o. 
My  Soul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  bely'd, 
And  that  fhall  CUudio  know,  fo  fhall  the  Prince, 
And  all  of  them  that  thus  difhonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  CUudio  haftily* 

Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den, 

Claud;  Good  Day  to  both  of  you. 

Leon.  Hear  you,  my  Lords ! 

Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,  Leonato. 

Leon.  Some  hafte,  my  Lord  I  well  fare  you  well,  my  Lord* 
Are  you  fo  hafty  now?  well  all  is  one. 

Pedro.  Nay  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  Man. 

Ant.  If  he  could  right  himfelf  with  quarrelliDgy 
Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 

Claud*  Who  wrongs  him? 

Leon,  Marry  thou  doft  wrong  me,  thou  Difl^emUcr  thou : 
Nay  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  Sword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

CUud. 
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CUtul.  Marry  be(hrew  my  Hand, 
If  it  ihould  give  your  Age  fuch  Caufe  of  Fear; 
Infaith  my  Hand  meanr  nochi.  g  to  my  Sword. 

Leoft.  Tuih,  tu(h,  Man,  ne^er  fleer  and  jeft  at  me» 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  Dorard  nor  a  Foo], 
As  under  Privilege  of  Age  to  brag. 
What  I  have  done,  being  young,  or  what  would  do^ 
Were  I  not  old:  Know  Claudii^  to  thy  Head, 
Thou  haft  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  Child  and  me^ 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  Reverence  by, 
And  with  grey  Hairs  and  Mruife  of  many  Days 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  Man; 
I  fay  thou  haft  bely'd  mine  innocent  ChJld, 
Thy  Slander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  Hearty 
And  (he  lyes  bury'd  with  her  Anceftors : 
O  in  a  Tomb  where  never  Scandal  llept. 
Save  this  of  hers  fram'd  by  thy  Villany. 

CUW.  My  Villany? 

jLmjv.  Thine  Claudio^  thine  I  fayt 

Pedro*  You  fay  not  right,  old  Man. 

Leon,  My  Liird,  my  Lord, 
111  prove  it  on  his  Body  if  he  dare; 
Defpight  his  nice  Fence^  and  his  aAive  PraQice» 
H»  M^J  of  Youth  and  Bloom  of  Luftyhood. 

Gaud.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you« 

Lm$.  Can'ft  thoufo  dafiFeme?  Thou  haftkill'd  my  Child; 
If  thou  kiirft  me  Boy>  thou  flialt  kill  a  Man* 

jint*  He  ftiall  kill  two  of  us»  and  Men  indeed; 
Bat  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  firft; 
Win  me  and  wear  me,  let  him  anfwer  me; 
Come,  follow  me  B  »y,  come  Sir  Boy;  come,  follow  me. 
Sir  Boy>  I'll  whip  you  from  your  foining  Fence; 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  will. 

Loom.  Brother. 

^t.  Content  your  felf,  God  knows  I  lov'd  my  Ncicet 
And  ihe  is  dead,  (lander*d  to  Death  by  Villains, 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  Man  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  Serpent  by  the  Tongue. 
Boyst  Apes,  Braggarts^  Jacks,  Miikfops. 

Lion.  ^xothtT  JtMthonj. 

Am^  HoU  yoaoMteiM; ;  wfaat  Man  f  I  koMr  thsm^  ^ti         a 

Bb  \  ^!^\ 
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And  what  they  weighs  even  to  the  utmoft  Scrupk : 
Scambling»  outfacing,  fa(hion-mongring  Boys« 
That  lye,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  {lander» 
Go  antickly,  and  (how  an  outward  Hideoufnefs* 
'And  fpeak  of  half  a  Dozen  dangerous  Words; 
How  they  might  hurt  their  Enemies  if  they  durft ; 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon,  hvii^toxhttjinthenji 

Anu  Come«  'tis  no  mater. 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

Vedro.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake  your  Patience; 
My  Heart  is  forry  for  your  Daughter's  Death ; 
But  on  my  Honour  fhe  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true»  and  very  full  of  Proof, 

Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord* 

Tedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Enter  Benedick. 

Jj^om.  No !  come  Brother  away^  I  will  be  heard. 

\Exeunt  amiei^ 

jint.  And  fliall,  or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  iu 

Pedro.  See,  fee«  here  comes  the  Man  we  went  to  feeL 

Clamd.  Now  Signior,  what  News{ 

IPene.  Good  Day,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Welcome  Signior;  you  are  almoft  come  to  part 
almoft  a  Fray. 

Cla/id.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  Nofes  fnapt  off 
with  two  old  Men  without  Teeth. 

Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  Brother ;  what  thinkA  thou  ?  Had 
we  foughtj  I  doubt  we  fhould  have  been  too  young  for 
them. 

Bene.  In  a  falfe  Quarrel  there  is  no  true  Valour :  I  came  to 
feek  you  both. 

CUsul.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee,  for  wti 
are  high  proof  Melanchollyt  and  would  fain  have  it  beaten 
away  J  Wilt  thou  ufe  thv  Wit? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  Scaobard;  (hall  I  draw  it? 

Pedro.  Doft  thou  wear  thy  Wit  by  thy  Side  ? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  fo,  tho'  very  many  have  been  he- 
Hde  their  Wit.  I  will  bid  thee  drawt  as  we  do  the  Minfirett 
draw  to  pleafure  us. 

P^drv.  As  I  am  an  hqneft  Man  he  looiiipak:  Art  thou 
5iclr,  or  Angry  ?  "  .      CUml^ 
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CUmd.  What !  Courage  Man:  What  tho*  Care  kilPd  a 
Catj  thou  haft  Mettle  enough  to  kill  Care. 

Ben.  Sir,  I  (hall  meet  your  Wit  in  the  Career,  and  yoa 
charge  it  againft  me.    I  pray  you  chufe  another  Subjeft. 

Claud.  Nay»  then  give  him  another  Sta£F>  this  laft  wa$ 
broke  crofs. 

Pedro.  By  this  Light  he  changes  more  and  more:  I  think 
he  be  angry  indeed. 

CUud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  Girdle. 

Bene.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  Word  in  your  Ear? 

CUud.  God  blefs  me  from  a  Cnallenge. 

Bene.  You  are  a  Villain ;  I  jeft  nor«  I  will  make  it  good 
how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you  dare« 
Dome  right,  oc  I  will  proteft  your  Cowardife:  You  have 
kilTd  a  fweet  Lady,  and  her  Death  fhall  fall  heavy  on  you. 
Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud.  Well  I  will  meet  you,  fol  may  have  good  Cheer. 

Pedro.  WhataFeaft? 

Claud.  I  faith  I  thank  him»  he  hath  bid  me  to  a  Calves 
Head  and  a  Capon,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve  moft  cu- 
rioufly,  fay  my  Knife's  naught.  Shall  I  not  find  a  Wood- 
cock  too? 

Bene.  Sir,  your  Wit  ambles  well,  itgocs  eafily. 

Tedre.  I'll  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  Wit  the 
other  day:  I  faid  thou  hadft  a  fine  Wit;  true  fays  fhe,  a 
fine  little  one;  no,  faid  I,  a  great  Wit;   right  fays  (he,  a 

great  grofs  one;  nay  faid  I,  a  good  Wit ;  juft  faid  ihe,  it 
arts  no  body ;  nay  faid  !»  the  Gentleman  is  wife  ;  certaia 
faid  (he,  a  wife  Gentleman ;  nay  faid  I,  he  hath  the  Tongues; 
that  I  believe,  faid  (he,  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to  me  on  Mon- 
tUj  nights  which  he  forfwore  on  luefdaj  morning;  thereV 
a  double  Tongue,  there's  two  Tongues.  Thus  did  (he  an 
boar  together  tranf-(hape  thy  particular  Virtues^  yet  at  laft 
ihe  concluded  with  a  Sigh,  thou  waft  the  propereft  Man  in 
lealy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  (he  wept  heartily,  and  faid  {he 
car'dnot. 

Pedro.  Yea  that  (he  did,  but  yet  for  all  that,  and  if  (he 
did  not  hate  him  deadly,  (he  would  love  him  dearly^  the 
old  Man's  Daughter  told  us  all* 
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damd.  All,  all;  and  moreover,  God  faw  him  when  he  was 
hid  in  the  Garden, 

Pedro.  But  when  (hall  we  fet  the  falvage  Bull's  Horns  oo 
the  fenfible  Benfdicl(&  Head  f 

Claud.  Yea,  and  Text  underneath,  Here  dwells  Btnedid^ 
the  Married  Man. 

Bene  Fare  you  well,  Boy,  you  know  my  Mind,  I  will 
leave  you  now  to  your  goffip-like  Humour,  you  break  Jefti 
as  Braggards  do  their  Blades^  which  <jod  be  thank'd  nurt 
not;  my  Lord>  for  your  many  Courtefies  I  thank  yon,  I 
muft  difcontinue  your  Company,  your  Brother  the  Bt&trd 
is  fled  from  Meffina;  you  have  among  you  killed  a  fweet  and 
innocent  Lady  for  my  Lord  Lack*beard  there;  he  and  I  (hall 
meet,  and  *<iW  then  peace  be  with  him.       \jE:^  Benedick. 

Pedro.  He  is  in  earnef}. 

Claud.  In  moft  profound  earnefl,  and  Til  warrant  you  foi 
the  Love  of  Beatrice. 

Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee. 

Claud.  Moft  fincerely. 

Pedrom  What  a  pretty  thing  Man  is  when  he  goes  in  his 
I>ouolet  and  Hofe,  and  leaves  oflF  his  Wit. 
Enter  Doi^berry,  Verges,  Conrade  and  Borachio^nMr^^A^ 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  Giant  to  an  A;  e,  but  then  is  an  Ape 
a  Doftor  to  fuch  a  Man. 

Pedro.  But  foft  you^  let  me  fee,  pluck  up  my  Heart,  and 
he  fad,  did  he  not  fay  my  Brother  was  fled  ? 

JDog.  Come  you,  Sir,  if  Jufticc  cannot  tame  you,  Ae 
fliall  ne'er  weigh  moreReafons  in  herBallance;  nay,  and  you 
be  a  curfing  Hypocrite  once,  you  muftbe  looked  to. 

Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  Brother's  Men  bound?  S#» 
rachio  one  I 

Claud.  Hfarken  after  their  Offence,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Officers,  what  Offence  have  thefe  Men  done  t 

Dog.  Marry,  Sir,  they  have  committed  falfe  R^eport,  more* 
over  they  have  fpoken  Untruths;  fecondarily  they  are  San- 
ders; (ixth  and  laftly,  they  have  belied  a  Lady  ;  thirdly, 
they  have  verified  unjuft  Things>  and  to  conclude  they  are 
lyiijp  Kfjavcs. 

Pedro.  Firft  I  a$k  thee  what  they  have  done;  thirdly, 
I  ask  thee  what's  their  Offence;  fixth  and  U&lyf  why  they 

are 
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are  xxMnmitted,  and  to  conc]u€[e»  what  lay  you  to  their 
Charge  ? 

Claud.  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  Divifion,  and  by 
my  Troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  Mafters,  that  you  arc 
thus  bound  to  your  Anfwer  ?  This  learned  Conftable  is  too 
cunning  to  be  underftood,  what's  your  Offence? 

Bora^  Sweet  Prince,  let  me  go  no  farther  to  mine  An- 
fwer; do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me;  I  have 
deceived  even  your  very  Eyes;  what  your  WiJdoms  could 
not  difcover,  thefe  (hallow  Fools  have  brought  to  light,  who 
in  the  Night  heard  me  confeffing  to  this  Man,  bow  Ddfi 
John  your  Brother  incens'd  me  to  flander  the  Lady  HeroB 
now  you  were  brought  into  the  prchard,  and  faw  me  Court 
Margaret  in  Hero*%  Garments,  how  you  difgrac'd  her  when 
you  fliould  marry  her;  my  Villariy  they  have  upon  Record, 
which  I  had  rather  feal  with  my  Death,  than  repeat  over  to 
iJHy  Shame;  the  Lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  Mafter's 
bMt  Accufation,  and  briefly,  I  defire  nothing  but  the  Re* 
ward  of  a  Villain* 

Vedro.  Runs  not  this  Speech  like  Iron  through  your 
Blood? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  Poifbn  while  he  utter 'd  it. 

Vedro.  But  did  my  Brother  fet  thee  on  to  this? 

Bora.  Yea»  and  paid  me  rich  for  the  Pradice  of  it. 

Pedroi  He  is  composed  of  Treachery, 
And,  fled  he  is  upon  this  Villany. 

daud.  Sweet  Hero^  now  thy  Image  doth  appear 
lo  the  rare  Semblance  that  I  lov*d  it  firfl. 

Dog.  Come  bring  away  the  Plaintiffs,  by  this  rime  our 
Sexton  hath  inform'd  Signior  Leonato  of  the  Matter;  and 
Mafters,  do  not  forget  to  fpecifie  when  time  and  place  (hall 
ferve,  that  I  am  an  Afs. 

f^erg.  Here,  here  comes  Mafter  Signior  LeonatOy  and 
the  Sexton  too. 

Enter  Leonato. 

Leon.  Which  is  the  Villain  ?  Let  me  fee  his  Eyes, 
That  when  I  note  another  Man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him;  which  of  thefe  is  he? 

Bora,  li  you  would  know  your  Wronger,  look  on  me. 

Lt%vu 
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IfCMi  Art  thouj  art  thou  the  Slave  that  with  thy  Breath 
Haft  kiird  mine  innocent  Child? 

B^ra..  Yea,  even  I  alone* 

I^on,  No,  not  fo  Villain,  thou  beli'ft  thy  fclf ; 
Here  ftand  a  pair  of  honourable  Men, 
A  third  is  fled  that  had  a  hand  in  it: 
I  thank  you  Princes  for  my  Daughter's  Deaths 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  Deeds^ 
*Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

CUnd.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  Patience, 
Yet  I  muft  fpeak,  chufe  your  Revenge  your  felf, 
Impofe  me  to  what  Penance  your  Invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  Sin  j  yet  finn'd  I  not,  ? 

But  in  miftaking. 

Bedro.  By  my  Soul  nor  I ; 
And  yet  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  Man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight; 
^That  he*ll  enjoin  me  too.  ? 

Leon.  You  cannot  bid  my  Daughter  live  again. 
That  were  impoffible;  but  I  pray  you  both 
Poffefs  the  People  in  Mfjjina  here 
How  innocent  (he  dy'd,  and  if  your  Love 
Can  labour  ought  in  fad  Invention, 
Hang  her  an  Epitaph  upon  her  Tomb, 
And  (ing  it  to  her  Bones,  fing  it  to  Night: 
To  Morrow  Morning  come  you  to  my  Houfe, 
And  fince  you  could  not  be  my  Son-in-Law, 
^  Be  yet  my  Nephew;  my  Brother  hath  ^  Daughter 
Aloioft  the  Copy  of  my  Child  thac-s  dead. 
And  flie  alone  is  Heir  to  both  of  u$. 
Give  her  the  Right  you  fl^ould  have  giv'n  her  Coufin^ 
And  lb  dies  my  Revenge. 

ClMid.  O Noble, Sir! 
Your  over-Kindnefs  doth  wring  Tears  from  me: 
I  do  embrace  your  Offer,  and  difpofe 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon.  To  Morrow  then  I  will  expeft  your  comiogt 
To  Night  I  take  my  Leave;  this  naughty  Man 
Shall  Face  to  Face  be  brought  to  Margareu 
Wh^  I  believe  was  packt  in  all  this  Wrong, 
Hired  to  it  by  your  Brother. 
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BorM4  No  by  my  Soul  (he  was  not. 
Nor  knew  not  what  fhe  did  when  ftie  fpoke  tomcy 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  1  do  know  by  her. 

D^g.  Moreover^  Sir»  which  indeed  is  not  under  white 
and  blacky  this  Plaintif  here,  the  Offender  did  call  mt  Afs; 
I  befeech  you  let  it  be  remembred  in  his  Punifhoient ;  and 
ilfo  the  Watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed  :  They  fay 
he  wears  a  Key  in  his  Ear,  and  a  Lock  hanging  by  it,  and 
lod  borrows  Mony  in  God's  Name,  the  which  henatbus'd 
fo  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now  Men  grow  hard  hearted, 
and  will  lend  nothing  for  God's  Sake.  Pray  you  examine 
him  upon  that  Point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  Care  and  honeft  Pains. 

Dog.  Your  Wor(hip  fpeaks  like  a  moft  thankful  and  rc-^ 
verend  Youth ;  and  I  praife  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  Pains. 

Dog.  God  fave  the  Foundation. 

Leon.  Go^  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  Prifoner;  and  I  thank 
thee. 

Dog.  I  leave  an  errant  Knave  with  your  Worfliip,  which 
I  befcech  your  Worftiip  to  corrcd  your  felf,  for  the  Ex- 
ample of  others.  God  keep  your  Worfliip;  I  wifli  your 
Worftirp  well:  God  reflore  your  Health ;  I  humbly  giveyoa 
Leave  to  depart;  and  if  a  merry  Meeting  may  be  wiih'dt 
God  prohibit  it.     Come  Neighbour.  [Exeun^^ 

Leon.  Until  to  Morrow  Morning,  Lords,  farewel. 

jint.  Farewel  my  Lords,  we  look  for  you  to  Morrow. 

Fedro.  We  will  not  fail. 

Clmd.  To  Night  Til  mourn  with  Hero. 

Leon.  Bring  you  thefe  Fellows  on,  we'll  talk  with  JUm^ 
guret^  how  her  Acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  Fellow, 

[Exeunu 
Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret. 

Bene.  Pray  thee  fweet  Miftrefs  Mariaret^  defervewell  at 
my  Hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  Speech  of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  Sonnet  in  praife  of  my 
Beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  fb  high  a  Stile  Margaret^  that  no  Man  living 
Aall  come  over  it ;  for  in  moft  comely  Truth  thou  dcferveft  it. 

Ma?rj« 
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Marg.  To  have  no  Man  come  over  me »  why^  fhall  I  al* 
ways  keep  4>elow  Stairs? 

Bene.  Thy  Wit  is  as  quick  as  the  Grey  hound's  Mouthy  it 
ketches. 

Margm  And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  Fencers  Foi2s>  which 
hit^  but  hurt  net. 

Bene.  A  moft  manly  Wit  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt  i 
Woman  ;  and  fo  I  pray  thee  call  Beatrice;  I  give  thee  the 
Bucklers. 

Marg.  Give  us  the  Swords^  we  have  Bucklers  of  our 
own. 

Bene.  If  you  ufe  them  Margaret^  you  muff  put  it  in  the 
Pikes  with  a  Vice»  and  they  are  dangerous  Weapons  for 
Maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who  I  think 
hath  Legs.  [  Exit  Margaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come.  The  Ged  of  L$ve  that 
Jits  abovCj  and  l^wnvs  me,  and  k?ows  me,  how  pitiful  I  de* 
fervcy  I  mean  in  Singing;  but  in  loving,  Leander  the  good 
Swimmer,  Troilns  the  firft  Employer  of  Panders,  and  a 
whole  Book  full  of  thefe  qmndam  Carpet-mongers,  whofe 
Names  yet  run  fmeothly  in  the  even  Road  of  a  blank  Verier 
why  they  were  never  fo  truly  turn'd  over>  as  my  poor  fclf 
in  Love;  marry  I  cannot  (hew  it  in  Rhime;  I  have  try'd,  I 
can  find  out  no  Rhime  to  a  Lady  but  Baudy,  an  Innocents 
Rhime;  for  fcorn,  horn,  a  hard  Rhime;  for  fchool,  fool,  a 
babling  Rhime;  very  ominous  Endings;  no>  I  was  not  bom 
under  a  Rhiming  Planet,  for  I  cannot  woo  in  feftival  Terms. 

Enter  Beatrice. 
Sweet  Beatrice^  would^ft  thou  come  when  I  call  thee? 

Beat.  Yea  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O  ftay  but  'till  then. 

Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken;  fare  you  well  now;  and  yet  e'er 
I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came,  which  is,  with  knowing 
what  hath  pale  between  you  and  Claudic. 

Bene.  Only  foul  Words,  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs  thee* 

Beat.  Foul  Words  are  foul  Wind,  and  foul  Wind  is  but 
foul  Breath,  and  foul  Breath  is  noifome ;  therefore  I  will 
depart  unkift. 

Bene.  ThoubaftfrightedtheWordout  of  its  ri^  Senfe^ 
fo  forcible  is  thy  Wit;  but  I  muft  tell  thee  plainly,  CZm- 
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S9  undcargoes  my  Challenge*  and  either  I  muft  ihortly  bear 
ffom  him,  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a  Coward  ;  and  I  ptay 
thee  now  tell  me«  for  which  of  my  bad  Parts  did  ft  thou 
firft  fall  in  Lo/e  with  met 

Beat.  For  them  all  together,  which  maintained  fo  poli- 
tick a  State  of  Evilj  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good  Pare 
to  intermingle  with  them:  But  for  which  of  my  good  Parts 
did  you  fuffer  Love  for  me? 

Bene.  Suffer  Love!  a  good  Epithcte;  I  do  fuffer  Love  in- 
deed, for  I  love  thee  againft  my  Will. 

Beat.  In  fpight  of  your  Heart,  I  think;  alas  poor  Heart,  ilT 
you  fpight  it  for  my  Sake,  I  wiU  fpight  it  for  yours,  for  I 
will  never  love  that  which  my  Friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  Confefllon;  there's  not  one 
wife  Man  among  twenty  thit  will  praife  himfelf* 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  Inftance  Beatrice^  that  livM  in  the 
Time  of  good  Neighbours ;  if  a  Man  do  not  ered  in  this  Age 
his  own  Tomb  e'er  he  dies*  he  (hall  live  no  longer  in  Monu- 
ments than  the  Bells  rit^,  and  the  Widow  weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you? 

Bene.  Queftion;  why  an  Hour  in  Clamour,  and  a  Quar- 
ter in  Rhewm;  therefore  it  is  moft  expedient  for  the  Wife, 
if  Don  Worm  (his  Confcience)  find  no  Impediment  to  the 
contrary,  to  be  the  Trumpet  of  his  own  Virtues,  as  I  am 
to  my  felf;  fo  much  forpraifing  my  felf ;  who  I  my  felf  will 
bear  Witnefs  is  Praife-worthy ;  and  now  tell  me  now  doth 
your  Coufin? 

Beat.  Very  ill. 

Bene.  And  how  do  you? 

Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Enter  Urfula. 

Bene.  Serve  Godj  fove  me,  and  mend ;  there  will  I  leave 
you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 

Vrfu.  Madam,  you  muft  come  to  your  Uncle ;  yondcr's 
old  Coil  at  Home ;  it  is  proved  my  Lady  Her^  hath  been 
falfly  accus*dj  the  Prince  and  Qaudio  mightily  abus'd^  and 
Don  Jehn  is  the  Author  of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone :.  Will 
you  come  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  News,  Signior? 

Bern,  I  will  live  in  thy  Hcart|  die  in  thy  Lap,  and  be  bu- 
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ried  in  thy  Eyes;  and  moreover^  I  will  go  with  thee  to tlqr 
Unclew  \jExi$m. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Attendants  with  Tsftru 

CUud.  Is  this  the  Monument  of  Lconato  f 

uittcn.  It  is  my  Lord* 

EPITAPH. 

jOone  to  Death  by  Jlanderous  Tongues^ 
IVus  the  Hero  that  here  Ijesi 
Death  in  guerdon  of  her  IVrongSy 
Gives  her  Fame  which  never  diest 
So  the  Life  that  dfd  with  Shame^ 
Lives  in  Death  with  glorious  Fame. 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  Tomh^ 

Praifing  her  when  I  am  dumb. 

Claud.  Now  Mudck  found  and  fing  your  fblemo  Hymiu 

SONG. 

Pardon  Goddefs  of  the  Night , 
Thofe  that  flew  the  Virgin  Knight; 
For  the  which  with  Songs  ofWoe, 
Round  about  her  Tomb  they  go. 
Midnight  affilt  our  Moan^ 
Help  usto  Jigh  and  groan. 
Heaviljy  heavilj$ 
Gra^oes  J  awn  and  yield  your  Deadj 
*TiU  Death  be  Uttered^ 
Heavenly^  heavenly. 

(this  Riglit; 
Claud.  Now  unto  thy  Bones  goodnight;  Yearly  will  I  do 
Pedro.  Good  morrow  Mafters,  put  your  Torches  out» 
The  Wolves  have  prey*d;  and  look,  the  gentle  Day 
Before  the  Wheels  of  Phoebus^  round  about 
Dapples  the  drowfie  Baft  with  Spots  of  Grey. 
Thanks  to  you  aU»  and  leave  us ;  fare  you  welK 

Claud.  Good  morrow  Mafters  i  eacn  his  feveral  way* 
Afuf.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  Weed% 
And  then  to  Leonato*s  we  will  go. 

Qaud.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  liTue  fpeed^ 
Than  this  for  whom  we  rendred  up  this  Woet 

I  Exiteut. 

i  £Mtr 
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Enter  LeonaAj  Benedick,  Margaret,  Urfula,  Antonio, 

Frier  and  Hero. 

Frier.  Did  I  not  tell  you  (he  was  Innocent  ? 

Leon.  So  are  the  Prince  and  Clandio  who  accus'd  her. 
Upon  the  Error  that  you  heard  debated. 
Bat  Margaret  was  in  Tome  Fault  for  this; 
Although  againfl  her  Will  as  it  appears* 
In  the  true  Courfe  of  all  the  Queftion. 

./fer»  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 

Bene.  And  fo  aai  I,  being  elfe  by  Faith  enforced 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well  Daughter*  and  young  Gentlewomen  all. 
Withdraw  into  a  Chamber  by  your  felves^ 
And  when  I  fend  for  you  come  hither  Mask'd: 
The  Prince  and  Claudio  promis'd  by  this  Hour 
To  vifit  me  ;  you  know  your  Office  Brother, 
You  muft  be  Father  to  your  Brother's  Daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

ulnt.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirmed  Countenance. 

Bene.  Frier,  I  muft  intreat  your  Pains,  I  think. 

Frier.  To  do  what,  Signior  ? 

Bene*  To  bind  me^  or  undo  me,  one  of  them : 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is  good  Signior, 
Your  Ncice  regards  me  with  an  Eye  of  Favour. 

Ant.  That  Eye  my  Daughter  lent  her,  'tis  moft  true. 

Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  Eye  of  Love  requite  her. 

Leon.  The  Sight  whereof  I  think  you  had  from  me, 
From  Claudio  and  the  Prince;  but  what's  your  Will  ? 

Bene.  Your  Anfwer,  Sir,  is  enigmatical. 
But  for  my  Will,  my  Will  is,  your  good  Will 
May  ftand  with  ours,  this  Day  to  be  conjoined  - 

Fth'  State  of  honourable  Marriage, 
In  which,  good  Frier,  I  (haU  defire  your  help. 

Leon.  My  Heart  is  with  your  liking. 

Frier.  And  my  help. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio  v^ith  Attendants^ 

Pedro.  Good  Morrow  to  this  fair  Affembly. 

Leon.  Good  Morrow,  Prince,  good  Morrow  Claudio^ 
IVe  here  attend  you;  are  you  yet  determined 
To  Day  to  marry  with  aiy  Brothor^s  Daughter  ? 

Claud.  Y\\  hold  giy  Mind,  were  (he  an  Ethiope^ 

VoLt  !•  ~  C  c  ^  Leon% 
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LcQH.  Call  her  forth>  Brother,  here's  the  Frier  ready. 

Pedro.  Good  morrow,  Benedick^  why  what's  the  matter; 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February  Face, 
So  full  of  Froft,  of  Storm,  and  Cloudinefs? 

CUnd.  I  think  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  Bull: 
Tu(h>  fear  not  Man,  we'll  tip  thy  Horns  with  Goldf 
And  fo  all  Europe  ihall  rejoice  at  thee, 
As  once  Enropa  did  at  lufty  yove^ 
When  he  would  play  the  Noble  Bead  in  Lovet 

Bene.  Bull  Jove^  Sir,  had  an  amiable  Low, 

And  fome  fuch  ftrange  Bull  leapt  your  Father's  Cow» 

And  got  a  Calf  in  that  fame  noble  feat,  j| 

Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  juft  his  Bleat.  \ 

Enter  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  Urfula» 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you;  here  come  other  Reckaiogs. 
Which  is  the  Lady  I  mull  feize'upon? 

Leon.  This  fame  is  ihe,  and  I  do  give  you  her« 

Claud.  Why  then  (he  is  mine;  fweet  let  me  fee  your  FacCt    ! 

Leon.  No,  that  you  ihall  nor,  'till  you  take  her  Hand.       \ 
Before  this  Frier,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Gaud.  Give  me  your  Hand  before  this  holy  Frier;  i 

I  am  your  Husband  if  you  like  of  me« 

^^r^.  And  when  I  liv'd  I  was  your  other  Wife;  [unmasking. 
And  when  you  lov'd  you  were  my  other  Husband. 

Claski.  Another  Hero  ? 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer. 
One  Hero  dy*d,  but  I  do  live ; 
And  furely  as  I  live  I  am  a  Maid.  ^ 

Pedro.  The  former  Hero^  Hero  that  is  dead. 

Leon.  She  dy 'd  my  Lord,  but  whiles  her  Slander  liv'd.     ' 

Frier.  All  this  Amazement  can  I  qualifie. 
When  after  that  the  holy  Rites  are  ended, 
I'll  tell  thee  largely  of  lair  Hero's  Death: 
Mean  time  let  Wonder  feem  familiar. 
And  to  the  Chappel  let  us  prefentlv. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair.  Frier.  Whicn  is  Beatrice  f 

Beat.  I  anfwer  to  that  Name,  what  is  your  Will? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.  Why,  no  more  than  Reafon. 

Bene.  Why,  then  your  Uncle,  and  the  Prince,  aixiCSEM^ 
have  been  deceived,  they  fwore  you  did* 
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tist.  Do  noc  you  love  me? 
BcHi.  Txoth  nO|  no  more  than  Realbiu 
Beat.  Why»  then  my  Coufin,  Margaret  and  VrfiUa 
Are  much  deceiv'd^  for  they  did  fwear  vou  did. 
BeiUm  They  fwore  you  were  almoft  fick  for  mc« 
Beoi.  They  fvrore  your  were  well^nigh  dead  for  me« 
Bem.  *Tis  no  matter^  then  you  do  not  love  me  { 
Beat.  No  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompense* 
Leon.  Come  Coufin,  I  am  fure  you  bve  the  Gentleman. 
CUmtU  And  TU  be  fworn  upoo't  that  he  loves  her> 
For  here's  a  Paper  written  in  his  Hand* 
A  halting  Sonnet  of  his  own  pure  Brain» 
Falhion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another. 
Writ  in  my  Coufin's  Hamd,  flolen  from  her  Pocket, 
Containing  her  AfFeAion  unto  Benedick* 

^ene.  A  Miracle,  here's  our  Hands  againft  our  Hearts; 
come  I  will  have  thee,  but  by  this  Light  I  take  thee  for 
pity. 

Beat.  I  would  not  deny  you,  but  by  this  good  Day,  I 
yield  upon  great  Perfwafion,  and  partly  to  fave  your  Life, 
ibr  as  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  Confumption. 
Leon.  Peace,  I  will  ftop  your  Mouths 
Pedro.  How  dofl:  thou.  Benedick,  the  Married  Man  { 
Bent.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  Prince,  a  College  of  witty- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  Humour;  doft  thou 
think  I  care  for  a  Sttyr,  or  an  Epigram  {  No,  if  a  Man 
will  be  beaten  with  Brains,  he  ihall  wear  nothing  handfome 
about  him;  in  brief,  (ince  I  do  purpofe  to  marry,  I  will 
think  Jiothing  to  any  purpofe  that  the  World  can  fay  againft 
it;  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me,  for  what  I  have  faida« 
ninft  it;  for  Man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  conclu- 
uon ;  for  thy  part  Clandioy  I  did  think  to  have  beaten  thee, 
but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my  Kinfman,  live  unbruis'd, 
and  love  my  Coufin. 

Qamd.  I  had  well  hop'd  thou  wouldft  have  denied  Bea-- 
trice,  that  I  might  have  Cudgell'd  thee  out  of  thy  fingleLife, 
to  make  thee  a  double  Dealer,  which  out  of  Queftion  thou 
wile  be,  if  my  Coufin  do  not  look  exceeding  narrowly  to 

thee. 
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Bene.  Comr,  come>  we  are  FriendS)  let's  have  a  Diace 
e'er  we  are  Marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  Hearo^ 
and  our  Wives  Heels. 

i>p».  We'll  have  Dancing  afterwards. 

Bene.  Firft,  of  my  Word ;  therefore  play  Mufick.  Prince^ 
thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  Wife,  get  thee  a  Wife,  there  is  no 
SufF  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with  Horn.    {Enter  MeC 

Mejfen.  My  Lord,  your  Brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flighlf 
And  brought  with  armed  Men  back  to  Afefftna. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  'till  to  Morrow,  111  devife  tlie 
brave  Puniihments  for  him*  Strike  up  Pipen.       Ddnce. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Qv/o*  the  King}  Biron,  Longavile  and  Dumain. 


£  T  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  thtir  Liveb 
Live  regiftred  upon  our  brazen  Tombi; 
Andthen  grace  us  intheDifgtaceof  Death: 
When  fpight  of^rmoraDt  devouring  Time, 
Th'  Endeavour  of  this  prefent  Briath  may 
buy 

That  Honour  which  Ihall  bate  his  Syth's  keen  Edge, 

Ind  make  us  Heirc  of  all  Eternity. 

Therefore  brave  Conquerors,  for  fo  you  are; 

That  war  againft  your  own  Atfe&ions, 

Ind  the  huge^  Army  of  the  World's  Defires. 

3ur  late  Edi£t  fhall  firongly  ftand  in  force; 

VavMrrt  (hall  be  the  Womier  of  the  World, 

Dur  Court  (hall  be  a  little  Academy, 

itill  and  contemplative  in  living  Art. 

fou  three,  Birtn^  Duwimm  and  iMtgdvilt, 

Save  fworn  for  three  Years  Term  to  live  with  me,' 

tly  fellow  Scholars,  and  to  keep  thofe  Statutes 

That  art  recorded  in  thii  Schedule  here. 

Four  Oaths  an  p^i  and  now  fab&rUie  your  Nunn: 

-    CC4         ^         "  '^>»«- 
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That  his  own  Hand  may  ftrike  his  Honour  down« 
That  violates  the  fmallcft  Branch  herein : 
If  you  are  arm'd  to  do  as  fworn  to  do, 
Subfcribe  to  your  deep  Oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolv*d ;  'tis  but  a  three  Years  Faft ; 
The  Mind  Ihall  banqUet,  tho'  the  Body  pine; 
Fat  Paunches  have  lean  Pates;  and  dainty  Bits 
Make  rich  the  Ribs>  but  bankerout  the  Wits. 

Dfim»  My  loving  Lord,  Dumain  is  mortify 'd; 
The  groffer  manner  of  thefe  World's  Dehghts, 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  World's  bafer  Slaves: 
To  Love,  to  Wealth,  to  Pomp,  I  pine  and  die. 
With  all  thefe  living  in  Philofophy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  fay  their  Proteftation  over. 
So  much  (dear  Liege)  I  have  already  fworn. 
That  Is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  Years  J 
But  there  are  other*  ftrid  Obfervances ; 
As  not  to  fee  a  Woman  in  that  Term, 
.Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  Day  in  a  Week  to  touch  no  Food ; 
And  but  one  Meal  on  every  Day  befide; 
iTfae  which  I  hope  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then  to  fleep  but  three  Hours  in  the  Night, 
A.nd  not  to  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  Day : 
iWhen  I  was  wofit  to  thinfc  no  harm  all  Night, 
And  make  a  dark  Night  too  of  half  the  Day; 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  Tasks,  too  hard  to  keep ; 
Not  to  fee  Ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  not  fleep. 

King.  Your  Oath  is  paft  to  pafs  away  from  thefe^ 

Biro».  Let  me  fay  no,  my  Liege,  and  if  you  pleaife; 
I  only  fwore  to  ftudy  with  your  Grace, 
And  ftay  here  in  your  Court  for  three  Years  Space. 

Loftg.  You  fwore  to  that  Birony  and  to  the  reft. 

Biron.  By  yea  and  nay  Sir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft. 
What  is  the  End  of  Study  let  me  know? 

IG»g.  Why  that  to  know  which  elfe  we   ftiould  not 
know.  (Senf^, 

Biroff.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  (you  mean  )  from  common 

Kiftg.  Ay,  that  is  Study's  God-like  Kecompence. 

B^ron.  Come  on  then,  I  will  fwie^r  t9  ftudy  ip. 

To 


homes  Lahours  loji.  j 9 } 

To  know  the  Thing  I  am  forbid  to  know; 

And  thus  toftudy  where  I  well  may  dine; 

When  I  to  faft  exprefly  am  forbid : 

Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  fome  Miflrefs  fine* 

When  Miftrefles  from,  common  Senfe  are  hid: 

Or  having  fworn  coo  hard  a  keeping  Oath,  * 

Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  Troth.  ■<  r\ 

If  Study's  Gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  fo^ 

Study  knows  that  which  yet  it  doth  not  know  ; 

Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay  no. 

King.  Thefe  be  the  Stops  that  hinder  Study  quite. 
And  train  bur  Intelleds  to  vain  Delight. 

Biron.  Why  ?  all  Delights  are  vain,  and  that  moft  vaia 
Which  with  Pain  purchas'd>  doth  inherit  Pain ; 
As  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  Book, 
To  feek  the  Light  of  Truth,  while  Truth  the  while 
Doth  falfly  blind  the  Eye-fight  of  his  Look:* 
Light  feeking  Light,  doth  Light  beguile; 
So  e'er  you  find  where  Light  in  Darknefs  lyes. 
Your  Light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  Eyes* 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  Eye  indeed, 
By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  Eye ; 
Who  dazling  fo,  that  Eye  ihall  be  his  heed. 
And  give  him  Light  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  Heav'ns  glorious  Sun, 
That  will  not  be  deep  fearch'd  with  fawcy  Looks; 
Small  have  continual  Plodders  ever  won> 
Save  bafe  Authority  from  other  Books. 
Thefe  earthly  Godfathers  of  Heav'ns  Lights, 
That  give  a  Name  to  every  fixed  Star, 
Have  no  more  Profit  of  their  Shining  Nights, 
Than  thofe  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are« 
Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  Fame ; 
And  every  Godfather  c^n  give  a  Name. 

King.  How  well  he's  read»  toreafon  againfl:  reading* 

Z>iyM^.  Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  Proceeding. 

Long.  He  weeds  the  Corn,  andftill  Itts  grow  the  Weeding^ 

B{ron^  The  Spring  is  near  when  Green  Geefe  are  a  breed- 
ing.   ' 

JOum.  How  follows  that  ? 

l^iron.  Fit  in  hi\  PIfce  an4  T^'^^^ 
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Duml  In  Reafon  nothing. 

Biron.  Something  then  in  Rinie. 

L9n^.  BiroH  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  Froft^ 
^That  bites  the  firfl-born  Infants  of  the  Spring. 

Biron.  Well,  fay  I  am ;  why  ihould  proud  Summer  boaft» 
Before  the  Birds  have  any  caufe  to  Hng  ? 
Why  ihould  I  joy  in  any  abortive  Birth  ? 
At  Chriftmai  I  no  more  defire  a  Rofe, 
Than  wiHi  a  Snow  in  Mafs  new  fangled  ihows: 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  Seafon  grows. 
So  you  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late,  • 

That  were  to  climb  o*er  the  Houfe  t'unlock  the  Gate. 

King.  Well,  (it  you  out ;  go  home  Biron  :  Adieu. 

Biron.  No,  my  good  Lord>  I  have  fwotn  to  ftay  with  yooi 
And  though  I  have  for  Barbarifm  fpoke  more, 
Than  for  that  Angel  Knowledge  you  can  fay, 
.Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  I  nave  fwore. 
And  bide  the  Penance  of  each  three  Years  Day. 
Give  me  the  Paper,  let  me  read  the  fame, 
And  to  the  ftri&'ft  Decrees  I'll  write  my  Name. 

King.  How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from  Shame. 

Biron.  Item,  That  no  Woman  ihall  come  within  a  Mile  of 
my  Court. 
Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long.  Four  Days  ago. 

Biron.  Lct*s  fee  the  Penalty. 
On  pain  of  lofing  her  Tongue  I 
Who  devis'd  this  Penalty? 

Long.  Marry  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  Lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  Penalty:  A 
dangerous  Law  againft  Gentility. 

Item^  If  any  Man  be  (ttn  to  talk  with  a  Woman  with- 
in the  term  of  three  Years,  he  (hall  endure  fuck  publide 
Shame  as  the  reft  of-  the  Court  (hall  poffibly  devife. 

Biron.  This  Article  my  Liege  your  felf  muft  breairy 
For  well  you  know  here  comes  in  Embafly 
The  French  King's  Daughter^  with  your  felf  to  Ipeik 
A  Maid  of  Grace  and  compleat  Majefiy, 
About  furrender  up  of  jlquitain 
To  her  decrepit,  fick^  and  bed*rid  Fathq*  \ 

Therefore 
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Therefore  this  Article  is  made  in  vaio. 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  Priocefs  hither* 

IQng.  What  fay  yoU)  Lords  ? 
Why,  this  was  quite  forgot. 

Biroff.  So  Study  evermore  is  overihot* 
While  it  doth  fludy  to  have  what  it  wouldt 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  ihould : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunrethmoft, 
•Tis  won  as  Towns  with  Fire ;  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

JfSftg.  We  mufi  of  Force  difpence  with  this  Decree^ 
She  muft  lye  here  on  meer  Neceffity. 

Bir^m.  Neceffity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 
Three  Thoufiuxi  times  within  this  three  Years  (pace: 
For  every  Man  with  his  A£FeAs  is  bom; 
Not  by  Might  mafter'd>  but  by  (pecial  Grace, 
if  I  break  Faitb>  this  Word  (hall  break  for  met 
I  am  forfworn  on  meer  Neceffity. 
So  to  the  Laws  at  large  I  write  my  Name, 
And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  Degree, 
Stands  in  Attainder  of  eternal  Shame. 
Suggeftions  are  to  others  as  to  me ; 
But  I  believe  although  I  feem  fo  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  Qatfa. 
But  is  there  no  quick  Recreation  granted  ? 

Kin^.  Ay  that  there  is;  our  Court  you  know  is  haunted 
With  a  conceited  Traveller  of  Spuin, 
A  Man  in  all  the  World's  new  Fafliions  planted* 
Tlut  hath  t  Mint  of  Phrafes  in  his  Brain : 
Ooe  whom  the  MuHck  of  his  own  vain  Tongue, 
Doth  ravi Ai  like  inchanting  Harmony : 
A  Mao  of  Complements,  whom  Right  and  Wrong 
Have  cfaofe  as  Umpire  of  their  Mutiny. 
This  Child  of  Fancy,  that  Armado  hight> 
For  interim  to  our  Studies  ihall  relate. 
In  hjgh-bom  Words  the  Worth  of  many  a  Knight : 
From  tawny  Spain  loft  in  the  World's  Debate. 
How  you  deliglit  my  Lords,  I  know  not  I; 
But  I  proteft  I  love  to  hear  him  lie, 
Atkl  I  wiU  ufe  him  fiir  my  Minftrelfie. 

Biron.  Armada  is  a  moft  illuftrious  W^ght,^ 
A  Man  of  Fire,  new  Wordsy  Faih  ion's  own  Knight. 

Long. 
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Long.  Cofiard  the  Swain>  and  hf  (hall  be  our  Sport^ 
Aqd  fo  to  ^udy,  three  Years  is  but  fhort. 

Enter  Dull  4;i^  Coftard  vfith  d  Ltttcr* 

Dull.  Which  is  the  Duke's  own  Perfon  ^ 
Biron.  This^Fellow/what  would'fti 

Vfill.  I  my  felf  reprehend  his  own  Perfon,  for  I  am 
Grace's  Tharborough  :   But  I  would  fee  his  own  PerfoB'ia 
Flefh  and  Blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Armcj  Armt  commends  you, 
^There's  Villany  abroad ;  this  Letter  will  tell  vou  more. 

Cofin  Sir,  the  Coiitemps  thereof  are  as  touching  me* 

King.  A  Letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron.  How  low  foever  the  Matter>  I  hope  in  God  for 
high  Wordsp 

Long.  A  high  Hope  for  a  low  Heav'n;  God  grant  us  Pa*" 
tience* 

Biron.  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing. 

Long.  To  hear  meekly  Sir,  and  to  laugh  moderately,  or  to 
forbear  both.  . 

Biron.  Well  Sir,  be  it  as  the  Stile  (hall  give  us  caufe  to 
climb  in  the  Merrinefs. 

Cofi.  The  matter  is  to  me  Sir,  as  concerning  ya^t^enettd. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with  the  manner* 

Biron.  In  what  manner? 

Coji.  In  manner  and  form,  following.  Sir,  all  thofe 
three.  I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  Manor-houfe»  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  Form,  and  taken  following  her  into 
the  Park  ;  which  put  together,  is  in  manner  and  form 
following.  Now  Sir,  for  the  manner  :  Is  the  manner 
of  a  Man  to  fpeak  to  a  Woman ;  for  the  form  in  fome 
form.  • 

Biron.  For  the  following.  Sir. 

Gfi,  As  it  (hall  follow  in  my  Correftion,  and  God  dc^ 
fend  the  right. 

King.  Will  you  hear  this  Letter  with  Attention  ? 

Biron.  As  we  would  hear  an  Oracle. 

Cofi.  Such  is  the  Simplicity  of  Man  to  hearken  after  the 

Flefii.        "" '  -  /    -  - 
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King  /"^Reat  Depmy^  the  Welkin's  Ktcegerenty  andfiU  Do* 
reads\^  minatorofUvfzxttimj  Sonl's  Earth's  Cody  and  Bo* 
dfs  fofiring  Patron—- 

Cofi.  Not  a  word  of  Coftard  yet. 

King.  So  it  is 

CoJl*Ii  may  be  fo;  but  if  he  fay  it  is  (b,  he  is  in  telling  , 
true :  but  fo. 

King.  Peace, 

Cofi.  Be  to  me,  and  every  Man  that  dares  not  fight. 

King.  No  Words, 

Cofi.  Of  other  Mens  Secrets  I  befeech  you* 

King.  So  it  iV,  bejteged  with  fahle-colonred  Aielancholtjy  I 
did  commend  the  blacky  ^ff^^Jfi^g  Hnmonr  to  the  mofi  whole* 
fome  Phjfick^  of  thy  health-giving  Air^  and  as  I  am  a  Gentle* 
many  betook  mj  felf  to  walkj  The  Time  when  f  about  thefixfh 
Hour,  when  Beafis  mo  ft  graz^e.  Birds  beft  peck^  and  Men  fit 
down  to  that  Nonrijhment  which  is  calld  Supper  :  So  much 
for  the  Time  when.  Now  for  the  Ground  which :  which  I  mean 
J  walk}  upony  it  is  jcleped,  thy  Park*  Then  for  the  Place  where^ 
where  /  mean  I  did  incounter  that  obfcene  and  mofi  prepofio" 
rous  ivent  that  draweth  from  mj  fnowwhite  Pen  the  Ebon* 
coloured  Inky  which  here  thou  viewefty  beholdefiy  furveyefty  or 
Jeefi.  But  to  the  Place  where  :  Itftandeth  North  North  Eaft 
dnd  by  Eafi:  from  the  Weft-corner  of  thy  curious  knotted  Gar* 
den*  There  did  I  fee  that  low-fpirited  Swain^  that  bafe  Mi*' 
now  of  thy  Mir  thy  {Cofi.  Me?)  that  unlettered  fmall-knowing 
Souly  (Cofi.  Me^.)  that /hallow  Tafal,  {Cofi.  Still  me  i  )  which 
as  I  remember,  hight  Colhrd,  (Cofi.  O  me.)  forted  and  con-^ 
forted  contrary  to  thy  efiablifhed  proclaimed  Edi5l  and  conti^ 
nent  Cannon  :  Which  withy  O  withy  but  with  this  I paffion  to 
Jay  wherewith : 

Cbfi.  With  a  Wench. 

King.  Wuh  a  Child  of  our  Grandmother  Evc»  a  Female^ 
or,  for  thy  more  underfianding^  a  Woman  ;  bimy  I  (as  my  e^ 
ver  efieem*d  Duty  pricks  me  on)  have  fent  to  thee,  to  receive 
themeedof  PunifijmcKt  by  thy  fweet  Grace^s  Officer,  Anthony 
Dull,  aManofgoodreputCy  carriage,  bearing  and  efiimat ion* 

Dul.  Me,  an't  (hall  pleafe  you?  I  am  Anthony  Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta  (fo  is  the  weaker  f^ejfel  called) 
ii>hich  I  apprehended  with  the  afcrefaid  Swain,  I  keep  her  as  a 
veffel  of  thy  Laws  furjy  and  fi^alk  at  the  le.tfi  of  thy  fweet 

I  notice:^ 
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notice^  bring  her  to  a  Trial.     Thine  in  all  complements  ofdh 
voted  and  beart'btirning  heat  rfDntj^ 

Don  Adrians  de 


*j 


Biron.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the  bcft  that 
ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay  the  bed  for  the  worft.  But  Sirrah»  What  fay  yea 
to  this  ? 

Cofi.  Sir,  I  confefs  the  Wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  Proclamation  $ 

Cofl.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of 
the  marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  ^roclaim'd  a  Year^  Imprifonment  to  be  takea 
with  a  Wench. 

Cofi.  I  was  taken  with  none.  Sir,  I  was  taken  with  a  Dt- 
mofel. 
'  King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  Damofel. 

Cofi.  This  was  no  Damofel  neither,  Sir,  (he  was  a  Virgin* 

King.  It  is  To  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaim*d  Virgin. 

Cofi.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  Virginity :  I  was  taken  with 
a  Maid. 

King.  This  Maid  will  not  fcrve  your  turn.  Sir, 

Gfi.  This  Maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  Sir* 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your  Sentence;  you  (hall  fad 
a  Week  with  Bran  and  Water. 

Cofi.  I  had  rather  pray  a  Month  with  Mutton  and  Poi^ 
ridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  fiiall  be  your  Keeper. 
My  Lord  Biron^  fee  him  delivered  o  er. 
And  go  we  Lords  to  put  in  pradice  that 
Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  ftrongly  fworn.         [Exitem. 

Biron.  111  lay  my  Head  to  any  good  Man's  Hat; 
Thefe  Oaths  and  Laws  will  prove  an  idle  Scorn. 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Cofi.  I  fuflFer  for  the  Truth  Sir:  For  true  it  isj  I  was 
taken  with  Jaqnenetta^  and  Jaqnenetta  is  a  true  Girl, 
and  therefore  welcome  the  four  Cup  of  Profperity :  Af- 
flidion  may  one  Day  fmile  again,  and  until  tMs  fit -down 
Sorrow.  [Exmrn. 

£nNt 


LovesLahaurslofi.  359 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth. , 

Arm.  Boy,  what  Sign  is  it  when  a  Man  of  great  Spirit 
grows  Melancholy? 

Mofh.  A  great  Sign>  Sir,  that  he  will  look  fad, 

Arm.  Why?  Sadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-Tame  things  dear 
Imp.  V 

Moth.  No,  no,  O  Lord  Sir,  no. 

^rm.  How  canft  thou  part  Sadnefs  and  Melancholy*  my 
under  J Hvenal? 

Moth.  By  a  familiar  Demonftration  of  the  working,  my 
tough  Signior. 

Arm.  Why  tough  Signior?  Why  tough  Signior? 

Moth.  Why  tender  Juvenal  f  Why  tender  juvenalf 

Arm.  I  fpdit  it  tender  jHvenaly  as  a  congruent  Epitheton, 
appertaining  to  thy  young  Days,  which  we  may  nominate 
tender. 

Moth.  And  I  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  Title  to 
your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Rfetty  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  Sir,  I  pretty,  and  my  Say  ing  apt? 
or«  I  apt,  and  my  Saying  pretty  ?  • ' 

Arm»  Thou  pretty*  becaufe  little. 

Moth.  Little  pretty,  becaufe  little ;  where/ore  apt  ? 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 

Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  Praife,  Mafter  ? 

Arm.  In  thy  condign  Praife. 

Moth.  I  will  praife  an  Eel  with  the  fame  Praife. 

Arm.  What  ?  that  an  Eel  is  ingenious. 

Moth.  That  an  Eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay  thou  art  quick  in  Anfwers,  Thou  heat'ft 
imy  Blood. 

Moth.  I  am  anfwer'd.  Sir. 

Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Moth.  He  fpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  croffes  Love  not  him. 

Arm.  I  have  promised  to  ftudy  three  Years  with  the  Duke* 

Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  Sir. 

Arm.  Impoffible. 

Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 

Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  4t  fits  the  fpirit  of  a  Tapfter* 

Moth.  You  are  a  Gentleman  and  a  Gamefter,  Sir. 

Arm.  1  confcfi  both#  they  are  both  the  vamiih  of  a  com- 
plect Man.      ~     -  -_  ^^^^^ 
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Moth.  Then  I  am  fure  you  know  how  much  the  grofi 
SUm  of  deuf^ace  amounts  to. 

jirm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two^ 

Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call  three* 

jirm.  True* 

Moth.  Why,  Sir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  Study  ?  Now 
here's  three  ftudiedc'er  you'l  thrice  wink;  and  how  eafic  it 
is  to  put  Years  to  the  Word  three,  and  ftudy  three  Year?  in 
two  Words,  the  DapcJtig-horfe  will  tell  you. 

Arm.  A  moft  fine  Figure. 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  Cypher. 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs  I  am  in  love ;  and  as  it  is 
bafe  for  a  Soldier  to  love>  fo  am  I  in  love  with  a  bafe 
Wench.  If  drawing  my  Sword  againft  the  Humour  of 
AfFeftion,  would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of 
k,  I  take  Defire  Prifoner,  and  ranfom  him  to  any  French 
Courtier  for  a  new  devis'd  Courtcfy.  I  think  fcorn  to  figh, 
methinks  I  (hould  out-fwear  Cupid.  Comfort  me.  Boy : 
What  great  Men  have  been  in  Love  ? 

Moth.  Hercnles,  Matter. 

Arm.  Moflrfweet  Hercules  I  More  Authority,  dear  Mothi 
name  more ;  and  fweet  my  Child,  let  them  be  Men  of  good 
Repute  and  Carriage. 

Moth.  Sampfifty  Matter,  he  was  a  Man  of  good  Carriage, 
great  Carriage;  for  he  carried  the  Town  Gates  on  his  Back 
like  a  Porter,  and  he  was  in  Love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampfon,  ttrong-jointed  Sampfon ;  I  do 
excel  thee  in  my  Rapier^as  much  as  thou  didft  mein  carry- 
ing Gates.  I  am  in  Love  too.  Who  was  Sampfon  %  Love^ 
my  dear  Moth  ? 

Moth.  A  Woman,  Matter. 

Arm,  Of  what  Complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or  eae 
of  the  four. 
'    Arm.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  Complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  the  Sea- water  Green,  Sir. 

Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  Complexions? 

Moth.  As  I  have  read.  Sir,  and  the  beft  of  them  too: 

Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  Colour  of  Lovers;  but  to 
have  a  Love  of  that  Colour,  methinks  Sampfon  had  fmiall  Rea- 
fon  for  it.    He  fu^-ely  affe^ed  her  for  her  Wit. 
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Moth.  It  was  fo.  Sir,  for  (he  had  a  green  Wit. 
^rm.  M  /  Love  is  moft  immaculate  White  and  Red. 
Moth.  Moft  immaculate  Thoughts,  Mafter>.are  masked 
under  fuch  Colours. 

^rm.  Define,  define,  well  educated  Infant. 

Moth.  My  Father's  Wit  and  my  Mother's  Tongue  aflSft 

me. 

uirm.  Sweet  Invocation  of  a  Child,  moft  pretty  and  pa- 

thetical. 

Moth.  If  (he  be  made  of  White  and  Red, 
Her  Faults  will  ne'er  be  known ; 
For  blu(hing  Cheeks  by  Faults  are  bred> 
And  Fears  by  pale  white  (hown  ;  ? 

Then  if  (he  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 

By  this  you  (hall  not  know,  ' 

For  ftill  her  Cheeks  pofftfs  the  fame, 
Which  Native  (he  doth  owe. 

A  dangerous  Rime,  Mafter,  again  ft  the  Reafon  of  White 
and  Red. 

^rm.  Is  there  not  a  Ballad,  Boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
Beggar  ? 

Moth.  The  World  was  guilty  of  fuch  a  Ballad  fome 
three  Ages  fince,  but  I  think  now  'tis  not  to  be  found;  or 
.if  it  were,  it  would  neither  ferve  for  the  Writing,  nor  the 
Tune. 

^rm.  I  will  have  that  Subjeft  newly  writ  o*er,  that  I 

may  example  my  Digreftion  by  fbme  mighty  Prefident. 

/  Boy,    I  do  love  that  Country  Girl  that  I  took  in    the 

Park    with    the   Rational    Hind    Cofiard ;    fhe    deferves 

weU. 

Moth.  To  be  whipped,  and  yet  a  better  Love  than  m/ 
Mafter. 

jirm.  Sing  Moth^  my  Spirit  grows  heavy  in  Love. 

MotL  And  that's  a  great  marvel,  loving  a  light  Wench* 

^rm.  I  fay  fing. 

Moth.  Forbear  'till  this  Company  be  paft. 

£»/rr  Coftard,  Dull,  ]^<\\xtntttz  and  Maid. 

DhIL  Sir,  the  Duke's  Pleafure  is^  that  you  keep  Cofiard 
fafe,  and  you  muft  let  him  take  no  Delight,  nor  no  Pe- 
nance, but  he  muft  faft  three  Days  a  Week ;  for  this  Dam- 
yoL.  I.  D  d  '       '"     U\i 


40 1 .  Lome's  Lahours  loji. 

Damfely  I  muft  keep  her  at  the  Park)  (he  is  allowed  for  the 
Day-woman.    Fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  myfelf  with  blufhing:  Maid. 

Jaq.  Man, 

jirm.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  Lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  here  by. 

jirm.  I  know  where  it  is  fituate. 

Jaq^  Lord  how  wife  you  are. 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  Wonders. 

Jaq.  With  that  Face  ? 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

yaq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Arm.  And  fo  farewel. 

Maid.  Fair  Weather  after  you. 
Come  Jaquenettdi  away.  [Exeunt. 

Arm.  Villain  thou  ihalt  faft  for  thy  Offences  e'er  thou 
be  pardoned. 

C»fi.  Well,  Si>^  I  hope  when  I  do  it>  I  (hall  do  it  on  a 
full  Stomach. 

Arm.  Thou  (halt  be  heavily  puni(h'd« 

Gfi.  I  am  more  bound  to  you  than  your  Fellows^  for 
they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  Villain,  (hut  him  up. 

Moth.  Come  you  tranfgreffing  Slave,  away. 

Cofl.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  Sir>  I  will  be  faft  beii^ 
loofe. 

M^th.  No,  Sir,  that  were  faft  and  loofe;  thou  (halt  to 
Prifon. 

C$fi.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  Days  of  Defolr^ 
tion  that  I  have  feen,  fome  (hall  fee. 

Moth.  What  (hall  fome  fee  ? 

Cofi.  Nay  nothing,  Mafter  Moth^  but  what  they  look 
upon.  It  is  not  for  Prifoners  to  be  (ilent  in  their  Words, 
and  therefore  I  will  (ay  nothing  ;  I  thank  God,  I  have  as 
little  Patience  as  another  Man,  and  therefore  I  can  be  quieb 

lExit. 

Arm.  I  do  affed  the  very  Ground  ("which  is  bafe^  where 
her  Shoe  ^which  is  bafer^  guided  by  her  Foot  (which  is 
bafeft)  doth  tread.  I  (hall  be  forfworn,  which  \%  a  greit 
Argument  of  FaKhood,  if  I  Love.  Aad  how  can  that  be 
true  Love,  which  i%  falfly  attempted !  JLove  ii  a.  Funiiiart 

■      "       Love 
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Love  is  a  Devil ;  there  is  no  evil  Aogei  but  Love»  yet 
Samffon  was  fo  tempted,  and  he  had  an  excellent  Strength; 
yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduced,  and  he  had  a  very  good  Wit. 
Cufid's  But-ihaft  is  too  lurd  for  Hercfiles  Ciub,  and  thei%- 
fore  too  much  odds  for  a  SfaniardCs  Rapier ;  the  firft  and 
fecond  Caufe  will  not  ferve  my  turn ;  the  Pafitdo  he  refpeiSs 
not,  the  Duello  he  regards  not;  his  Difgrace  is  to  be  caH'd 
Boy;  but  his  Glory  is  to  (ubdueMen.  Adieu  Valour,  ruft 
Rapier,  be  ftill  Drum,  for  your  Manager  is  in  Love ;  yea, 
he  loveth.  Afiifl;  me  fom^  extenoporal  God  of  Rime,  fori 
am  fure  I  (hall  turn  Sonnet.  DeviCe  Wit,  write  Pen,  for 
I  am  for  whole  Volumes  in  Folio, 


Act  II.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  Princefs  of  France,   Rofdine,    Maria,  Catherine, 

Boy €t»  Lords  and  other  Anendmts^ 

•  

B^/^^'^JOW,  Madam,  fummon  up  your  deareft  Spirits, 
1.N  Confider  whom  the  King  your  Father  fends ; 
To  whom  he  fends,  and  what's  his  EmbaHy, 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  World's  Eftecm. 
1  o  parly  with  the  folc  Inheritor 
Of  all  Perf  edion  that  a  Man  may  owe, 
Matchlefs  Navarre  i  the  Plea  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  jiquitain^  a  Dowry  for  a  Queen, 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  3JI  dear  Grace, 
As  Nature  was  in  making  Graces  dear. 
When  (he  did  ftarvc  the  general  World  beGde, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you, 

Prin.  Good  Lord  Bttfet^  my  Beauty  though  but  mean. 
Need  not  the  painted  flourilh  of  your  Praife  ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  Judgment  of  the  Eye, 
Not  utter'd  by  6afe  Sale  of  Chapmcns  Tongues. 
I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  Worth, 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife. 
In  fpending'  thus  your  Wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  Tasker;  gctod  Bojet. 
You  are  not  ignorant,  aIl*teHiDg  Fame 
Doth  ooife  abroad,  the  King  has  made  a  Vow, 

TJda  *Tffl. 
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'Till  painful  Study  (hall  out-wear  three  Year$i 
No  Woman  may  approach  his  filent  Court; 
Therefore  to^s  feemeth  it  a  heedful  courfe. 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  Gates, 
To  know  his  Pleafure ;  and  in  that  behalf, 
Bold  of  your  Worthinefs,  we  fingle  you 
As  our  bcft  moving  fair  Sollicitor. 
Tell  him  the  Daughter  of  the  King  of  France^ 
On  ferious  Bufinefs,  craving  quick  Difpatch, 
Importunes  perfonal  Conference  with  his  Grace. 
Hafte,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend. 
Like  humble  vifag'd  Sutors,  his  high  Will. 

Bojet.  Proud  of  Imployment,  willingly  I  go.         ££jc//. 

Prin.  All  Pride  is  willing  Pride,  and  yours  is  fo; 
Who  arc  the  Votaries,  my  loving  Lords,  that  are  Vow-fel- 
lows with  this  virtuous  Duke  ? 

L$r.  Longavile  is  one. 

Prin.  Know  you  the  Man? 

Mar.  I  knew  him,  M^idam,  at  a  Marriage  Feaft^ 
Between  Lord  Perigortj  and  the  beauteous  Heir 
Of  Jdques  FdHlconbridge  fblemnized. 
In  NQrmandj  faw  I  this  Longavile, 
A  Man  of  Sovereign  Parts  he  is  efteem*d; 
Well  fitted  in  the  Arts,  glorious  in  Arms, 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  Soil  of  his  fair  Virtue's  Glofs, 
(If  Virtue's  Glofs  will  fiain  with  any  Soil,) 
Is  a  fliarp  Wit  matched  with  too  blunt  a  Will; 
V/hofe  Edge  has  Power  to  cut,  whofe  Will  ftill  wills^ 
It  fhould  none  fpare  that  come  within  his  Power. 

Prin.  Some  merry-mocking  Lord  belike,  is't  fo  ? 

Afar.  They  fay  fomoft,  that  moft  his  Humours  know- 

Prm.  Such  fhort-liv'd  Wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 

Cath.  The  young  Domain,  a  well  accomplifh'd  YoUth^ 
Of  all  that  Virtue  love,  for  Virtue  lov'd. 
Moil;  Power  to  do  moftl^arm,  lead;  knowing  ill; 
For  he  hath  Wit  to  make  an  ill  Shape  good. 
And  Shape  to  win  Grace,  the'  he  had  no  Wit*' 
I  (aw  him  at  the  Duke  jilanzAtn^s  once> 
And  much  too  little  of  that  Good  I  faw^ 
Is  my  Report  to  his  great  Worthinefs. 

I  Mifi, 
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Rofa.  Another  of  thefc  Students  at  that  time. 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  Truth ; 
Biron  they  call  him:  But  a  merrier  Man, 
Within  the  Limit  of  becoming  Mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  Hour's  Talk  withal. 
His  Eye  begets  occafion  for  Wit, 
For  every  Objed  that  the  one  doth  catch. 
The  other  turns  to  a  Mirth-moving  Jeft, 
Which  his  fair  Tongue  (Conceit's  Expofitor) 
Pelivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  Words, 
That  aged  Ears  play  Truant  at  his  Tales, 
And  younger  Hearings  are  quite  ravifhed; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  Difcourfe. 

Prin.  God  blefs  my  Ladies,  are  they  all  in  love? 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifhcd, 
With  fuch  bedecking  Ornaments  of  Praife? 

Mar.  Here  comes  Bojet. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,   what  Admittance,  Lord  ? 

Bojet.  Navarre  had  Notice  of  your  fair  Approach; 
And  he  and  his  Competitors  in  Oath, 
Were  all  addreft  to  meet  you,  gentle  Lady, 
Before  I  came:  Marry  thus  I  have  learnt, 
.  He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  Field, 
Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  Court, 
Than  feek  a  Difpenfation  for  his  Oath, 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  Houfe. 
Enter  the  King,  Longavile,  Dumain,  Biron,  and  Attendants. 
Here  comes  Navarre. 

King.  Fair  Princtfi,  welcome  to  the  Court  of  Navarrem 

Prin.  Fair  I  give  you  back  again,  and  welcome  I  have  not 
yet:  The  Roof  of  this  Court  is  too  high  to  be  yours,  and 
welcome  to  the  wide  Fields,  too  bafe  to  be  mine. 

King.  You  Ihall  be  welcome.  Madam,  to  my  Court. 

Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then;  condu6t  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  Lady,  I  have  fworn  an  Oath. 

Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  Lord,  he*Il  be  forfworn. 

King.  Not  for  the  Worlg,  fair  Madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  Why,  will  fh  all' break  it  will,  and  nothing  elfe. 

King.  Your  Ladythip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin..  Were  my  Lord  fo,  his  Ignorance  yfcre  Vi^ife, 

Pds  Where 


j^^o6  Laves  Lahaursloji. 

Where  now  his  Knowledge  muft  prove  Ignorance* 
I  hear  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  Moufe-keeping  : 
*Tis  deadly  Sin  to  keep  that  Oath  my  Lord ; 
And  Sin  to  break  it. 
But  pardon  me>  I  am  too  fudden  bold> 
To  teach  a  Teacher  ill  befeemeth  me; 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming. 
And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  Suit. 

jSTiAg.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 

Prw.  You  will  the  fooncr  that  I  were  away. 
For  you'll  prove  perjured  if  you  make  me  ftay. 

Biroft.  Did  cot  I  dance  with  you  in  Brahnnt  once  ? 

Rofa.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once? 

Biron.  I  know  you  did. 

Rofa.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  ask  the  Queflion  ? 

Biron.  You  muft  not  be  fo  quick. 

Rofa.  'Tis  long  of  you  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  Queftioos. 

Bircn.  Your  Wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft,  'twill  tire. 

Rofa.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  Rider  in  th6  Mire. 

Biron.  What  Time  a  Day  ? 

Rofa.   The  Hour  that  Fools  fhould  ask. 

Biron.  Now  Fair  befall  your  Mask. 

Rofa.  Fair  falls  the  Face  it  covers. 

Biron.  And  fend  you  many  Lovers. 

Rofa.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none. 

Biron.  Nay  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  Father  here  doth  intimate 
The  Payment  of  one  hundred  thoufand  Crowns; 
Being  but  th'one  half  of  an  intire  Sum, 
Disburfed  by  my  Father  in  his  Wars. 
But  fay  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have, 
Receiv'd  that  Sum;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred. thoufand  more;  in  Surety  of  the  which. 
One  part  of  Aefuitain  is  bound  to  us. 
Although  not  valu*d  to  the  Mooy's  worth. 
If  then  the  King  your  Father  will  reftore 
But  that  one  Half  which  is  unfatisfy'd. 
We  will  give  up  €f ur- Righe  ifi  ^^ummmt. 
And  hold  fair  Fri^ihip  with  his  Mfljiefty : 
But  that  it  feems  hjelittle  purpofetb. 
For  here  ke.doth  denand  to  havci  repaid 

Axk 
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An  hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  and  not  remembers 

One  Payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 

To  have  his  Title  live  in  jiqmtain ; 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal» 

And  have  the  Mony  by  our  Father  lent. 

Than  Aquitain  fo  guelded  as  it  is. 

Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  Requefts  fo  far 

From  Reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  fhould  make 

A  yielding  'gainft  feme  Reafon  in  my  Breaft, 

An4  go  well  fatisfy'd  to  Frdnct  again. 

PriM.  You  do  the  King  my  Father  too  much  Wrong, 
And  wrong  the  Reputation  of  your  Name, 
tn  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  Receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid. 

JSi^.  I  do  proteft  I  never  heard  of  it; 
And  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  itback> 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

frin.  We  arreft  your  Word : 
B^jet^  you  can  produce  Acquittances 
For  fuch  a  Sum,  from  fpecial  OflScers 
Of  Charles  his  Father. 

King.  Satisfie  me  fo. 

Bejet.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  Packet  is  not  come* 
Where  that  and  other  Specialties  are  bound: 
To  Morrow  you  fhall  have  a  Sight  of  them. 

King.  It  fhall  fuffice  me;  at  which  Interview, 
All  liberal  Reafon  would  I  yield  unto : 
Mean  time  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  Hand> 
As  Honour*  without  breach  of  Honour  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  Worthinefs. 
You  nwy  not  come,  fair  Princefs,  in  my  Gates, 
But  here  without  you  fhall  be  fo  received. 
As  you  fhall  deem  your  felf  lodged  in  my  Heart, 
Tho*  fo  deny'd  farther  Harbour  in  my  Houfe: 
Your  own  good  Thoughts  excufe  roe,  and  fare wef; 
To  Morrow  we  fhall  vifit  you  again. 

Pfin.  Sweet  Health  and  fair  Defires  comfort  your  Grace^ 

King..  Thy  own  Wifh,  wifti  I  thee,  in  every  Place.  [Exit. 

Biron.  Lady,  I  will  comrnend  you  to  my  owtJ Heart. " 

Rofs.  Pray  you  do  my  Commendations; 
I  weiiildi  be  gM  to  fee  it.: 

Dd  4  Biron^ 
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Biron.  I  wduld  you  heard  it  groan* 

Roja.  Is  the  Soul  fick  f 

Biron.  Sick  at  the  Heart. 

Rofa.  Alock>letic  Blood.  V; 

Biron.  Would  that  do  it  good  /  ] 

Roja.  My  Phyfick  fays  ay. 

Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  Eye. 

Rofa.  No  pojnt^  with  my  Knife. 

Biron.  Now  fave  my  L'fe. 

Rofa,  And  yours  from  long  living. 

Btron.  I  cannot  ftay  Thankfgiving,  [J^xiu 

Enter  Dumain. 

Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you  a  Word :  What  Lady  i$  that  fame  ? 

Bojet.  The  Heir  of  AUnfon^  Rofaline  her  Name. 

JDum.  A  gallant  Lady;  Monfieur  fare  you  well.        \JExit. 

Enter  Longavile. 

Long.  I  befeech  you  a  word :  What  is  (he  in  white  ? 

Bojet.  A  Woman  fometimeK,  if  you  faw  her  in  the  Light. 

Long.  Perchance  Light  in  the  Light:  I  defire  her  Name. 

Bojet.  She  bath  but  one  for  her  felf ; 
fTo  defirc  that  were  a  Shame. 

Long.  Pray  you  Sir,  whofe  Daughter  $ 

Bojet.  Her  Mother's,  I  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  Bleffing  on  your  Beard. 

Bojet.  Good  Sir  be  not  offended. 
She  IS  an  Heir  of  Faukonbridge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  Choller  is  ended : 
She  is  a  moftfweet  Lady. 

Boyet.  Not  unlike  Sir,  that  may  be.  [Exit  Long. 

Enter  Biron. 

Biron.  What's  her  Name  in  the  Cap  ? 

Bojet.  Katherine  by  good  hap. 

Biron.  Is  fhe  wedded  or  no? 

Bojet.  To  her  ^ill.  Sir,  or  fo. 

Biron.  You  are  welcome  Sir :  Adieu. 

Bojet.  Farewel  to  me  Sir,and  welcome  to  you.  Q£A:.Biroii« 
.  Mat.  That  laft  is  Bironf  the  merry  Mad-cap  Lord; 
Not  a  \yord  with,  him  but  a  Jeft. 

Sojefl  And  every  Jeft  but  a  Word. 

Prin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  liis  word. 

iojit.  I  was  ai  willing  to  f;rappk  as  he  if ^  ^  boards  .  .; 
^  .  f,fT  /  Msri 


Lo^ts  Lahours  hfi.  4^9 


Mdx.  Two  hot  Sheeps,  marry; 
And  wherefore  not  Ships?  <I-ip5, 

Bojcu  No  Sheep  (fwcet  Lamb)  unlefs  we  feed  pn  your 

Mar.  You  Sheep  and  I  Pafture ;  (hall  that  finifti  the  Jeft2 

Bojct.  So  you  grant  Pafture  for  me. 

Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  Beaft; 
My  Lips  are  no  Common,  though  feveral  they  be« 

Bojeu  Belonging  to  whom  ? 

Mar.  To  my  Fortunes  and  me. 

Trin.  Good  Wits  wilbe  jangling;  but  Gentles  agree. 
This  Civil  War  of  Wits  were  much  better  us*d 
On  Navarre  %nii  his  Book-Men;  for  here  'tis  abus'd. 

Bom.  If  my  OHfervation  (which  very  fldome  lyes. 
By  tne  Heart's  ftill  Rhctoiick,  difclofed  with  Eyes) 
Deceive  nre  not  ro\^,  Navarre  is  infefted, 

Prin.  W'th  whit? 

Bojet.  With  that  which  we  Lovers  intitle  affefted* 

Prin.  Your  Reafon? 

Bojei^  Why  all  his  Behaviours  do  make  their  Retire 
To  the  Court  of  his  Eye,  peeping  thorough  Defire: 
His  Heart  like  an  Agot  with  your  Print  imprelTcd ; 
Proud  with  his  Form,  in  his  Eye-Pride  expreffed: 
His  Tongue  a!l  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee. 
Did  ftumble  with  hafte  in  his  Eye-flght  to  be  : 
All  Senfes  to  that  Senfe  did  make  their  Repair^ 
To  feel  only  looking  on  Faireft  of  fair: 
Methought  all  his  Senfes  were  lock'd  in  his  Eye, 
As  Jewels  in  Chryftal  for  fome  Prince  to  buy:  (glaftt 

WKo  tendring  their  own  Worth  from  whence  they  were 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them  along  as  you  paft. 
His  Face*;  own  Margent  did  coat  fuch  Amazes> 
That  all  Eyes  faw  his  Eyes  inchanted  with  Gazes : 
I'll  give  yoM  AquitaiHy  and  all  that  is  hi^. 
And  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  loving  Kifs. 

Prin.  Come  to  our  PaviJlion,  Boyet  is  difpos'd. 

Boyet.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  Words  which  his  Eye  hath 
I  only  have  iqade  ^  Mouth  of  his  Eye,  (difclos*d; 

By  aading  a  Tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Rofa.  Thou  art  an  old  Love-monger,   and  fpeakeft  skil- 
fully. 

M4r^  He  i^  Ctqtii'^  Grandfather,  and  learns^  News  of 
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Rofd.  Then  was  Fchhs  like  her  Mother,  for  her  Father  is 
but  griiQ* 
Bojet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  Wenches? 
Mar^  No. 

Bojeu  What  then,  do  you  fee? 
R$fa.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone* 
Bojet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me«  [Exeum  nnnis* 

ACT     III.   S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth« 

SONG. 

^riK^.\  T  7 Arble  Child,  make  paffionate  my  Senfe  of  hear- 


ing. 
M9tL  ConcoJinel*- 


Arm.  Sweet  Air;  go  Tendernefs  of  Years ;  take  this  Key, 
give  Inlargement  to  the  Swain;  bring  him  feftinately hither : 
I  muft  imploy  him  in  a  Letter  to  my  Love. 

Moth.  Will  you  win  your  Love  with  a  irrxirir  Braul  ? 

Arm.  How  mean'ft  thou,  brauling  in  French  ? 

Moth.  No  my  compleat  Matter,  but  to  Jig  off  a  Tune  at 
the  Tongue's  End,  canary  to  it  with  the  Feet,  humour  it 
with  turning  up  your  Eye;  figh  a  Note  and  fing  a  Note, 
fomething  through  the  Throat :  If  you  fwallow'd  Love  with 
Singing,  love  fometime  through  the  Nofe>  as  if  you  fnuft 
up  Love  by  fmelling  Love,  with- your  Hat  Penthoufe-Uke 
o'er  the  Shop  of  your  Eyes,  with  your  Arms  croft  on  your 
thinbelly  Doublet,  (hke  a  Rabbet  on  a  Spit)  or  your  Hands 
in  your  Pocket>  hke  a  Man  after  the  old  Painting,  and  keep 
not  too  long  in  one  Tune>  but  a  Snip  and  away:  Thefe  are 
Complements,  thefe  areHumours,thefe  betray  nice  Wenches 
that  would  be  betrayed  without  thefe,  and  make  them  Men 
of  Note :  Do  you  note  Men  that  moft  are  affeded  to 
thefe? 

Arm.  How  haft  thou  purchased  this  Experience? 

Moth.  By  my  Pen  of  Obfervation. 

Arm.  But  O,  but  O.  .  , 

Moth.  The  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Arm.  Call'ft  thou  my  Love,  Hobby*l|orf6 

Mnh. 
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Moth.  No  Matter,  the  Hobby-hoarfe  is  but  a  CoIt>  and 
your  Love  perhaps  a  Hackney : 
But  have  you  forgot  your  Love  i 

uirm.  Almoft  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  Student,  learn  her  by  heart. 

jirnu  By  hearty  and  in  heart.  Boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  Heart,  Mafter :  All  thofe  three  I  will 
prove. 

Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove? 

Moth.  A  Man^  if  I  live  ("and  this^  by,  in,  and  without* 
upon  thelnftant:  In  Heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your  Heart 
is  in  love  with  her;  and  out  of  Heart  you  love  her,  being 
out  of  Heart  that  yoti  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Arm.  \  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  Times  as  much  more ;  and  yet  nothing 
at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  Swain>  he  muft  carry  me  a  Let- 
ter. 

Moth.  A  Meflage  well  fimpathiz'd ;  a  Horfe  to  be  Embaf- 
fador  for  an  Afs. 

Arm.  Ha,  ha;  what  fay*ft  thou? 

Moth.  Marry  Sir,  you  muft  fend  the  Afs  upon  the  Horfe, 
for  he  i%  very  flow  gated :  But  I  go. 

Arm.  The  way  is  but  (hort;  away. 

M^h.  As  fwift  as  Lead,  Sir. 

Arm.  Thy  Meaning,  pretty  Ingenious  ?  is  not  Lead  a  Me- 
tal  heavy»  dull  and  flow  ? 

Moth.  Mimme  honeft  Mafter,  or  rather  Mafter  no. 

Arm.  I  fay  Lead  is  flow. 

Moth.  You  are  too  fwift  Sir,  to  fay  fo. 
Is  that  Lead  flow.  Sir,  which  is  fir'd  from  a  Gun? 

Arm.  Sweet  Smoak  of  Rhetorick; 
He  reputes  me  a  Cannon,  and  the  Bullet  that's  he  .* 
I  flioot  thee  at  the  Swain. 

Mmh.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [^Exit^ 

Arm.  A  moft  accute  ynvemalj  ycAvAAt  and  free  of  Grace ; 
By  thy  Favour, fweet  Wdlcin,  I  muft  flgh  in  thy  Face. 
Moft  rude  Melancholly,  Valour  gives  the  Place. 
My  Herald  is  return'cf. 

Enior 
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Enter  Moth  and  Coftard, 

Moth.  A  Wonder,  Mafter,  here's  a  Coftard  broken  in  a 
Shin. 

jirm.  Some  Enigma,  Tome  Kiddle,  no  Lenvoj^  begin. 

Coft.  No  Egma>  no  Riddles  no  Lenvoj^  no  Salve,  in  the 
Male*  Sin  O  Sir,  Plantan,  a  plain  Plantan ;  no  Lenvoy^  no 
JLenvoj^  or  ^alve.  Sir,  but  Plantan. 

Arm.  By  Vertue  thou  inforceft  Laughter,  thy  filly 
Thought,  my  Spleen,  the  heaving  ®f  my  Lungs  provokes 
me  to  ridiculous  Sniiling :  O  pardon  me  my  Stars*  doth  the 
inconfiderate  take  Salve  for  Lenvoy^  and  the  word  Lcnvoj 
for  a  Salve  I 

Moth.  Do  the  Wife  think  th^m  other^  is  not  Lenvoj  a 
Salve/*  (plain 

uirm.  No  Mcthy  it   is  an  Epilogue  or  Difcourfe  to  make 
Some  obfcure  Precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 
Kow  will  I  begin  your  Morale  and  do  you  follow  with 
my  Lenvoj. 

The  Fox,  the  Ape,  and  the  Humble-bee, 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three* 

Moth.  Until  the  Goofe  came  out  of  Door, 
Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 

A  good  Lenvoj9  ending  in  the  Goofe ;  would  you  defirt 
more  ? 

Cofi.  The  Boy  hath  fold  him  a  Bargain,  a  Goofe  that's  flat. 
Sir  your  penny-worth  is  good,  and  your  Goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  Bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  faft  and  loofe. 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  Lcnvoj^  I  that's  a  fat  Goofe. 

Arm.  Come  hither,  come  hither ; 
How  did  this  Argument  begin? 

Moth.  By  faying  that  a  Coflard  was  broken  in  a  Shis. 
Then  calFd  you  for  a  Lenvoj. 

Coft.  True,  and  I  for  a  Plantan; 
Thus  came  your  Argument  in ; 

Then  the  Boys  fat  Lenvoy^  the  Goofe  that  you  bought. 
And  he  ended  the  Market. 

Arm.  But  tell  me;  how  was  there  a  CoftardhtoVtwin  a 
Shin? 

Moth*  I  will  tell  you  fenfibly.     , 
Cofl.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it,  Mothp 
I  Wili  fpeak  that  Lcnvoj. 


I  I 

htyves  Labours  loft:  4 1 3 

I  Cojfdrd  runftkig  out,  that  was  fafely  withiir^ 
Fell  over  the  TbWfliold,  ,and  broke  my  Shin. 

jlrm.  We  will  talk^no  more  of  this  Matter. 

(kfft.  'Till  there  be  more  Matter  in  the  Shin. 

^rm.  Sirrah,  Cofiardy  I  wiU  infranchife  thee. 

Cofi.  O,  Marry  me  to  one  Francis^  I  fmell  fome  Leftvfffi 
fbme  Coofe  in  this. 

^rmm  By  ray  fweet  Soul,  I  mean  fetting  thee  at  Liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming  thy  Pcrfon;  thou  wert  immur'd)  re- 
trained, captivated,  bound. 

Cofi.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  Purgation, 
and  let  me  loofe. 

^rm.  I  give  thee  thy  Liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance,  and 
in  Ueu  thereof,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this;  bear  this 
.fignificant  to  the  Cout\try-Miid  ^dijueftetta ;  there  is  Re- 
myuneration,  for  ths  bcft  ward  of  mine  Honours  is  reward- 
ing my  Dependants.     Moth^  follow.    ■  ■  [^Exiu 

Moth.  Like  the  Sequel  I. 
Signior  Cofiard  adieu. 

Q/?.  My  fweet  Ounce  of  Man's  Flefti,  my  in-cony  j^^sa; : 
Now  will  I  look  to  his  Remuneration. 
Remuneration,  O,  thafs  the  Latin  Word  for  three  Far- 
things :  Three  Farthings  Remuneration,  What's  the  Price  of 
this  Incle  ?  five  Farthings.  No,  I'll  give  you  a  Remuneration : 
Why  ?  It  carries  its  Remuneration :  Why  ?  It  is  a  fairer  Name 
than  a  French-Crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this, 
Word. 

£f$ter  Biron. 

Biron.  O  my  good  Knave  Cofiard,  exceedingly  well  mti^ 

Ofi.  Pray  you  Sir,  how  much  Carnation  Ribbon  may 
a  Man  buy  for  a  Remuneration? 

Biron.  What  is  a  Remuneration  ? 

Cofi.  Marry  Sir,  half-penny  Farthing, 

Biro  ft.  O,  why  then  three  Farthings  worth  of  Silk.' 

Cofl.  I  thank  your  Worfliip,  God  be  with  you. 

Biro  ft.  O  flay  Slave,  I  muft  employ  thee  : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  Favour,  my  good  Knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  ihall  intreat. 

Cofi^  When  would  you  have  it  done.  Sir  ? 

BiroH.  O  this  Afternoon. 

Cofi.  Well,  I  will  do  it  Sir :  Fare  you  well. 

BiroMlm 
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Biron*  O  thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 

Cofi.  I  ihall  know,  Sir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

Biron.  Why  Villain,  thou  muft  know  it  firft. 

Cofi.  I  will  comje  to  your  Worihipto  Morrow  Moroing. 

Biron.  It  muft  be  done  this  Afternoon. 
Hark  Slave,  it  is  but  this : 
The  Pri'ncefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  Park: 
And  in  her  Train  there  is  a  gentle  Lady; 
When  Tongues  fpeak  fweetly>  then  they  name  her  Name» 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her ;  ask  for  her. 
And  to  her  white  Hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  feal'd  up  Counfel.    There's  thy  Guerdon ;  go. 

CbJI.  Guerdon,  O  fweet  Guerdon,  better  than  Remu- 
fleration>  eleven  Pence  Farthing  better :  Moft  fweet  Guer- 
don.   I  will  do  it,  Sir»  in  Print :  Guerdon,  Remooeration. 

[Exit. 

Sir  on.  OI  and  I  forfooth  in  Love, 
I  that  have  been  Love's  Whip ; 
A  very  Beadle  to  a  humorous  Sigh :  A  Critick; 
Nay,  a  Night-watch  Conftable, 
A  domineering  Pedant  o*er  the  Boy, 
Than  whom  no  Mortal  more  magnificent. 
This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind  waywdrd  Boy> 
This  Signior  yunigs  Giant  Dwarf,  Don  Cupid^ 
Regent  of  Love-rimes,  Lord  of  folded  Arms, 
Th'  anointed  Sovereign  of  Sighs  and  Groans : 
Liege  of  all  Loyterers,  and  Malecontents : 
Dread  Prince  pt  Plackets,  King  of  Codpieces* 
Sole  Emperator,  and  great  General 
Of  trotting  Parators  (O  my  little  Heart!) 
And  I  to  be  a  Corporal  of  his  Field, 
And  wear  his  Colours  like  a  Tumbler's  Hoop : 
What  ?  I  love  I  I  fue !  I  feek  a  Wife, 
A  Wbman>  that  is  like  a  GermMn  Clock, 
Still  a  repairing;  ever  out  of  Frame* 
And  never  going  aright,  being  but  a  Watch, 
But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  Aill  go  right. 
Nay  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all : 
And  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  aH, 
A  whitely  Wanten  with  a  Velvet  Brow, 
With  two  Pitch  Bills  ftuck  in  her  Face  for  Eyes, 

Ay, 
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Ay»  and  by  Heav'o,  one  that  will  do  the  Deed, 

Tho'  Argus  were  her  Eunuch  and  her  Guard ; 

And  I  to  figh  for  her  I  to  watch  for  her ! 

To  pray  for  her !  go  toe  :  It  is  a  Plague 

That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  negled 

Of  his  almighty,  dreadful,  little  Might. 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue  and  groan^ 

Some  Men  muR  love  my  Lady,  and  fome  Jodn.        [£xii4 


A  C  T  IV.      S  G  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  the  Princtfsj  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catherine,  Lords^ 

Attenddmsy  and  a  Fwtfter. 

PriV^.T T  7  AS  that  the  King  that  fpur'd his Horfefo hard 
VV    Againft  the  fteep  unrifing  of  the  Hill? 

B^jiU  I  know  not,  but  I  think  it  was  not  he* 

Triiu  Who  e'er  he  was,  he  (hew'd  a  mounting  MifldJ 
Well  Lords,  to  D.)y  we  (hall  have  our  difpatch» 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then  Forcfter»  my  Friend,  where  is  the  Bufti 
That  we  muft  ftand  and  play  the  Murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Hereby  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  Coppice,' 
A  ftand  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  ihoot. 

PrifK  I  thank  my  Beauty,  I  am  fair  that  fhoot. 
And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'ft  the  faireft  (hoot. 

For.  Pardon  me,  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

trin.  What,  what  {  Firft  praife  me,  then  again  fay  no. 
O  fliort-liv'd  Pride.     Not  Fair?  alack  for  wo. 

For.  Yes  Madam,  Fair. 

Prim.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now. 
Where  Fair  is  not,  Praife  cannot  mend  the  Brow. 
Here  (good  my  Glafs)  take  this  for  telling  true; 
Fair  Payment  for  foul  Words  is  more  than  due. 

Far.  Nothing  but  Fair  is  that  which  you  inherit.' 

Prin.  See,  fee,  my  Beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  Merit. 
O  Herefie  in  fair,  m  for  thefe  Day$, 
A  giving  Hand,  though  fbul|  (hall  have  the  Praife. 


But 
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But  come,  the  Bow;  now  Mercy  goes  to  kill^ 

And  (hooting  wel)^  is  then  account(.d  ilL 

Thus  will  I  fave  my  Credit  in  the  (hoot, 

Not  wounding.  Pity  would  not  let  me  do't  t 

If  wounding,  then  it  wastofhew  my  Skill, 

That  more  for  Praife  than  Purpofe  meant  to  kilU 

And  out  of  Qijeftion,  lo  it  is  tomttimes, 

.Gl'ory  grows  guilty  of  dctcfted  Crimes^ 

When  for  Fame's  fake  to  praife  an  outward  Part, 

We  bend  to  that,  the  working  of  the  Heart. 

As  I  for  Praife  alone  now  feek  to  fpill 

The  poor  Dear's  Blood,  that  my  Heart  tneans  no  iU. 

Bojet.  Do  not  curft  Wives  hold  that  fclf-fovcreignty 
Only  for  Praife  fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  Lords  ? 

Prsft.  Only  for  Praife,  and  Praife  we  may  afford 
^To  any  Lady  that  fubdues  her  Lord. 

Enter  Coftard. 

Boyet.  Here  conies  a  Member  of  the  Common* wealth. 

C^fi.  God  dig-you-den  all,  pray  you  which  is  the  head 
Lady? 

Prift*  Thou  fhalt  know  her,  Fellow,  by  the  reft  that  have 
no  H^ads. 

Cofi.  Which  is  the  greateft  Lady,  the  higheft  i 

Prin.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft. 

Q/?.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft;  it  is  fo,  truth  is  truth* 
And  your  Wafte,  Miftrifs,  were  as  flender  as  my  Wit, 
One  a  thefe  Maids  Girdles  for  your  Wafte  (hould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  Woman  ?  You  are  the  thickeft  here. 

PrifK  What's  your  Will,  Sir?  What's  your  Will? 

Coft^  I  have  a  Letter  from  Monfieur  Biron^ 
To  one  Lady  Rofaline. 

Prin.  O  thy  Letter,  thy  Letter :  He's  a  good  Friend  of 
Stand  afide,  good  Bearer.  (mine. 

Bojeu  you  can  carve. 
Break  up  this  Capon. 

Bojct.  I  am  bound  to  fervc. 
This  Letter  is  miftook,  it  importeth  none  here ; 
It  is  writ  to  yaquenetta. 

Prin^  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear. 
Break  the  Neck  of  the  Waix,  and  every  one  give  Eari 
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Boyet  rf4^t 

BY  Heaven,  that  thou  art  Fair,  is  moft  infiillible ;  tfue 
that  thou  art  Beauteous ;  Truth  it  felf  that  thou  ait 
Lovely ;  more  fairer  than  Fair»  bdaottful  than  BtfauieOus^ 
truer  than  Truth  it  felf;  have  Commiferation  on  thy  hefoi-^ 
cal  VafTal.    The  magnanimous  and  nioft  iiluftrat^  King  Cd- 
fhetHd  fet  Eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate  Beggar 
2ienelofh9H\  and  he  k  was  that  might  rightly  fay,  Piffh 
wdi^  vici;  which  to  Analt6mize  in  the  Vulgar,  O  bafe  and 
oUcure  Vulgar  ^  vidtlkefi  he  came»  faw  and  ov^rcamer  he 
came  one,  faw  two,  overcame  three.     Who   came{   tlM 
Kiflg«    Why  did  he  come  i  to  fee.     Why  did  he  fee  \  to 
overcome.    Ta  #hotfn  came  he  ?  to  the  Beggar.  What  £iw 
he  ?  the  Beggar.    Who  6vercame  him  %  the  Btf>pT.    The 
Condufion  is  Vidory;    Ou  whofe  fide?  the  KingTs;  the 
Captive  19  intich'd ;   Oa  whofe  fide  f  the  Beggar'sb  The 
Cataftrophe  iis^a  Nuptial:  On  whofe  fide?  the  King't:  No, 
on  both  in  one,  or  ond  i»  both :  I  am  the  JSing,  ^for  fo  ftand^ 
the  Comparifon^  thou  the  Beggar*  for  (b  witnefleth  thy  Lo#- 
linefs.   Shall  I  command  thy  Love  ?  I  may.  ShaH  I  e^6rce 
thy  Love?  I  could.   Shalt  I  ohtreat  thy  Love?  I  trilK  What 
flialt  thou  exchwge  for  Rags?  Robes;  for  Tittles?  Titles; 
for  thy  felf?  me.    Thus  expe&ing  thy  Reply,   I  prophalK 
my  Li^  on  thy  Fo^,  my  Eyes  on  thy  Piaur^,  ano  my 
Heart  on  thy  every.  Part. 

Thine  in  the  iiSf^  itjign  of  Imbt^, 

Don  Adriana  de  Armado. 

Thus^fl  thou  bear  the  Nem9^lAori  rdto 

•Gainft  thee  thou  Lamb,  that  ftandeff  as  his  Prejr: 

Submiffive  faU  his  princely  feet  before* 

And  ke  fvom  Fora^  will  indiiie  to  play. 

But  if  thou  ftrive  (poor  Sdul)  what  art  thou  the*  \ 
Food  for  his  Rage,  Reptfture  for  his  Dcn^ 

Prin.  What  PJume  of  Feather  is  he  tha<  indited  rhb  LftJ 
tcr?  What  Vane?  What  Weathef cock ?  EHd  you  eWf  hear 

B$j9f.  I  am  itooch  deceived,  but  I  remember  th^  Stife; 
Pfiff.  EUe  your  Meatory  is  bad,  g6ing  o'er  it  e*rc  #fiifc.   \ 
Bojef.  This  ^rw4^«  is  a  <^4mVir^  that  keeps  here  in'C'ourr^ 
APhantafine,  aMonarcho,  and  one  that  makes  Sport 
yofcl.      ^         ^""     :   B     ""     "  T. 
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To  the  Prince  and  his  Book-mates* 

Priff.  Thou  Fellow,  a  Word. 
Who  gave  thee  this  Letter? 

Cofi.  I  told  you,  my  Lord.  - 

Prin.  To  whom  fhould'ft  thou  give  it  ? 

Cofi.  From  my  Lord  to  my  Lady. 

Prin.  From  which  Lord  to  which  Lady  ? 

Cofi.  From  my  Lord  Berown^  agoodMafterof  mine. 
To  a  Lady  of  Franco  that  he  call'd  Rofdine. 

Prim.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  Lfctter.  Come  Lords  away . 
Here  Sweet,  put  up  this,  'twill  be  thine  another  Day. 

\Exomn* 

Bojot.  Who  is  the  Shooter?  who  is  the  Shooter? 

Rofa.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 

Bojet.  Ay,  my  Continent  of  Beauty. 

Rof4.  Why  flie  that  bears  the  Bow.     Finely  put  ofF* 

Bojet.  My  Lady  goes  to  kill  Horns ;  but  if  thou  marryt    ' 
Hang  me  by  the  Neck,  if  Horns  that  Year  Qiifcarry; 
Finely  put  on. 

Rofa.  Well  then,  I  am  the  Shooten 

Bojet.  And  who  is  your  Deer  ? 

Rofa.  If  we  chufe  by  Horns,  your  felf  $  come  not  near. 
Finely  put  on  indeed. 

Mar.  You  ftill  wrangle  with  herj  S^jr^,  and  (he  ftrikes  i^ 
the  Brow.  .  , 

Bojet.  But  (he  her  felf  is  hit  lower. 
Have  I  hit  her  now? 

Rofa.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  Saying,  That 
was  a  Man  when  King  Pifpin  of  France  was  a  little  Boy,  as 
touching  the  hit  it. 

Bojet.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  a^  old.  That  was  a 
Woman,  when  Queen  Gmnover  of  Britain  was  alittle  Wencft, 
as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rofa.  Thou  can'ft  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it. 
Thou  can^ft  not  hit  it,  my  good  Man. 

Bojet.  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot. 
And  I  cannot  another  can. '  [Exit.  RoB* 

Cofi.    By  my  troth  moft  pleafanr,  how  both  did  fit  in 

Mar.  A  Mark  marvellous  well  ihot ;  for  they  boch  did 
hit  It. 
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hQj9U  A  Mark^  O  mark  but,  that  Mark  I  a  Mark^  fays  my 
Lady» 
Let  the  Mark  have  a  Prick  vdl%  to  meet  at^  if  it  may  be^ 
Mar.  Wide  a*th  bow  Hatid,  iTaith  your  Hand  is  out; 
Cofi.  Indeed  a'muft  flioot  nearer,    or  he'll  ne'er  hit  the 
'    Clout, 
'BQjtt.   And  if  my  Hand  be  our,  then  belike  your  Hand 

is  \x\. 
Cofi.  Then  will  (he  get  the  up(hot  by  cleaving  the  Viiik 
Mar.  Come^  come^  you  talk  greafily,  your  Lips  grow 

foulk.  ,       - 

Coli.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  Pricks,  Sir>  challenge  her 

to  bowl. 
Boyeu  I  fear  too  much  rubbing;  good  night,  my  good  OwL 
Cofi,  By  my  Soul  a  Swain>  a  moft  (imple  CloWn» 
Lord,  Lord  I  how  the  Ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down. 
O  my  troth  moft  fweet  Jefts,  moft  incony  vulgar  Wit, 
When  it  comes^  (b  fmoothlyofiF,  fo  obfcenelyy  as  it  werCy 

fo  fit, 
Armado  ithto  ditB  Oa  moft daintv Man. 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  Lady,  and  to  bear  her  Fan. 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  Hand^   and  how  moflL  fweetly  he  will 

fwear: 
And  his  Page  at  other  fide,  that  handful  of  Wit^ 
Ah  Heav'ns  I  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  Nit« 
Sowla,  Sowla,  .   \Exemt. 

Shout  withioi 

Enter  J^mW^  Holofernes,  ^n^NathanieL    ^ 

Nath.  Very  reverent  Sport  truly,  and  done  in  the  Teftimo^ 
ny  Qf  a  good  Gonfcience. 

H0L  Th6  Deer  was  ("as  you  know)  y^^j^iy/V  in  Blood,  ripe 
ts  a  Pomwater*  who  now  hangeth  like  a  Jewel  in  the  Ear  of 
Ccelo  the  Sky,  the  Welkin^  the  Heaven,  and  anon  falleth  like 
a  Crab  on  the  face  of  Terra,  the  Soil*  the  Landj  the 
Eanhk 

Ndth.  Truly  Mafter  ffolofernesy  the  Epithctes  arcfwcetly 
toried  like  a  SchoUar  at  the  leaft :   BUt>  Sir^  I  aflure  ye,  it 
was  a  Buck  of  the  firft  Head. 
'r  HoL  Sir  Naihameh  hdtidcrede. 
'  DhU.  'Twis  not  a  h4$$d  credo^  'twa&  a  Pricket* 

Eca.  HeL  . 
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H§L  Moft  barbarous  iDtimatioti;  yet  9  kind  of  tsi&tMi- 
tion,  as  it  were  in  via^  in  way  of  Explication  faan^  7i  it 
were  Replication,  or  rather  oft^ntsriy  to  (how  as  it  were  his 
Inclination  after  his  undrefled*  unpoli(hed,  uneducated,  un- 
pruned,  untrained^  or  rather  unlettered,^  or  rathcreft  uacoiw 
firmed  Falhion,  to  infert  again  my  haud  credo  for  a  Deer. 

DitlL  I  faid  the  Deer  was  not  a  hand  cntU^  'twas  a 
Pricket. 

Hoi.  Twife  fod  Simplicity,  bis  coSm ;  O  tbou  Moofter 
Ignoraneek  how  deformed  docft  thou  look  { 

Nath.  Sir*  he  hath  nevv  fed  on  the  Dainties  that  are  bred 
in  a  Book.  , 

He  hath  not  eat  Paper  as  it  were; 
He  hath  not  dnmk  Ink. 

His  IntellcA  b  not  repleniihedy  he  is  only  ao  Animal,  ool^ 
fenfibit  in  the  duller  parti;  aod  fiich  barren  Plants  are  fet 
before  us,  that  we  thankful  (houJd  be ;  whidi  we  tafle^  and 
(eeliBg^  are  kf  thofe  Parts  that  do  frudifie  in  us  more  tian 
he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  iodiicrcer,  or  a 

Fool; 
Sb  were  there  a  Patch  fet  on  Learning*  to  fet  him  in  a 

School. 
But  omneboMtvfly  being  of  an  old  Father^s  Miiid^ 
Many  can  brook  the  Weatheri  that  lovenot  the  Wind* 

SML  You  too  are  Book-men ;  Can  you  tell  bjnrour  Wib 
what  was  a  Month  old  at  Caim  Btrtl^  that* s  not  Eve  Wceb 
old  as  yet  \ 

HoL  DiSima  (good-man  Purif,  DiStifma  Good^man  DtdL 

ISiidL  What  is  DiOitmaf 

Nath.  ATitkto  PhebOf  toZr^M,  tOidie-AAMu 

Bol^  The  MoQ»  wa$  a  Month  old  when  j^bm  wwno 
more* 
And  wnu«htiaot  to  fi  ve  We^  wheahecame  to  fivefcortk 
,if  h*^  ABum»n  holds  in  the  Exchange. 

DuU^  'Tis  true  indeed*  the  CoUufion  holds  in  the  £a^ 
change^ 

Hot.  God  coiofort  thy  Capacity^  I  iay  the  AlUifiM  holdt 
in  the  Exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay  the  Pollufioe^  hokI&  ia  tke  Bifhei^cy  Sat 
the  Moon  is  neva  butaMonthaU J  aodTfqrhdbk  tulw^Mas 
a  Pricket  that  the  Princels  fciU?d.        ^ "  HoL 


^!- 
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the  Death  of  the  Deeri  and  to  humour  the  IgnortAt,  \\mq 
oirdthe  Deet  the  Prifictfskill'^  ^Ptithstk\$ 

Mtik^  Pir^e  good  Mal^  HfhfttM^  Ptrgc^  fo  4t  (hall  pleafe 
you  to  abrogate  Scurrility4 

H$h  1  will  fomething  tffeA  the  hmtu  fbr  it  argues  Fa- 

Thefraifeftd  Princifl  piefC*d  Andftkkf 
dfrettjfUafiHg  PrickfU 

UiU  n^ip  nuUi  fif^'^ith  fiooHng. 
The  J)ogsdidietly  put  Eli  to  Sore^ 

thin  Sorr  it  jumps fton^  Thkkft  i 
Or  Prickit'firey  ot  elfe  Sorell^  ^ 

thePeiple  fdU  4  hooting. 
Jf  Sore  be  Sore^  thtH  £U  to  Ikre^ 

mak(s fifty  SoYeSB  OSorell! 
Of  one  Sire  I  an  hundred  makip  " 

bj  adding  but  gne  more  L. 

m 

Nmh.  A  rare  Talent. 

JiifU.  If  a  Taleot  be  a  Claw^  look  how  he  claws  hin^with 
tTatcDr* 

Ndth.  This  is  a  Gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fiiti[^>  afooli(h 
lextravagant  ^yirit,  full  of  Fmtfis,  Figur^  Shapes,  Objefts, 
iMcaf^  Apprebenfionf,  Moriom^  Revolutionf.  Thefe  ttt  he- 
got  io  the  Ventricle  of  Memorys  nourifh'd  itt  the  Womhdf 
fid  mdiir^  and  delf ver'd  upon  the}  mellowing  of  Occafion ; 
but  the  <Bift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute,  and  t  dm 
th^kful  for  it. 

JIoL  Ski  I  praife  the  Lord  for  you,  s»d  ft  mav  otif  Pbrfil)ft>- 
nen,  for  their  Sons  are  well  tutor'd  by  you,  and  thehr  Daudb- 
Iters  profit  very  greatly  under  you;  you  wte  a  good  Member 
of  the  Commonwealth. 

Mtthf  Me  hprcule^  If  their  Son^  be  ingenuous,  they  fliall 
wane  no  Inftnidion :  If  their  Daughters  be  capable,  I  will 
put  it  to  them.  But  yirfapit^  ^ui pauca  hquitur^  a  SouIPe- 
|iimifle£ikitefhtts« 

£iirfr  Jaquenetta  4m/ Coffard* 

Jd^0  God  give  good  Morrow,  Mailer  Parfofjr. 

B9t»  Matter  ParfM)  q^dfipttkmt.  Apd  if  one  fhcfbld  be 
ikPffi,  which  is  die  one?       "    £e  s  Cffl^ 


4X^  Love's  Labour^ s  loft. 

Cofi.  Marry  Mafter  Schbd-mailer,  he  that  is  likeft  to  a 
Hog(head. 

Hoi.  Of  perfing  a  Hog(htad^  9  goo4  Clufter  of  Conceit 
in  a  Turph  of  Earth,  Fire  eaough  for  a  Flint,  Pearl  enough 
for  a  Swine:  'Tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 

Jaq.  Good  Matter*  Parfon  be  fo  good  as  read  me  this 
fetter;  it  was  given  me  by  Cofiard,  and  fent  me  from  Don 
Armatho.     I  befeech  you  read  it. 

HoL  Faufie  precor  gelida^  ^H^ffdp^  fecHS  omne  fnb  umhvk^ 
TumiffAt;  and  fo  forth.  Ah  good  old  AfantuMty  I  may  fpeak 
of  thee  as  the  Trs^vcller  doth  of  Venice;  f^enechi^  vcnachc  4, 
qui  non  te  vidcj  i  non  tc  piaech.  Old  MantiMnt  old  Afan" 
tnan.  Who  underftandeth  thee  nor,  ut  refallamifa.  Un- 
der'pardon  Sir,  What  are  the  Contents?  or  r^ithen  zs Horace 
fays  in  his;  What !  n^y  Soul  Vcrfes, 

Nath.  Ay  Sir,  and  vpry  learned. 

Hoi.  Let  me  hear  a  Staff,  a  Stanza,  a  Verfe;  Lege   da- 
mine.  ^Love  ? 

JSlafh.  If  Love  make  me  forfworn,  how  flialll  fwear  to 
Ah,  never  Faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  Beauty  vow'd; 
Though  to  my  felf  forfworn,  to  thee  Til  faithful  prove^ 
Thofe  Thoughts  to  me  were  Oaks,  to  thee  like  Ofiers 

how-d.  . 

Study  his  Biafs  leaves,  and  makes  his  Book  thine  Eyes ; 
Where  all  thofe  Pleafures  live,  that  Art  would  comprehend. 
If  Knowledge  be  the  Mark,  to  know  tliee  (hall  fufl^ipe, 
Weil  learned  is  that  Tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend. 
All  ignorant  that  Soul,  that  fees  thee  without  Wondec : 
Which  is  to  me  fomePraife,  that  I  thy  Parts  admire^ 
.Thy  Eye  Jovcs  Lightning  bears,  thy  Voice  his  dreadful 

Thunder; 
Which  not  to  Anger  bent,  is  Mufick,  andfweet  Fire. 
Celeftial  as  thou  art,  Oh  pardon.  Love,  this  Wrong, 
That  fings  tf eavVs  Praife  with  fuch  an  Earthly  Tongue. 

HcfL  You  find  not  the  Apoftrephesy  and  fo  mi(s  the  Ac- 
cent.    Let  me.fupervife  the  Cangenet. 

Natk  Here  are  only  Numbers  ratify 'd,  but  for  the  Ele- 
gancy >  Facility,  and  golden  Cadence,  of  Poefie  caret :  OvidiMS 
Nafo  was  the  Man.  And  why  indeed  Nafo\  but  fq^finel- 
jiing  ofit  the  odoriferous  Flowers;  of  Fancy  ?  The  Jerk$of  In- 

vtQtiop 
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vention  imitary  is  nothing.*  So  doth  the  Hound  his  Mafterj 
cfae  Ape  his  Keeper,  the  tir*d  Horfehis  Rider:  But Damo* 
feUa  Vitginj  was  this  direfted  to  you? 

Jaq.  Ay  Sir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron^  one  of  the  firange 
Queen's  Lords. 

Noih*  I  will  overglance  the  Superfcript. 
7«  the  JhoW'ivhitc  Hand  of  the  mqfl  beameeus  Ladj^  Rofa- 
'  line.     I  will  look  again  on  the  Intelled  of  the  Letter,  for 
the  Noounation  of  the  Party  writing,  to  the  Perfon  writ- 
ten unto. 

Temr  Ladjjhip*$  in  aUdefir^d  Emplojmeni,  Biron. 

*  DmU.  Sir  HoloferneSy  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  Votaries  with 
the  King,  and  here  he  hath  fram'd  a  Letter  to  a  Sequent  of 
the  ftranger  Queen's,  which  accidentally,  or  by  the  way  of 
Progreffion,  hath  mifcarry'd.  Trip  and  go  my  fweet;  deli- 
ver this  Paper  into  the  Hand  of  the  King ;  it  may  con*- 
cern  much;  fiay  not  thy  Complement ;  I  forgive  thy  Duty : 
Adieu. 

Jaq.  Good  Cofiard  go  with  me. 
Sir,  God  ftve  your  Life* 

•  G^fi.  Have  with  thee,  my  Girl.         [Exit.  Coft.  andjgq, 
HoL  Sir,  you  have  dpne  this  in  the  Fear  of  God,  very 

Religioufly :  and  as  a  certain  Father  faith— 

Dull.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  Father,  I  do  fear  colourable 
Colours.  But  to  return  to  the  Verfes:  Did  they  pleafeyoUj 
Sir  Nathaniel^. 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  Pen. 

Hoi.  I  do  dine  to  Day  at  the  Father's  of  a  certain  Pupil 
of  mine ;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to  gra- 
tifie  the  Table  with  a  Grace;  I  will  on  my  Priviledge  I  have 
with  the  Parents  of  the  forefaid  Child  and  Pupil,  undertake 
your  ifien  venutOj  where  I  will  prove  thofc  Verfes  to  t^  ve- 
ry unlearned,  neither  favouring  of  Poetry,  Wit  or  Invention. 
I  befeech  your  ^Society. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  Society  (faith  the  Text) 
is  the  Happinefs  of  Life. 

Hol.  And  certes  the  Text  moft  infallibly  concludes  it. 
Sir,  I  d^  invite  you  tck);  you  (hall  not  fay  me  nay:  Panca 
verba. 

Bc4  '  Away, 


mm 


42^4  Laves  Lah(mrs  lofi. 

Awi7»  tbie  G^prU s  are  tX  thpir  Gamcb  and  vc  wiJJ  to  Dur 

£i»^^  Biron  with  4  Paptr  in  bh  Jffand^  0knc^ 

^fqtf.  Th«  I^ng  be  if  bMWuig  the  UjCien 

I  am  courfing  my  felf« 

They  have  pitdbt  a  Tpy?f  I  om  Jpyliflg  in  apifchi  Pi«ch 

thtf  diefiUsi  deiajr.  afpulWord:  WciU  *ct  tbeedown  Sor^r 

row ;  for  fo  they  (^y  tbe  Fpol  f^id*  (^pd  fo  (w  I,  and  I  the 
Foo)^  \y ell  proy'd  Wir*  6y  the  Lprd  this  tove  js  9^  maid 
zsjijax^  it  kills  Sheep,  it  kills  me,  I  a  Sheep.  WeUproy'd 
again  on  my  Side.  I  will  not  love  ;  if  I  do,  hang  me : 
rfaith  I  will  not.  O  but  her  Eye;  By  this  Light,  but  for 
her  JBye,  J  would  ROt  Ipve  b^r;  yes,  for  b«r  ^wo  j^yci?* 
Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the  WoHd  but  lie,  and  Ii€  19  my 
Throat.  By  Heaven  (  do  Ipye,  and  it  hath  taught  me  to 
Rhipe,  and  to  be  Melanchotiy ;  and  here  is  part  of  my  Rhiipf, 
and  here  py  Melap^hoUy*  W^lli  ^e  hath  pne  a'opy  $onn«ti 
already  ;  th^  Clown  bpre  it,  the  Fq^I  fept  it,  and  tbfi  IMf 
hath  it:  Sweet  Clown,  iweeter  Fool,  fweeteft  Lady.  $yilK 
World,  I  would  not  care  a  pip  if  the  pth^r  tbfee  were 
in.  Here  comes  one  with  a  Paper,  Gpd  give  blin  Grace  fQ 
groan.  \JI$  fiends  ^fid^. 

Bmer  the  King. 

King.  Ay  me. 

SiVm,  Shpt,  by  Hfav^n  {  Proceed,  fw«n  Q^d\  %hm  haft 
thuippt  him  with  {hy  Birdbolt  undqr  the  left  P(^ :  Iq  fajtb 
Secrets, 

King.  So  fweet  a  Kifs  the  golden  Sua  give$  Qfi^ 
To  thpfe  fr^(h  Mpr^i^g  Drops  upon  th^  Rpfe> 
As  thy  Ey^b^av^s  wh^P  their  fre(h  Rays  have  Anofa 
The  Night  of  Df  ^  that  on  my  Cheeks  dpwq  i^QWSi 
Nor  ihines  th^  filv^r  Moon  one  half  fp  bright, 
Through  thf  tranfparept  Bpfpn)  of  the  D^ep, 
As  doth  thy  Fa^o  through  Tear?  of  nan^  %\w^  iigl^^ 
Thou  (hin'ft  in  every  Tear  that  I  do  weepi 
^o  Drop,  h9.t  as  %  Cpach  dotb  (:arry  thee, 
So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  Wo^, 

Po  bftt  bqhol<l  <be  Tear?  that  iwWi  in  me* 

4.i}d  thf y  tby  Qlo^y  tWpijigh  9iy  Grief  will  (hew  x 

But  do  not  love  thy  felf»  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  Tears  for  ©laikr,  and  ftiU  yt^e  me  weep. 

O 


hOlJef  Labours  hfi^  A^$ 

O  Queen  of  (jueens^  how  far  do'fl:  thou  excel  ! 
No'TbwgHt  can  think,  nor  Tongue  of  Mortal  tdl. 
How  flie  ihall  know  my  Qn%h\  \%  drop  tb«  Pipers 
Sweet  Leaves  Oiadf  Folly.    Who  is  b«  conacs  here? 

£9ifr  Longavile,  [r/v  iOpgfiipi  ^ffi4h 

What  I  I^^ggvih  I  ^nd  reading :  Liften  Ear. 

Birott.  Now  in  thy  Likenefs  one  more  Fool  appears* 

King.  Ay  me,  I  am  forfwornt 

Biron.  Why  he  conjcs  in  like  a  Perjur'd,  wearing  Papers* 

L^ng.  In  Love  I  hopc»  fweet  Fellowftiip  in  Shaajen    * 

BiroHp  One  Drunkard  k)ves  another  of  the  Name.   . 

L^g.  Am  I  the  fir  ft  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo?     (know, 

Biron^  I  couJd  put  thee  in  Comfort;  Not  by  two  that  I 
Thou  mak'ft  the  Triumvirat  the  three  Corner-Cap  of  Society« 
The  Shapf  of  Loves  Tihrm^  that  hings  up  Simplicity. 

Loffg.  I  fear  thefe  (lubborn  Lines'  lack  Power  to  move  • 
O  fwcrt  M^i^  lEmprefs  of  my  Love, 
Thefe  Numbers  will  I  tear^  and  write  in  Profe. 

BiT9n.  O  Khimes  are  Guards  on  wanton  CnfiJ^^  Hofe: 
Pisfigure  not  his  Shop, 

lAf^^  Thi(  fame  (ball  go,  \H$  rt^ds  the  SmfiU 

Did  not  the  heavenly  Rhetmrick^pf  thine  Eje^ 
*G4infi  whom  the  vVorld  cannot  hold  Argument ; 
Perfuade  my  Heart  to  this  falfe  Perjmrj  ? 
V^wsfor  thee  kroks  deferve  net  PMnifljment : 
Ji  Weman  I  forfipere^  tnt  I  will  prove, 
Thoft  being  a  Goddejs^  I  forjwore  not  thee. 
Mj  Pew  wax  earthy^  them  s  heat^nly  Love: 
Tioy  Grace  being  gained,  curee  all  Dijgrace  in  me.       < 
f^ows  are  but  Breathy  and  Breath  a  Fapowr  isy 
Then  thou  fair  Sun^  which  on  my  Earth  dofi  Jbitte^ 
Exhaffi  this  Pifour^Fowi  in  tlaee  it  is;  i] 

If  broken  then^  it  is  no  Fault  of  mine  i 
If  by  me  brokg^  what  Fool  is  not  fa  wijif 
To  lofe  an  Oath  to  win  a  Paradife\ 

Biron.  This  is  the  Liver^veie,  which  makes  Fleih  a  Deity  j 
A  jgreen  Goofe  a  Goddefs,  pure^  pure  Idolatry. 
God  amend  us>  God  amend>  we  are  much  out  o'th'  way. 

Enter 


41^  luGvet  Laltms  lofi. 

Enter  Dumain.  . 

L$ng.  By  whom  fhall  I  fend  this  I  (Comply  ?)  Stay. 

Birm.  All  hid,  all  hid>  an  old  infant  Play ; 
Like  a  Demy  God,  here  fit  I  in  the  Sky; 
And  wretched  Fools  Secrets  heedfuUy  o*er  eye : 
More  Sacks  to  the  Mill !  O  Heav'ns  I  have  my  Wiih^ 
Dnmain  transformed ;  four  Woodcocks  in  a  Di(h. 

Dum.  O  moft  divine  Kitte. 

Biron.  O  moft  prophane  Coxcomb. 

Dnm.  By  Heav*n  the  Wonder  of  a  mortal  Eye. 

Biron.  By  Earth  ihe  is  not;  Corporal^  there  you  lie. 

Dnm.  Her  Amber  Hairs  for  Fowl  have  Amber  coted. 

Biron.  An  Amber-coiour'd  Raven  was  well  noted. 
^   Dum.  As  upright  as  the  Cedan 

Biron.  Stoop  I  fay,  her  Shoulder  is  with  Child# 

Dum.  As  fair  as  Day. 

Biron.  Ay  as  fome  Days ;  but  then  no  Sun  muft  ihine. 

X>«».  O  that  I  had  my  Wifli  ? 

Long.  And  I  had  mine. 

King.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord. 
'  JBiron.  Am€n,  fo  X  had  mine.  Is  not  that  a  good  Word? 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  Feaver  (he 
Reigns  in  my  Blood,  and  will  remembred  be. 

Biron.  A  Feaver  in  your  Blood!  Why  then  Incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  Sawcers,  fweet  Mifprifion. 

Dum.  Once  more  I'll  read  the  Ode  that  I  have  writ. 

Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  Love  cin  vary  Wit. 

Dumain  reads  his  Sonnet. 

♦     ■ 

On  a  Dajj  alack^  the  Day : 
Lovej  whofe  Month  is  every  May, 
Spy^d  a  Blo(fom  faffing  fair^ 
Playing  in  the  wanton  Airi 
Through  the  Velvet  Leaves^  the  Wtnd^ ' 
All  unfeent  can  Parage  find. 
That  the  Lover  fickjo  death j 
mflfd  himfolf  the  Heaves  Breath. 
^        Air^  {quoth  he)  thy  Cheeks  to  bloWy 
Air  J  would  I  tnight  triumph  fo. 
*   But  alack^my  Hand  isfivorn^    ^ 
Ne'er  to pluck^thee  from  thy  Throne: 

Vim 


havis  Lahaurs  lofi.  4*7 

yinv  alack,  far  Toutb  unmeet^ 

Tomh  f0  apt  to  pUtcl^a  Sweet. 

Do  not  call  it  Sin  in  me^ 

That  I  am  forjworn  for  thee. 

Thou  for  whom  Jove  would /wear,  v  ^.i 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  wero^  ^ 

And  deny  him/elf  for  Jove/  ; :     i 

Turning  Mortal  for  thy  Love. 

This  will  I  fend,  and  fomethtng  elfe  more  plain,    . 
That  ftiall  cxprcfs  my  true  Love's  fafting  Pain  ; 

0  would  the  Kingj  Biron  and  Longavile^ 
Were  Lovers  too,  ill  to  example  ill 

Would  from  mv  Fore-head  wipe  a  perjur'd  Note: 
For  noneoiFend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Lon.Dumain,  thy  Love  is  far  from  Charity^ 
That  in  Loves  @rief  defir'ft  Society :  [Comingforward. 

You  may  look  pale,  but  I  (hould  blu(h  I  know. 
To  be  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Comei  Sir,  youblufh;  as  his,  your  Cafe  is  fuc^, 

[Comihgforward. 

You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  ^4r/Vi,  Longavile 
Did  never  Sonnet  for  her  fake  compile ; 
Nor  never  lay'd  his  wreathed  Arms  athwart 
His  loving  Bofom,  to  keep  down  his  Heart* 

1  have  been  dofely  ih  ro wded  in  this  B  u(h 

And  markt  you  both»  and  for  you  both  did  blufh. 
I  heard  your  guilty  Rimes,  obferv'd  your  Fafhion ; 
Saw  Sighs  reek  from  you>  noted  well  your  Paffion. 
Ah  me,  fays  one  !03^^t;f,  the  other  cries ! 
Her  Hairs  were  Gold,  Cryftalthe  others  Eyes. 
Tou  Would  for  Paradife  break  faith  and  troth, 
•And  yove  for  your  Love  would  infringe  an  Oath. 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  (hall  hear 
A  Faith  infringed,  which  fuch  Zeal  did  fwear  ? 
How  will  he  fcorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  Wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumphs  leap«  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  Wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 

Biron.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whipHypocrifie. 
Ah  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me.  [Coming  forward. 


4xS  hfyves  Lahiuar's  loft. 

pood  heart*  what  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove  - 

Thefe  Wonn$  for  loving,  that  ac't  maft  in  love  ? 

Your  Eyes  do  make  no  Couches  in  your  Tears* 

There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears*  i 

You'll  not  be  perj  ur^d»  'tis  a  l^atenil  thing : 

Tuib*  none  but  Minftrels  like  of  Soonetting^ 

!)Sttt  are  you  not  a(ham*d  ?  N^y»  arevoii  not 

All  three  of  you*  to  be  thus  much  o  er*fiiot  { 

You  foi^id  his  Mote,  the  King y pur  Mot  e  did  fee: 

l^tl  a  Beam  do  find  in  each  of  tliree. 

0  what  a  Scene  of  Fool'ry  have  I  feen^ 

Of  Sighs,  of  Qroans*  of  Sorrow^  and  of  Teei^i 

Ome,  ii^ith  what  ftrid  Patience  have  I  fat. 

To  fee  a  King  transforined  to  a  Onat  i 

To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  ®igg» 

And  profound  5a/0ixMfi  tuning  ^  Jygg  i 

And  Nefi^r  play  at  Pufh-pin  with  the  Boys, 

And  Criikk  Tymon  laugh  at  idle  Toys,  ^'  i 

Where  lyes  thy  Crieff  O  tell  ipe  gooid  D$makn  f 

And  gentle  L0Hgdvile^  where  lyes  tny  Pain  ? 

And  where  my  Liege^s  i  al}  about  tl|e  Breaft* 

A  Candle  hoa  f 

J3«rj[.  Too  bitter  is  thy  Jcft, 
Are  we  betrayed  thus  to  tny  Over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betrayed  to  ypu« 
X  that  am  honeft,  I  that  hold  if  Sin, 
Tolsireak  the  Vow  I  am  ingaged  in, 

1  am  betrayed  by  keeping  Company 

With  Men,  like  Men  of  ftrange  Inconftancy. 

When  (hall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  Rbime  } 

Or  groan  for  J^n  f  or  fpend  a  Minute's  time 

in  pruning  me  ?  When  ihal^you  hear  that  I  will  prtile  a  Haodl^ 

a  Foot,  a  Fact,  an  Eye,  a  Gate*  a  State^  a  Brow^  a  Breaft^ 

a  Wafte,  a  Leg*  a  Limb  i 

JKif^.  Soft*  whither  away  (b  faft  { 
AtrueMan^  oraThief^  tha^  gallops  (b»    . 

Biron.  I  poft  from  Love»  good  Lover  let  me  gc|i^ 
£»/^Jaquenecta,  WCofiard^ 

Jaq.  God  blefstl^e  King. 

King.  What  Prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 

Cofi.  Some  certain  Treaibn* 


kifut.  What  makes  Trea&nhetet 

Cofi.  Nay  it  makes  nothingi  Sir. 

King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neidberj 
The  Trcafon  and  yoago  in  Peace  togeAer. 

Jaq.  I  beftech  your  Grace,  let  this  Letter  be  read, 
OurPerfon  mifiloubts^itt  it  wasTreafeohefiiidL 

King.  Biron.  Readitoten  H$nMd$tbe  Litttn 

Where  hadftihou  it  ?=  » 

Jaq.  Of  Cofiard. 

Kk^.  Where hadfttbouit{ 

Cofi.  Of  Dm  jUramddi^  Dun  Jbhramsdi^ 

King.  How  now,  what  mean  you?  why  doft  thou  tear 
it? 

Birbn.  A  Toy^my  Liege,  a  Toy:  Tour  Grace  needs  not 
fear  it;* 

Long.  It  did  move  kim  to  Paffioa,  and  therefene  kA 
hear  it. 

Dum.  Ir  is  SirMft  Writing,  and  here  is  his  Name; 

Biron.  Ah  yoii  irhorefon  Loggerhead  you  werefaoniA 
<lo  me  Shame.        • 
Guilty  n&y  Lordrguiky^:  I  confefs,  I  ccn£e& 

King.  What? 

Biron.  That  you  three  Fools  ladit  me  Fool,  to  make  u^ 
the  Mefs. 

He,  he,  and  you :  and  }Wtt  my  Liege,. and  I, 
ArePick-purfesinLove,.and  we  dd^\^e  to  dye* 
O  difmifs  this  Audience,  and  X  ihali  tdtyou  more; 

Dnm.  NorwdieN'Uii^er  iseven. 

Biron.  Tnty  true,  we  are  four :  Wilt  tbefe  Turdes  be 
^one? 

IQng.  Hence^  Sirs,  away. 

C0/C  Walk  afidfdie  true  Folk,  andletieheTraitorsftay, 

Biron.  Sweet  Lords,  fweet  Lovers,  Olerusimbrtcet. 
As  true  we  are  as  Flefkand  Bbod  can  be« 
The  Sea  wiilelA  and  flow,  Heav'o  will  fliew* his  Face: 
Young  Bkxd  doth  not  obey  aa  dd  Decree. 
We  cannot  crofe  die  Caufe  wliy  we  werebHorn : 
Tkarefepeafatthaodirmuft  we  brforfwovn* 


^*i«  YHJ^^  da  dicfe  Kent^tines  ihew  foaie  Lo^e  off 
thine?     ^ 

Bir99^ 


i 


43.0  Loves  lahoudrs  lofi. 

Birpn:  Did  they,  quoth  you?   Who  fees  the  heavcoljr 
RofdUne. 

That  (like  a  rude  and  favage  Man  of  Inde) 
At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  Eafti 
Bows  not  his  vafTal  Head^  and  ftrucken  blind» 
KifTes  the  bafe  Ground  with  obedient  Breafti 
What  t>ereiDptory  Eagle^fighted  Eye 
Dares  look  upon  the  Heav'n  of  her  Brow, 
iThat  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majefty  ? 

King.  What  Zeal,  what  Fury  hath  infpir'd  thee  now  ?  . 
My  Love  (her  Miftreis)  is  a  gracious  Moon> 
She  (an  attending  Star)  fcarce  feen  a  Light.  . 

Biron.  My  Eyes  are  then  no  Eyes,  nor  I  Bir^n. 
O  but  for  my  Love,  Day  would  turn  to  Night, 
Of  all  Complexions  the  cull'd  Soveraignty, 
Do  meet  as  at  a  Fair  in  her  fair  Cheek; 
Where  feveral  Worthies  make  one  Dignity, 
Where  nothing  wants  that  Want  it  feUFdoth  feek. 
Lend  me  the  Flourifh  of  all  gentle  Tongues; 
Fie  painted  Rhetorick>  O  ftie  needs  it  npt : 
To  Things  of  Sale,  a  Seller's  Praife  belongs  t 
She  paflTes  Praife,  then  Praife  too  (hort  doth  blot  i 
A  withered  Hermite,  fivefcore  Winters  worp. 
Might  fliake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  Eye : 
Beauty  doth  varnifh  Age,  as  if  new  born. 
And  gives  the  Crutth  the  Cradle's  Infancy. 
O  'tis  the  Sun  that  maketh  all  things  (hine. 

King.  By  Heaven  thy  Love  is  black  as  Ebony. 

Biron.  Is  Ebony  like  her?  O  Wood  Divined 
A  Wife  of  fach  Wood  were  Felicity. 
G  who  can  give  an  Oath?  Where  is  a  Book? 
That  I  may  fwear  Beauty  doth  Beauty  lack. 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  Eye  to  look; 
No  Face  is  fair  that  is  not  full  fo  black; 

King.  O  Paradox,  black  as  the  Badge  of  Hell ; 
The  Hue  of  Dungeons,  and  the  School  of  Night ; 
And  Beauty's  Creft  becomes  the  Heav'ns  well. 

Biron.  Devils  (boneft  tempt  refembling  Spirits  of  Light : 
O,  if  in  black  my  Lady's  Brow  be  deckt ; 
It  mourns,  that  painting  and  ufurping  Hair 
Should  ravifii  Doter$  with  a  falfe  Aiped : 

And 


leaves  Labours  loji.  43 i; 

•  ■ ,  ■  • 

And  therefore  is  flie  born  tb  make  bkck  fain  '         ' 

Her  Favour  turns  the  Fafliion  of  the  Day s. 

For  ^native  Blood  is  counted  Painting  now:  ' 

And  therefore  red  that  would  avoid  Difpraife, 

Paints  it  felf  black,  to  imitate  her  Brovr. 

Dnm.  To  look  like  her  are  Chimney-Sweepers  black  ? 

Long.  And  iince  her  time,  are  Colliers  counted  bright  I    ' 

King.  And  Ethiops  of  their  fweet  Complexion  crack  ? 

Dum.  Dark  needs  no  Candles  no  w^  for  Dark  is  Lights 

Biron.  Your  MiftreflTes  dare  never  come  in  Rain, 
For  fear  their  Colours  (hould  be  walhtaway; 

King.  *Twere  good  yours  did:  for.  Sir,  to  tell  yoii  plain, 
V\\  find  a  fairer  Face  not  wafttto  Day. 

Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk 'till  Dooms-day  here. 

King.  No  Devil  will  fright  thee  then  (o  much  as  (he. 

Dum.  T  never  knew  Man  hold  vile  StuflF  fb  dear. 

Long.  Look,  here's  thy  Love,  my  Foot  and  her  Face  fee. 

Biron.  O  if  the  Streets  were  paved  with  thine  Eyes, 
Her  Feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  Tread. 

Dum.  Ovile,  then  as  ihe  goes,  what  upward  lyes? 
The  Street  fhould  fee  as  ih  e  walk'd  over  head. 

King.  But  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  Love  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  fofure,  and  thereby  all  forfworrt. 

King.  Then  leave  this  Chat,  and  good  Bironno^  prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  Faith  not  torn. 

Dum.  Ay  marry  there,  fome  Flattery  for  this  Evil. 

Long.  O  feme  Authority  how  to  proceed, 
SomeTTricks,  fome  Quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  Devil. 

Dnm.  Some  Salve  for  Perjury. 

Biron.  O'tis  more  than  need. 
Have  at  you  then  AfFedions,  Men  at  Arms, 
Confider  what  you  firft  did  fwear  unto : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  uq  Woman ; 
Flat  Treafon  'gainft  the  kingly  State  of  Youth. 
Say,  Can  you  faft?  your  Stomachs  are  too  young: 
And  Abftinence  ingenders  Maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vo w'd  to  ft  udy  (Lords) 
In  that  each  of  you  have  forfworn  his  Book.  " 

Can  you  ftill  dream  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you. 
Have  found  the  Ground  of  Study's  Excellence, 

'  '       t  Without 
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Without  the  Beauty  of  a  WomaD's  Face; 

From  Womens  £yes  this  Dodrine  I  derive^ 

They  are  the  Grounds  theBooks»  tbeAcademst 

From  whence  doth  fpring  the  iv\it  Pr§m$the49^  Firci 

Why,  univerfal  plodding  poifoos  up 

fThe  nimUc  Spirits  in  the  Arteries; 

As  Motioo  and  fong  Adion  tires 

The  finnewy  Vigour  of  the  Traveller. 

Now  for  not  looking  on  a  Woman's  Face^ 

You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufe  of  Eyes  t 

And  Study  too,  the  caufer  of  your  Vow^ 

For  wbei;ei»any  Author  in  the  Worlds 

Teaches  fuch  Beauty  as  a  Woman's  Eye^ 

ILearning  is  but  an  Adjuni^toour  fel^ 

And  where  we^are,  our  Learning  likewife  is. 

Then  when  our  felves  we  fee  in  Lady's  Eyes, 

Do  we  not  likewife  lee  our  Learning  there  i 

O,  we  have  made  a  Vow  to  ftudy,  Lords, 

And  in  that  Vow  we  have  forfworn  our  Books : 

For  when  would  you,  my  Liege,  or  you,  or  you^ 

In  Leaden  Contemplation  have  found  put 

Such  fiery  Numbers  as  the  prompting  Eyes 

Of  Beauties  Tutors  have  enriched  you  with? 

Other  flow  Arts  entirely  keep  the  Brain; 

And  therefore  finding  barren  Pra&ifers, 

Scarce  fliew  aHarveft  of  their  heavy  Toil. 

But  Love  firft  learned  in  a  Lady's  Eyes^ 

Lives  not  alone  imured  in  the  Brain : 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  Elements, 

Courfes  as  fwift  as  Thought  in  every  Power, 

And  gives^to  every  Power  a  double  Power, 

Above  their  Fundiorisand  their  Offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  Seeing  to  the  Eye : 

A  Lover'sEye$'wil^ga^e  an  Eagle  Uiod. 

A  Lover's  Ear  will  near  the  loweft  Sounds 

When  the  fufpicious  Head  of  Theft  is  ftopt. 

Love's  feelingjs  inorefoft  and  fenfible. 

Than  are  the  tendtt  Homisof  cockled  Snails: 

Lovers  Tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  gF0%  in  Taft^ ; 

For  Valour,  is-oot Leva  zHnrckUs  f 

Still  dimiog  Tims^ia^oiSK^VMr^ 

^■'~ Subtil 
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Subtle  as  a  ^^/Vf  AT,  as  fweec  and  muHcal 
As  bright  ApoUo^'s  Lute*  flrung  with  his  Hair  t 
And  when  Love  fpeaks,  the  Voice  of  all  the  Gods, 
Make  Heav'n  drowlie  with  the  Harmony. 
Never  durft  Poet  touch  a  Pen  to  write. 
Until  his  Ink  were  temper'd  with  Love's  Sighs  j 
O  then  his  Lines  would  ravi(h  Savage Ears^ 
And  plant  in  Tyrants  mild  Humility. 
From  Womens  Eyes  this  Doftrine  I  derive : 
They  fparkle  ftill  the  right  Promethean  Fire, 
They  are  the  Books,  the  Arts,  the  Academes, 
That  (hew,  contain,  and  nouri(h  all  the  World ; 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  ought  proves  excellent. 
Then  Fools  you  were,  thefe  Women  to  forfwear; 
Or  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  Fools. 
For  Wifdom's  fake  (a  Word  that  all  Men  love) 
Or  for  Love's  fake,  a  Word  that  loves  all  Men : 
Or  for  Mens  fake,  the  Author  of  thefe  Women, 
Or  Womens  fake,  by  whom  we  Men  are  Men ; 
Let  us  once  lofe  our  Oaths,  to  find  our  felves ; 
Or  elfe  welofe  our  felves,  to  keep  our  Oaths. 
It  is  Religion  to  be  thus  forfwom. 
For  Charity  it  felf  fuUfils  the  Law ; 
And  who  can  fever  Love  from  Charity  i 

King.  Saint  Cupid  then,  and  Soldiers  to  the  Field* 

Biron.  Advance  your  Standards,tand  upon  theixi,  Lords  { 
Pell,  mell,  down  with  them :  But  be  fir  ft  advis*d. 
In  Conflid:  that  you  get  the  Sun  of  them. 
•     Long.  Now  to  Plain-dealing,  ky  thefe  Gloffes  by. 
Shall  we  refol ve  to  woo  thefe  Girls  of  Ftance. 

King.  And  win  them  too ;  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  Entertainment  for  them  at  their  Tents. 

Biron.  Firft  from  the  Park  let  us  cbndud  them  thither. 
Then  homeward  every  Man  attach  the  Hand 
Of  his  fair  Miftrefs ;  inthe  Afrernbon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  Paftime  folace  themt 
Such  as  the  Ihortnefs  of  the  time  can  fhape : 
For  Revels^  Dances,  Masks,  and  merry  Hour^ 
Forerun  fair  Love,  ftrewing  her  Way  with  Flowers; 

King.  Away,  away,  no  time  fti all  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  ©ay  by  us  be  fitted. 

VotvL  Ff  firQH. 
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Biren.  Alone^  alone  foyred  CockeU  reap'd  no 
And  Juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  Meafure : 
Light  Wenches  may  prove  Plagues  to  Men  forfworn. 
If  fo,  our  Copper  buys  no  better  Trcafure. 


ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  HoIofernes>  Nathaniel*  4iiiDulI« 

Hoi.  Ojitis  quodfufficit. 

i3  Nath.  I  praife  God  for  you.  Sir,  your  R.ea(bns  at 
Dinner  have  been  fharp  and  fententious;  plea&nt  withoutScur- 
rility,  witty  without  Affeftation,  audacious  without  Impu* 
dency,  learned  without  Opinion,  and  ftrange  without  Herefie ; 
I  did  converfe  this  quondam^T^^y  with  a  Companion  of  the 
King's,  whoisintitiuedj  nominated,  or  called,  D$n  jidri4n9 
deArmado. 

Hoi.  Ifovi  hominem  tanquem  te.  His  Humour  is  lofty, 
his  Difcourfe  peremptory,  his  Tongue  filed,  his  Eye  ambi- 
ciousj,  his  Gate  majeftical,  and  his  general  Behaviour  vain, 
ridiculous,  and  Thrafonical.  He  is  too  picked^  too  fpruce,  too 
affe&ed,  too  odd,  as  it  were,  too  peregrinate^  as  I  may  call 
it. 

Nath.  A  mofl:  fingular  and  choice  Epithet* 

\jDrafws  $Ht  his  Tdble*B0oks 

Hoi.  He  draweth  out  the  Thred  of  ;,his  Verbofity  finer 
than  the  Staple  of  his  Argument.  I  abhor  fuch  phanatical  Phan- 
tafms,  fuch  infociable  and  Point  devife  Companions^  fuch 
Rackers  of  Orthography,  asao  fpeak  dout  fine,  when  he  (hould 
fay  doubt ;  det,  when  he  (hould  pronounce  debt;  d»  e,  b,  t ;  not 
det:  He  cle{^th  a  Calf*  Cauf:  half,  hauf :  Neighbour  v^- 
edimr  nebour ;  neigh  abreviated  ne :  This  is  abominable^ 
which  we  would  call  abominable :  It  infinuateth  me  of  In* 
famy :  Ne  intelliiis  Domine^  to  make  Frantick,  Lunatick. 

Nath.  Lams  de$^  bene  intelligo. 

HoL  Borne  boon  for  boon  prefiimri  a  little  fearchy  'twill 
fervc. 

Emef 
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Enter  Armado,  Moth  and  Coftard. 

jSTdth.  Videi-nt  quii  nevitf 

HoU  Vtdeo^  ^  gaudco^ 

Arm.  Chirra, 

HoU  Qnare  Chirrai  not  Sirra? 

Arm.  Men  of  Peace  well  incountred. 

HoL  Moft  Military  Sir»  Salutation/ 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  Feaft  of  Languages^ 
and  ftole  the  Scraps. 

Cofi.  O  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  Alms-basket  of  Words. 
I  marvel  thy  Matter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a  Word,  for 
thou  art  not  (b  long  by  the  Head  as  HondrifkabilitHdimUi 
tibus :  Thou  art  eafier  1  wallow'd  than  a  Flap-dragon* 

Moth.  Peace,  the  Peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  lettered  ? 

Moth.  Yes,  yes,  he 'teaches  Boys  the  Horn-book: 
What  is  Ab  fpelt  backward  with  the  Morn  on  his  Head? 

HoL  Ba,  fneritU  with  a  Horn  added. 

Moth.  Ba,moft  filly  Sheep,  with  a  Hom»  You  hear  his 
LearAingt 

HoL  Quis^quis^  thou  Confonant? 

Moth.  Thelaft  of  the  five  Vowels,  if  you  repeat  them,  oc 
the  fifth  if  L 

HoL  I  will  repeat  them,  ael— . 

Moth.  The  Sheep;  the  other  two  concludes  it  o u. 

Armi  Now  by  the  fait  Wave  of  the  Mediteranenm^  a  fweet 
Tutch,  a  quick  Venew  of  Wit ;  fnip  fnap,  quick  and  home ; 
It  rejoiceth  my  Intellelft ;  true  Wit. 

Mdtb.  Offet'd  by  a  Child  to  an  old  Man :  which  is  Wit« 
old, 

HifL  What  is  the  Figure!  What  is  the  Figure? 

Moth^  H6rns. 

HoL  Thou  difputeft  like  an  Infant ;  go,  whip  thy  Gigg. 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  Horn  to  make  one,  and  I .  will  whip 
about  your  Infamy  mnm  cita,  a  Gigg  of  a  Cuckold's 
Horn, 

Cojf.  And  I  had  but  one  Penny  in  the  World*  thou  fhouldi^ 
have  it  to  buy  Ginger-bread;  Hold,  there  is  the  very  Remu« 
neration  I  had  of  thy  Matter,  thou  Half-penny  Purfe  of  Wit# 
tiiou  Pfdeeon-egg  of  Difcretion.  O,  ancfthe  Heav*ns  were 
fo  plerfed,  that  tnou  iircrt  but  my  Baftard  f  What  a  joyful  Pa- 

"    F  f  1  ^^^ 
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ther  wouldfl  thou  make  ?  Go  toOf  thou  haft  it  ad  dnngbily  at 
the  Finger's  ends,  as  they  fay. 

HoL  Oh,  IfmellfalfeLatin,  dHnghilfoxunguem. 

Arm.  Artf-man  preambnUi  we  will  be  iingled  from  the 
Barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  Youth  at  the  Charge-houfe 
on  the  Top  of  the  Mountain. 

Hoi.  Or  Mons  on  the  Hill. 

jirm.  At  your  fweet  Pleafure,  for  the  Mountain. 

Hoi.  I  do  fans  qHeJthn. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King's  moft  fweet  Pleafure  and  Af- 
fe(9ion,  to  congratulate  the  Princefs  at  her  Pavition,  in  the 
fofieriors  of  this  Day,  which  the  rude  Multitude  call  the 
Afternoon. 

HoL  The  Pofterior  of  the  Dayt  moft  generous  Sir,  is  li- 
able, congruent,  and  meafurable  for  the  Afternoon:  The 
Word  is  well  cull'd,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt,  I  do  affure 
you  Sir,  I  do  affure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  Gentleman,  and  my  Familiar, 
1  do  affure  ye,  my  very  good  Friend;  for  what  is  inward  be- 
tween us,  let  it  pafs 1  do  befeech  thee,  remember  thy  Cur- 

tefie-— «— I  befeech  thee  apparel  thy  Mead,  and  amon^  other 
importunate  and  moft  ferious  DefignSt  and  of  great  import 

indeed  too But  let  that  pafs,  for  I  muft  tell  thee  it  will 

pleafe  his  Grace  (by  the  World)  fometime  to  lean  upon  my 
poor  Shoulder,  and  with  his  Royal  Finger  thtis  dally  wita 
my  Excrement,  with  my  Muftachio;  but,  fweet  Heart,  let 
that  pafs.  By  the  World  I  recount  no  Fable ;  (ome  certain 
fpecial  Honours  it  pleafeth  his  Greatnefs  to  impart  to  Armd^ 
do  a  Soldier,  a  Man  of  Travel,  that  hath  feen  the  World; 
but  let  that  pafs-—  the  very  all  of  all  is :  But,  fweet  Heart*  I 
do  implore  fecretly,  that  the  King  would  have  ne  prefent 
the  Princefs  ("fweet  Chuck^  with  fome  delightful  Ouentati- 
on,  or  Show,  or  Pageant,  or  Antick>  or  Fire-woA.  Now 
underftandii^  that  the  Curate  and  your  fweet  felf  are  fiood 
at  fuch  Eruptions,  and  fudden  breaking  out  of  Mirth  (as 
it  were)  I  have  acquainted  you  withah  to  the  end  to  crave 
your  Afliftance. 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  fhall  prefent  before  her  the  aiae  Wor- 
thies. Sir,  as  concerning  fome  Entertainment  of  Time, 
ifome  Show  in  the  Pafierhr  of  this  Day,  to  be  rendred  by 
our  AiTiftancs  at  the  King's  Coipmand,  aod  tfail  moft  gal- 

]aot» 
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Untj  illuftrate  and  learned  Gentleman,  before  the  Princefs : 
I  fay  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the  nine  Worthies. 

Nath.  Where  will  you  find  Men  worthy  enough  to  prefent 
them? 

Hql.  JofM^  'your  felf,  this  gallant  Gentleman  Judas 
Machabe/iSf  this  Swain  (becaufe  of  his  great  Limb  or 
Joint)  fhall  pafs  Pompej  the  Great,  and  the  Page  Her* 
cuUs. 

Arm.  Pardon  Sir,  Error  :  He  is  not  Quantity  enough 
for  that  Worthy's  Thumb;  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  End  of 
his  Club. 

HoL  Shall  I  have  Audience  ?  He  (hall  prefent  HircuUi 
in  Minority:  His  Enter  and  Exit  (hall  be  ftranglingaSnake ; 
and  I  will  have  an  Apology  for  that  Purpofe« 

Moth.  An  excellent  Device :  So  if  any  of  the  Audience 
hifs,  you  may  cry;  Well  done,  Hercules,  now  thou  crufh  eft 
the  Snake ;  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  0£Fence  gracious,  tho* 
few  have  the  Grace  to  do  it. 

jlrm.  For  the  reft  of  the  Worthies  ? 

HoL  I  will  play  three  my  felf. 

Moth.  Thrice  worthy  Gentlemati^ 
«     jbw.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing/ 

Hoi.  We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have^  if  this  fadge  not;  an  Antique*  I  be- 
feech  you  follow. 

Hot  VH  good^man  Bntt^  thou  haft  fpoken  no  Word  all 
this  while. 

Ji$dl.  Nor  underftood  none  neither.  Sir. 

HoU  Allonsy  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  Dance*  or  fo :  Or  will  play  op  the 
Taber  to  the  Worthies*  and  let  them  danpe  the  Hay. 

HoL  Mo&  DulL  honefk  Dull,  to  our  Sport  away.    [E^it. 

Enter  Princejij  and  Ladies. 

frin.  Sweet  Hearts,  we  (hall  be  rich  e'er  we  departs 
If  Fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 
A  Ladvwall'd  about  with  Diamonds!  lookyou^  what  I  have 
from  tne  King. 

Rofa.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that  ? 

Prin.  Nothing  but  this?  yes,  as  much  I^ove  in  Rime^ 
As  would  be  craiQ*d  i;p  jo  a  Sneet  of  Pap^, 

Ff  J 
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Writ  on  both  fides  the  Leaf,  Margeotand  aU> 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Qipid's  Name. 

Sofu  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  God«'head  wax» 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  Years  a  Boy. 

KJith.  Ajf  andafhrewd  unhappy  Gallows  too* 

Jloja.  You'll  ne'er  be  Friends  with  him,  he  kill'd  your  Si« 
ften 

KatL  He  made  her  melancholly,  fadandheavy. 
And  fo  (he  clied ;  had  (he  been  lignt  like  yout 
Of  fuch  a  merry*  nimble,  Airring  Spirit* 
She  might  have  been  a  Grandom  e'er  fii  e  dy 'd. 
And  (b  may  you ;  for  a  light  Heart  lives  long. 

Ho/a.   What* s  your  dark  Meaning,   Moufe,  pf  this  light 
.Word  ? 

Kath.  Alight  Condition*  in  a  Beauty  dark. 

Re/a.  We  need  more  Light  to  find  your  Meaning  out. 

Katb.  You'll  marr  the  Light  by  taking  it  in  SnufF: 
therefore  I'll  darkly  end  the  Arguxpent. 

Roja.  Look  what  you  do*  you  do  it  flill  i'th  dark. 

Kath.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  Wench. 

Ho/k.  Indeed  I  weigh  not  you*  and  therefore  light* 

Kath.  You  weigh  me  not,  O  that's,  you  care  not  for  me. 

Hofa.  Great  Reafdn;  for  paft  Care,  is  ftiU  paft  Cure. 

PriH.  Well  handled  both;  aSetof  Witwellpla/d» 
But  Rofaliniy  you  have  a  Favour  too  ?  Who  fent  ft  2  and  what 

IS  It? 

Refd.  I  would  you  knew. 
And  if  my  Face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours. 
My  Favour  were  as  great,  be  witne(s  this. 
Kay,  I  have  Verier  too*  IthankAV^n. 
The  Numbers  true*  and  were  the  numbring  to(^ 
I  were  the  faureft  Goddefs  on  the  Ground. 
I  am  compared  to  twenty  thoufand  Fairies. 
O  he  hath  drawn  my  Pidrure  in  his  Letter. 

Prin.  Any  thing  like  } 

Rofa.  Much  in  the  Letters*  nothing  in  the  Praile. 

PrifK  Beauteous  Ink;  agoedGondufioo. 

Kath.  Fair  as  a  Text  B  in  a  Copy-Book, 

Rofa.  Ware  Pencils.    Howi  LetmenotdiisyourD^teiij 
My  red  Dominical,  my  golden  Lettiert 
Q  that  your  F^ce  were  f  idj  of  Qes, 


*  ~ 


Prin.  A  Pox  of  that  Jeft,  and  I  beflirew  all  Shrews : 
But  Katharincy  what  was  feht  to  you 
From  fair  Dntnuin  ? 

Kath.  Madam,  thisGIore. 

Frin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  Madam ;  and  it)oreover>     ^ 
Some  thoufand  Verfes  of  a  faithful  Lover* 
A  huge  Tranflation  of  Hypocrifie, 
Vildly  compil'dy  profound  ISimplicity. 

M4r.  This,  and  thefe  Pearls  to  me  fent  Longavile. 
The  Letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  Mile. 

Prift.  I  think  no  Ms ;  DoR  thou  not  wifh  in  Heart 
The  Chain  were  longer,  and  the  Letter  (hort  ? 

MaK  'Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  Hands  might  nevierpart. 

Prsn,  We  are  wife  Girls,  to  mock  our  Lovers  fo. 

Re/a.  They  are  worfe  Fools  to  purchafe  mocking  (b. 
That  fame  Sir  oh  PU  torture  e'er  I  go, 
O  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th'  Week, 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  andfeek. 
And  wait  the  Sea(bn»  and  obferve  the  Times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  Wits  in  bobtlels  Rimes, 
And  ihape  his  Service  all  to  mv  Behefis, 
And  m^kt  him  proud  to  maxe  me  proud  with  Jefts. 
So  pertaunt  like  would  I  o*erfway  his  State, 
That  he  ihould  be  my  Fool,  and  I  his  Fate* 

Prin.  None  are  folurely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'd» 
As  Wittum'dFool ;  Folly  in  Wifdom  hatch'd. 
Hath  Wifdom's  Warrant,  and  the  help  of  Scl^l, 
And  Wit's  own  Grace  to  grace  a  learhed  Fool. 

Rofa.  The  Blood  of  Youth  burns  hot  in  fuch  Exceft,  , 
As  Gravities  revolt  to  Watitonhefs* 

Mar.  Folly  in  Fools  bears  not  fo  ftrange  a  Note> 
As  Fool'ry  in  the  Wife,  when  Wit  doth  dote: 
Since  all  the  Power  thereof  it  doth  apply. 
To  prove  by  Wit,  worth  in  Simplicity* 

Enter  BoftU 

PriH.  Here  comes  X^ff ,  and  Mirth  in  his  Face. 

Bojet.  O,  Iamftab*dwithLaughter,WherersherGrace? 

Prin.  Thy  News,  frfitt 
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Bojet.  Prepare,  M^dam,  prepare, 
Arm  Wenches,  arin>  In  counters  mounted  are 
A  gainft  your  Peace,  Love  doth  approach,  difguis'd,^ 
Armed  in  Arguments,  you'll  be  furpriz'd. 
Mufter  your  Wits,  ftand  in  your  own  Defence, 
Or  hide  your  Heads  like  Cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prin^  Simi  Dennis^  to  Saint  Cf^idi  What  are  they 
,That  charge  their  Breath  againft  us  ?  Say,  Scout,  fay^ 

Boyeu   tinder  the  cool  Shade  of  a  Sycamore, 
X  thought  tp  dofe  mine  Eyes  fome  half  an  hour ; 
When  lo  to  interrupt  my  purposed  Reft, 
Toward  that  Shade,  I  might  behold,  addreft 
The  King  and  his  Companions;  warily 
I  ftole  into  a  Neighbour  Thicket  by,  &  • 

And  over-heard,  what  you  (hall  over-hear ; 
That  by  and  by  diiguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  Herald  is  a  prettyl  knavifti  Page, 

{That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  Embaflage. 

lAdion  and  Accent  did  they  teach  him  there ; 

(Thus  muft  thou  fpeak,  and  thus  thy  Body  bear« 

And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 

Prefence  Majeftical  would  put  him  quts 

For,  quotl^  the  King,  an  Angel  ihalt  thou  fee^ 

Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioufly. 

The  Boy  reply*d,  an  Angel  is  not  evil; 

I  fhould  have  fear 'd  her,  had  (he  beeq  a  Devil. 

With  that  all  laugh'd^  and  clap'd  him  on  the  Shouldef:, 

Making  the  bold  Wag  by  their  Praifes  bolder. 

One  rub'd  his  Elbow  thus,  and  fleer*d,  andTworCt 

A  better  Speech  was  never  4>oke  before. 

Another  with  his  Finger,  and  his  Thumb, 

Cry'd  via,  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come. 

The  third  he  caper'4  and  cry 'd,  All  goes  well. 

The  fjourth  turn'd  on  the  Toe,  and  down  he  fell; 

With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  Ground, 

With  fuch  a  zealous  Laughter,  fo  profound, 

That  in  this  Spleen  ridiculous  appear;, 

/To  check  their  Folly  Paffions,  folemn  Tears. 

Prin*  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  usi 
Boy.  They  do,  they  do;  ancl  are  apparel'^l ^Uf^ 

|;,iKeif/ij^w//r/,  or^ij^i,  aslguefst 
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Their  Purpofe  is  to  parley,  court,  and  dance. 
And  every  one  his  Love- feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  feveral  Miftrefs :  Which  theyll  kno^ 
By  Favours  fev'ral,  which  they  did  bcftow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  fo?  the  Gallants  (hall  be  taskt; 
ForLadies>  we  will  everyone  beroaskt; 
And  not  a  Man  of  them  (hall  have  the  Grace 
Deipight  of  Sute,  to  fee  a  Lady's  face. 
Hold  Rofulinej  this  Favour  thou  (halt  wear. 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  Dear  t 
Hold,  take  thou  tnis  my  Sweet,  and  give  me  thine. 
So  (hall  BiroH  take  me  for  Rofaline^  ^. 

And  change  your  Favours  too,  fo  (hall  your  Loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceived  by  thefe  Removes. 

Rofa.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  Favours  moft  in  fights 

Kath.  But  in  this  changing.  What  is  your  Intent? 

Prin.  The  EflFeft  of  my  Intent  is  to  crofs  theirs  i 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  Merriment, 
And  Mock  for  Mock  is  only  my  Intent* 
Their  feveral  Counfels  they  unbofom  (hall 
To  Loves  miftook,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal : 
Upon  the  next  Occa(ion  that  we  meet 
With  Vifages  difplay'd  to  talk  and  greet. 

Rofa.  But  (hall  we  dance,  if  they  deiire  us  to^? 

Prin.  No,  to  the  Death  we  will  not  move  a  foot. 
Nor  to  their  pen'd  Speech  render  we  no  Grace  i 
But  while:  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  Face. 

Bojet.  Why  that  Attempt  will  kill  the  Keeper's  Hearty 
And  quite  divorce  his  Memory  from  his  Part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it,  and  I  make  no  doubt. 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  Sport,  as  Sport  by  Sport  o'erthrown; 
To  make  theirs  purs,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  ; 
So  (hall  we  ftay  mocking  intended  Game, 
And  they  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  Shame*       [S§mmJL 

Boy.  The  Trumpet  founds,  be  maskr,  the  Maskers  come. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longavile,  Dumain,  and  Atitn^ 
dants,  difguix^d  like  Mf^ffovitcSn  Moth  with  Mufiek^  as 
f(fr  a  M^ftpurade. 

Meth.  jIU  hail  the  richefi  Beamties  en  the  Earth. 
.    I  ^'r^;?.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  Taffata*  M^^V? 
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Moth.  A  helj  Parcel  of  the  fairefi  Dames  that  ever  tftrn^d 
their  Backs  to  mortal  Fuws.  [The  Ladies  turn  their 

Backs  to  him. 

Biron.  Their  Eyes,  Villaio,  their  Eyes. 

Moth.  That  ever  turned,  their  Eyes  to  mortal  Piews.  Om   *    > 

Biron.  True;  out  indeed. 

Moth.  Out  of  your  Favours  heavenly  Sfiritf  voHchfafe  nH 
to  heholdm 

Biron.  Once  to  behold.  Rogue* 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  Suwbeamed  Eyes       ■■ 
With  your  Suwbeamed  Eyes—^^ 

Biron.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  Epithete; 
(Tou  were  beft  fM.  it  Daughter-beam'd  Eyes. 

Moth.  The/  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me  out. 

Biron.  Is  this  your  Perfe&nefs?  Begone,  you  Rogue* 

Ro/a.  What  would  thefe  Strangers  ? 
Know  their  Minds,  Boyet. 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  Language,  'tis  our  Will 
That  fome  plain  Man  recount  their  Purpofes. 
Know  what  they  would  ? 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  Princefs  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  but  Peace  and  gentle  Vifitatioa 

Xofa.  Why  that  they  have,  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone* 

Boyet.  She  fays  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be  gone. 

Kin^.  Say  to  her  we  have  meafur'd  many  Miles, 
To  tread  a  Meafure  with  you  on  the  Grafip 

Boyet.  They  fay  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a  Mile, 
To  tread  a  Meafure  with  you  on  this  Grafs* 

Hofa.  It  is  not  fo.  Ask  them  how  many  Inches 
Is  in  one  Mile  ?  If  they  have  meafur'd  many, 
The  Meafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  told. 

Boyet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  meafurVl  Miles^ 
And  many  Miles;  the  Princefs  bids  you. tell. 
How  many  Inches  doth  fill  up  one  Mile? 

Biron.  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  Steps ^ 

Boyet.  She  hears  her  felf. 

Rofa.  How  many  weary  Steps 
Of  many  weary  Miles  you  have  o*er-gone. 
Are  numbred  in  the  Travel  of  one  Mile? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpcnd  for  you, 
Dur  Duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 

"^  "  That 
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That  we  may  do  it  ftill  without  Accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  (hew  the  Sunftiine  of  yoUr  Face, 
That  we  (hke  Savages^  may  wor(hip  it, 

Rofd.  My  Face  is  but  a  Mooo>  and  clouded  too. 

King.  BlefTed  are  Clouds*  to  do  as  fuch  Clouds  do* 
Vouchfafe,  bright  Moon,  on  thefe  thy  Stars  to  A^iiie, 
(Thofe  Clouds  remov'd)  upon  our  wacery  Eyne, 

Jtofa.  O  vain  Petitioner,  beg  a  greater  Matter; 
Thou  now  requcfts  but  Moon-ftiine  in  the  Waiter. 

KSn^,  Then  in  our  meafure,  vouchfafe  but  one  Change ; 
Thou  bid'ft  me  beg>  this  Begging  is  not  Orange. 

Rpfk.  Play  Mudck  then;  nay  you  muA  do  it  foon. 
Not  yet  no  Dance ;  thus  change  I  like  the  Moon. 

King.  Will  you  not  dance;  how  come  youth  us  eilrangMi 

Jtofi.  You  took  the  Moon  at  Full,  but  «ow  Qit's  cbang'd. 

JGng.  Yet  Aill  (he. is  the  Mooo,  and  I  the  Man. 

Rofa.  The  Mufick  I^ays,  vouchfafe  fbme Motion  to  it: 
Our  £ats  vouchfafe  it. 

Km.  But  yoUrXegs  (ball  do  it. 

R^.  Since  you  are  Strangers*  and, come  hereby  chancr» 
We'U  not  be  nice,  take  Hands*  we  will  not  dance. 

King.  Why  take  you  Hands  theni   . 

Ro/a.  Only  to  part  Friends. 
Curtfie  fweet  Hearts,  and  fo  the  Meafure  ends.  /    ,    . 

I3»p  More  Meafure  of  this  Meafure ;  be  not  nice. 

R0JA.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  Price. 

King.  Price  your  ielves  then;    what  buys  your  Com*- 

pany? 

Ro/a. .  Your  Abfence  only. 

King.  That  can  oever  be. 

Rofii.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought;  and  fo  adii:u; 
Twice  to  your  Vifor,  and  half  once  to  you. 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hdd  more  Chat. 

Ro/m.  In  private  then. 

fSng.  1  am  beft  pleas'd  with  tbajt. 

Biron.  Whtte-haiided  Mifirefs^  one  fweet  Word  with 
thee. 

Prin.  Honey,  and  Milk,  and  Sugar;  there  is  three. 

Biron.  Nay  then  two  Treys ;  and  if  you  grow  fo  nice^ 
Metbeglifie,  Wort,  and  Malmfey ;  well  run  Dice: 
'Jb$vt[^  )}alf  a  dozen  Sweets. 

Prvn, 
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trin.  Seventh  Sweet  adieu,  fince  you  can  cog, 
ni  play  no  more  with  you. 

Biron.  One  Word  in  fecret. 

Prin.  Let  it  not  be  fweet. 

Bir^n.  Thou  griev'ft  my  Gall. 

Prin.  Gall,  bitter. 

Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

Bam.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  Word  i 

Mar.  Name  it. 

J^nmm  Fair  Lady. 

Mar.  Say  you  lo  ?  Fair  I^ord : 
Take  you  that  for  your  fair  Lady. 

Dum.  Pleafe  it  you  5 
As  much  in  private,  and  I'll  bid  adieu. 
-     M[ath.  What*  was  your  Vizard  made  without  a  Tonguei 

Long.  I  know  the  Reafon,  Lady,  why  you  ask. 

Katb.  O  for  your  Reafon,  quickly  Sir,  I  long. 

Long.  You  have  a  double  Tongue  within  your  Mask> 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  Vizard  half. 

Kath.  Veal,  quoth  the  DuichMzni  is  not  Veal  aCalf{] 

Lqngf  A  Calf,  fair  Lady. 

K^ath.  No,  a  fair  Lord  CdF* 

Long.  Let's  part  the  Word. 

Km>.  No,  rU  not  be  your  Half  5 
Take  all  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  Ox« 

Long.  Look  how  you  But  to  your  felf  in  thde  (harp  Mocks ! 
.Will  you  give  Horns,  chafte  Lady?  Do  not  fo. 

Kath.  Then  die  a  Calf  before  your  Horns  do  grow. 

Long.  One  Word  in  private  with  you  e'er  I  die. 

Kath.  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  Butcher  hears  you  cry« " 

Boyet.  The  Tongues  of  mocking  Wenches  are  as  keen 
As  is  the  Razor's  Edge  invifibic. 
Cutting  a  fmaller  Hair  than  may  be  (eeo. 
Above  the  Senfe  of  Senfe  fo  fennble, 
Seemeth  their  Conference,  their  Conceits  have  Wings» 
Fleeter  than  Arrows,  Bullets,  Wind,  Thought,  fwifter  Things. 

Rofa.  Not  one  Word  more  my  Mai£,  br^  off,  break 
off: 
^iron.  By  Heav'n  all  dry  beaten  with  pure  Scoff. 
King.  Farewel,  mad  Wenchesi  you  have  fijuple  Wits^ 

Prim 
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Prsft.  Twenty  Adieus,  my  frozen  Mmfiavitesl 
Are  thefe  the  Breed  of  Wits  fo  woodred  at^ 

Bojet.  Tapers  they  are,    with  your  fwccc  Breaths  puft 
out* 

Rofa.  Well-liking  Wits  they  have,  grofs^  grofs,  fitj  fat; 

Prin.  O  Poverty  in  Wit^  Kingly  poor  flout: 
Will  they  not  (think  you)  hang  themfelves  to  Night  { 
Or  ever  but  in  Vizards  fhew  their  Faces. 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  Countenance  quite. 

Roja.  O !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  Cafes* 
The  King  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  Word. 

Prin.  Biron  did  fwear  bimfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 

Mar^  Dumain  was  at  my  Service^  and  his  Sword: 
No  Point  (quoth  I ;)  my  Servant  ftraight  was  mute. 

Kath.  Lord  LongaviU  faid,  I  came  o'er  fais  Heart ; 
And  trow  you  what  he  calPd  me? 

Prin.  Qualm^  perhaps. 

Kath.  Yes,  in  good  Faith. 

Prin.  Go  Sicknefs  as  thou  art.         ^ 

Rofa.  Welly  better  Wits  have  worn  plain  Statute Capsii^ 
But  will  you  hear ;  the  King  is  my  Love  fworn. 

Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  Faith  td  met 

Kath*  And  Longavik  was  for  my  Service  born. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine  as  fure  as  Bark  on  Tree. 

Bojet.  Madam,^  and  pretty  MiflrefTes  give  Ear, 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  Shapes ;  for  it  can  never  be. 
They  will  digeft  this  harih  Indfgnity. 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 

Bcjeu  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows. 
And  leap  for  Joy,  though  they  are  latae  with  Blows : 
Therefore  change  Favours,  and  when  they  repair. 
Blow  like  fweet  Rofes  in  this  Summer  Air. 

Prin.  How  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  fpeak  to  be  underfiood. 

Bojet.  Fair  Ladies  maskt,  arc  Rofes  in  their  Bud : 
Difmaskt,  their  damask  fweet  Comixture  ihown. 
Are  Angels  vailing  Clouds,  or  Rofes  blown. 

Prin.  Avaunt  Perplexity :  What  (hall  we  do^ 
If  they  return  in  their  own  Shapes  to  woo? 

Rof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis*d. 
Let's  mock  them  ftill  as  well  known  as  difguis'd: 
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Let  us  complain  to  theifi  what  Fools  were  heret 

Difeuis'd  like  Mufcrvites  in  (hapelefs  Gear; 

And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 

Their  fti  allow  Shows,  and  Prologue  vildly  pcn'd. 

And  their  rough  Carriage  fo  ridiculous^ 

Should  be  prefented  at  our  Tent  to  us* 
Boj$u  Ladies»  withdraw,  the  GaUants  are  at  Hand* 
Prin.  Whip  to  our  Tents,  as  Roes  run  o'er  the  Land. 

\ExtHnu 

Enter  the  King.  Biron,  Longavile  Md  Dumain,  in  their 

own  ffaiits. 

King.  Fa|r  Sir,  God  fave  you.  Where's  the  Princefs{ 

Bejet.  Gone  to  her  Tent. 
t'Jeafe  it  your  Majefty  command  me  any  Service  to  her{ 

King.  That  fhe  vouchfafe  me  Audience  for  one  Word. 

Bojet.  I  will,  and  fo  will  fhe,  I  know,  my  Lord.     [Exit. 

Biron.  This  Fellow  picks  up  Wit  as  Pigeon  Peas, 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe  •  "" 

Hcis  Wit^f  Pedlar,  and  retails  his  Wares 
At  Wakes  and  Waflali,  Meetiags,  Markets,  Fairs: 
And  we  that  fell  by  Grors^  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Have  not  the  Grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  Show. 
This  GalUnt  pins  the  Wenches  on  his  Sleeve ; 
Had  he  been  jidam  he  had  tempted  Eve. 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp :  Why  this  is  he* 
That  kift  away  his  Hand  in  Courtefie. 
This  is  the  Ape  of  Fortune,  MonHeur  the  nice. 
That  when  he  plays  at  Tables,  chides  the  Dice 
tn  honourable  Terms :  Hay  he  can  fing 
A  Mean  mod  meanly,  and  in  ufhering 
Mend  him  who  can;  the  Ladies  call  him  fweet; 
The  Stairs  as  he  treads  on  there  kifs  his  Feet. 
Thii  is  the  Flower  that  finiles  on  every  one. 
To  (hew  his  Teeth  as  white  as  Whale  his  Bone* 
And  Confciences  that  will  not  die  in  Debt, 
Pay  him  the  Duty  of  Honey*tongu'd  Bt^et. 

King.  A  B  lifter  on  his  fweet  Tongue  with  my  Heart, 
That  put  Armadits  Page  out  of  hif  Piu't# 

Em*r 
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Enter  the  Princefs^  Rofaline^    Mariaf  Katherintj  4md 

Attendants. 

Biron.  See  where  it  comes*  Behaviour  what  wert  thou^ . 
•Till  this  mad-man  ihew*d  thee  f  And  what  art  thou  now  ? 

JGng.  All  hail,  fweet  Madam,  and  fair  time  of  Dij* 

Prin.  Fair  in  all  Hail  is  foul,  as  I  conceive^ 

JKin^.  Conftrue  my  Speeches  better  if  you  may* 

Prin.  Then  wifh  me  better,  I  will  give  you  leave^ 

Kin£^  We  came  to  vifit  you,  and  purpofe  now 
To  lead  you  to  our  Court,  vouchfare  it  then. 

Prin.  This  Field  Aiall  hold  n>e,  and  fo  hold  your  Vow : 
Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  Men. 

Kin^.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke ; 
The  Vertue  of  your  Eye  muft  break  my  Oath. 

Prin.  You  nick-name  Virtue :  Vice  you  ihould  have  fpcAc  t 
For  Virtue's  Office  never  breaks  Mens  Troth. 
Now,  by  my  Maiden  Honour,  yet  as  pure 
As  the  unfully'd  Lilly,  I  proteft, 
A  World  of  Torments  though  I  ihould  endure, 
I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  Houfe*s  Gueft  : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  Caufe  to  be 
Of  hcav*nly  Oaths,  vow'd  with  Integrity. 

King.  O  you  have  liv*d  in  Defolation  here, 
Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  Shame. 

Prin.  Not  fo  my  Lord*  it  is  not  fo  I  fwear. 
We  have  had  Paftimes  here,  and  pleafant  Game, 
A  Mefs  of  Rnffiani  left  us  but  of  late. 

King.  How,  Madam?  Rnffiansi 

Prin.  Ay  in  truth,  my  Lord ; 
Trim  Gallants,  full  of  Courtfliip,  and  of  State. 

Rofa.  Madam,  fpeak  true.     It  is  not  fo»  my  Lord : 
My  Lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  Days) 
In  Courtefie  gives  undeferving  Praife. 
We  four  indeed  confronted  were  with  four. 
In  Ruffian  Habit:  Here  they  ftay*d  an  Hour, 
And  talk'd  apace,  and  in  that  hour,  my  Lord, 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  Word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  Fools;  but  this  I  think. 
When  they  are  thirfty^  IPooh  *rouW  fain  have  Drink; 


44'  Lo'bes  Labours  loji. 

Biron.  This  Jeft  is  dry  to  me.     Fair,  gentle,  fweeti 
Your  Wit  makes  wife  Things  foolifh;  when  we  greets 
With  Eyes  beft  feeing,  Hea\)'en*s  fiery  Eye, 
By  Light  we  lofc  Light ;  your  Capacity 
Is  of  that  Nature,  as  to  your  huge  Storei 
Wif^  Things  feem  foohfti,  and  rich  Things  but  poor* 

Rofa.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich ;  for  in  my  Eye— — 

Biron.  I  am  a  Fool,  and  full  of  Poverty. 

Rofa^  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belongs 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  Words  from  my  Tongue* 

BiroH.  O,  I  am  yours^  and  all  that  I  poflcfs* 

Rofa*  All  the  Fool  mine^ 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  lefsi 

Rofa.  Which  of  the  Vizards  was  it  that  you  wore  \ 

Biron.  Where  ?  When  ?  What  Vizard  ? 
jWhy  demand  you  this  ? 

Rofa.  There,  then,  that  Vizardj  that  fuperfluous  Cafe# 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  (hew'd  the  better  Face. 

King.  We  are  defcried. 
They'll  mock  us  now  downright. 

Df^m.  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  Jeft. 

Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  Lord  ?  Why  looks  your  Highnefs  fad  ? 

Rofa.  Help,  hold  his  Brows,  he'll  fwound:   Why  look 
you  pale  \ 
Sea-fick  I  think*  coming  from  M$$Jcovy* 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  Stars  down  Plagues  far  Perjury. 
Can  any  Face  of  Brals  hold  longer  out  \ 
Here  ftand  I,  Lady»  dart  thy  Skill  at  me^ 
Bruife  me  with  Scorn,  confound  me  with  a  Flout, 
*Thruft  thy  (harp  Wit  quite  through  my  Ignorance*' 
Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  Conceit; 
And  I  will  wi{h  thee  never  more  to  dance, 
Nor  never  more  in  RuJJian  Habit  wait. 
O I  never  will  I  truft  to  Speeches  pen'd. 
Nor  to  the  Motion  of  a  School-boy's  Tongue, 
Nor  never  come  in  Vizards  to  my  Friend, 
Nor  woo  in  time  like  a  blind  Harper's  Song ; 
Taffata  Phrafes,  filken  Terms  precife> 
Thre^pird  Hyperboles,  fpruce  Affeftation, 
Figures  pedantical,  thefe  Summer  Flies, 
Have  blown  me  full  of  Maggot  Oftcntation^ 
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I  do  forfwear  them,  and  I  here  proteft^ 

By  this  white  Glove  ^how  white  the  Hand  God  knows) 

Henceforth  my  wooing  Mind  {hall  be  expreft 

In  ruflet  Yeas>  and  honeft  keriie  Noes : 

And  to  begin,  Wench>  fo  God  help  me  Law, 

My  Love  to  chee  is  fodnd.  Sans  crack  or  flaw* 

Rcfa.  Sans^  Sans^  I  pray  you. 

BiroH.  Yet  I  have  a  Tridk 
Of  the  old  R.age :  Bear  with  me,  I  am  SicL    . 
I'll  leave  it  by  Degrees :  Soft,  let  us  fee» 
Write  Lord  have  mercy  em  us^  and  thofe  three. 
They  are  infefted^  in  their  Hearts  it  lyes. 
They  have  the  Plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  £y cfs  i 
Thefe  Lords  are  viuted,  you  arc  not  free ; 
For  the  Lords  Tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 

Prin.  No,  they  are  free  that  gave  thefe  Tokens  to  lis* 

Biren.  Our  States  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us* 

Rofa.  It  is  not  fo;  for  how  can  this  be  true. 
That  you  ftand  forfeit^  beii^g  thbfc  that  fue* 

Biren.  PeacCi  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you« 

Refa.  Nor  fhaR  not,  if  t  do  as  I  intend. 

Biren.  Speak  for  your  felvesj  my  Wit  is  at  an  end. 

King.  Teach  us,  fweet  Madam,  for  our  rude  TranfgreiHoa* 
Sometair  E*cufe. 

Prin.  The  faireft  is  Confeffion. 
Were  you  hot  here  but  even  now  difguis'dt 

King.  Madam*  I  was: 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd? 

King.  I  was,  fair  Madam* 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  hcrCi 
What  did  you  whifper  in  your  Lady's  Ear  f 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  World  I  did  refpeft  her. 

Prin.  When  Ihefhall  challenge  this,  you  will  rejed  her. 

King.  Upon  my  Honour  no. 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear  t 
Your  O'ath  once  broke,  you  force  Hot  to  forfwear. 

King.  Defpife  me  when  I  break  this  Oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.    Rofaline, 
What  did  the  ^i»,^  whifper  in  your  Ear? 

Refk.  Madam,  he  fwore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
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As  precious  Eye-fight,  and  did  value  me 

Above  this  World ;  adding  thereto  moreover, ' 

That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  Lover*  ' 

Priff.  God  give  thee  Joy  of  him ;  tne  noble  Lord 

Mofl  honourably  doth  uphold  his  Word. 
Kin^.  What  mean  you,  Madam  i 

By  my  Life,  my  Troth, 

I  never  fwore  this  Lady  fuch  an  Oath/ 
Ro/a.  By  Heav*n  you  did,  and  to  confirm  it  plaitf. 

You  gave  me  this :  But  take  it.  Sir,  again. 
King.  My  Faith  and  this,  to  th*  Prmcefs  I  did  give» 

I  knew  her  by  this  Jewel  on  her  Sleeve. 
Prin.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  this  Jewel  did  ihe  wear : 

And  Lord  Biron^  I  thank  him,  is  my  Dear. 

What  ?  will  you  have  me,  or  your  Pearl  again  { 
Biron.  Neither  of  either,  I  remit  both  twain*    . 

I  fee  the  Trick  onY;  Here  was  a  Confent, 

Knowing  aforehand  of  our  Merriments  '    \ 

To  dafli  it  like  a  Chrifimas  Cona^dy. 

Some  Carry-tale,  fome  P]eafe*man,  fdme  fUght  Zany, 

Some  Mumble-news,  fome  Trencher-knigh^  fonie  Dicl^ 

That  fmiles  his  Cheek  in  Years,  and  knows  the  Trick 

To  make  my  Lady  laugh,  when  fhe's  difpos^d^ 

Told  our  Intents  before;  which  once  difclos'd. 

The  Ladies  did  change  Favours,  and  then  we 

Following  the  Si^nsj  woo'd  but  the  Sign  of /he: 

Now  to  our  Pcfjury,  to  add  more  Terror, 

We  are  again  forfworn  in  Will  and  Error. 

Much  upon  this  it  is.  And  might  not  you  \T0B9jtu 

Foreflal  our  Sport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 

Do  not  you  know  my  Lady's  Foot  byth'  Square, 

And  laugh  upon  the  Apple  of  her  Eye, 

And  fbnd  between  her  Back,  Sir,  and  the  Fire, 

Holding  a  Trencher,  jefling  merrily?  "   ; 

You  put  our  Page  out:  Go,  you  are  allow 'd,  4 

Die  when  you  will,,  a  Smock  (hall  be  your  Shrow'd*'  ] 

You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  f  There's  an  Eye 

Wounds  like  a  Leaden  Sword. 

Bojft,  Full  merrily  hath  this  brave  Manager,  this  Carecs  \ 
been  run.  . 

Bir$n.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  ftraight.  Peace,  I  have  done. 
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Enm  Coftard. 
Welcome  pure  Wir,*  thou  part^ft  a  fair  Fray. 

Cofi.  O  Lord  Sir,  they  would  kiiow 
Whether  the  three  Worthies  (hall  come  in*  or  no* 

Biron^  What,  arc  there  but  three  ? 

Cofi.  No  Sir,  but  it  is  vara  fine  j 
For  every  one  purfcnts  three. 

Birc9i,  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine  f 

Cpfik  Not  fo  Siri  under  Correftion  Sir,  I  hope  it  is  not  fo. 
You  cannot  beg  us  Sir*  I  can  affure  you  Sir,  we  kntfw  what 
we  know:  I  hope  three  times  thrice  Sir 

Biron.  Is  not  nine. 

Cofi.  Under  Correftion  Sir,  we  know  wherelintil  it  doth 
amount* 

BiroH.  By  Jove  I  always  took  three  Thirieesfor  nine. 

Cofi.  O  Lord  Sirj  it  were  pity  you  ihbuld  get  your  Li- 
ving by  reckoning,  Sin 

Biron.  How  much  is  it? 

Cofi.  O  Lord  Sir,  the  Parties  thfiiiifelves,  the  Aftors  Sir, 
will  ihew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount;  for  mine  own  part, 
I  am,  as  they  fay*  but  to  perfeft  one  Man  in  one  poor  Man, 
Pompion  the  Great,  Sir. 

Bir$n.  Art  thou  one  of  the  Worthies  2 

Cofii  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompij  the 
Great :  For  mine  own  paft^  I  know  not  the  Degree  of  the 
Worthy ;  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 

Cofi.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off.  Sir,  we  wiH  take  fOme  Care. 

King.  Birony  tkey  will  ftiamc  us;  [Exitm 

Let  them  not  approach. 

Biron.  We  are  Shame-proof,  my  Lord;  and  'tis  fome  Poli- 
cy to  have  one  Show  worfe  than  the  King  and  his  Company. 

King.  1  fay  they  fhall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  Lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you  now ; 
That  Sport  beft  pleafes,  that  doth  leaft  kno\(r  how. 
Whefe  Zeal  ftrives  to  Content,  and  the  Content 
Dies  itl  the  Zeal  of  that  which  it  ptefents  j 
Their  Forna  confounded,  makes  moft  form  in  Mirth, 
When  great  Things  labouring  perifti  in  their  Birth.  . 

Biron.  A  right  Defcription  of  our  Sport,  my  Lord 

Gg  i  Ent«^ 
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Enter  Armado* 

^rm.  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  Expence  of  thy  Royal 
fweet  Breathy  as  will  utter  a  Brace  of  Words. 

Prin.  Doth  this  Man  fcrve  God  ?  . 

Biron.  Why  ask  you? 

Prift.  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  Man  of  God's  making. 

^rm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair  fweet  honey  Monarch ;  for 
I  proteft  the  Schoolmafter  is  exceeding  fantaftical :   Too 
too  v§in,  too  too  vain :  But  we  will  put  k,  as  they  fay,  to 
Fcrtuna  deUguar.    I  wifli  you  the  Peace  of  Mind,  moft  Roya 
Cupplement. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  Prefence  of  Worthies. :  H 
prefents  HtUor  of  Troj^  the  Swain  Pomfej  the  Great,  the  Pa- 
rifh-Curate  Alexander^  Armado%  Page  HercukSi  the  Pedant 
Jftdas  MachabeHs;  and  if  thefe  four  Worthies  in  their  firft 
Shew  thrive,  thefe  four  will  change  Habits,  and  prcfent  the 
other  five. 

Biron.  There  are  five  in  the  firft  Shew* 

King.  You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  fo. 

Biron.  The  Pedant,  the  Braggart,  the  Hcdgc-Prieft,  the 
Fool,  and  the  Boy. 
A  bare  throw  at  Novum,  and  the  whole  World  again 
Cannot  prick  out  £ve  fuch,  take  each  one  in*s  Vein. 

King.  The  Ship  is  under  fail,  and  here  (he  comes  anuun* 

Enter  CoRzvd  for  Pompey. 

Cofi.  I  Pompey  am. 

Boyet.  You  lye,  yoii  are  not  he* 

Coji.  I  Pompey  am. 

Boyet.  WithLMard*s  Head  on  Knee. 
\  Biron.  Well  faid,  old  Mocker, 
I  muft  needs  be  Friends  with  thee. 

Cvfi.  I  Pompey  am,  Pompey  fnrnam'd  the  Big, 

Dum.  The  Great. 

Cofi.  It  is  great.  Sir:  Voxti^ty ^  furnam  d  the  Grwat \ 
That  oft  in  FieU^  with  Targe  and  Shield^ 

did  make  my  Foe  to  Jweat ; 
And  travelling  along  this  Coafiy  I  here  am  come  hy  Chance^ 
And  laj  my  Arms  before  the  Legs  of  this  fweet  Lafs  1/ France ; 
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If  your  Lady  (hip  would  fay  Thanks  Pempej^  I  had  done, 

Pri».  Great  Thanks,  great  P^w/fy, 

Co  fir.  *Tis  not  fo  much  worth;  but  I  hope  I  was  perfeft. 
I  made  a  little  Fault  in  great. 

Biron^  My  Hat  to  a  Half-penny,  Pompej  proves  the  beft 
Worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  for  Alexairder* 

Nath.  When  in  the  World  1  livd,  1  was  the  Wurtd^f  Com- 
mander. 
Bj  Ea^y.  Wefij   North  and  Souths  I  Jpread  mj  conqnering 

Might : 
Mj  EJcHtcheon  plain  deckret  that  I  am  Alifiinder. 

Boyet.  Your  Nofe  fays  no,  you  are  not; 
For  It  ftands  too  right. 

Biron.  Your  Nofe  fmelb  no^  in  this  moft  temlerfmelKfig 
Knightw 

Prin.  The  Conqueror  \%  drfmard : 
Proceed,  good  Alexander . 

Nath.  When  in  the  World  I  liv%  Ivfos  the  Wortd^s  Com^ 
mander. 

Bojet.  Moft  true,  'tis  right;  yoii  were  fe  ^i^Jiwrfiw*. 

Biron»  Pompej  the  Great. 

Cofi.  Your-  Servant  and  Cefiard. 

Biron,  Take  away  the  Conqueror^  take  away  ^^ander* 

'  Cofl.  O  Sir,  you  haveo^rthrown  ^{/2i«^^che  Conqueror. 
\t9  Nath."]  You  will  be  fcrapM  out  of  the  painted  Cloth  for 
this;  your  Lion  that  holds  the  PoII^ax  fitting  on  aCIofeAoo)^ 
will  be  given  to  A^ax ;  he;  will  be  then  the  ninth  Worthy. 
A  Conqueror,  and  afraiit  ro  fp^k?  Run  away  for  Shame,  ^ 
li/ander.  There  an't  fliaU  f^eafe  you ;  a  foolilh  mild  Man, 
an  honeft  Man,  look  y&a,  and  foondafti'd.  H^is  t  marvel- 
lous good  Neighbour  infooth,  and  a  very  good  Bowler ;  but 
for  AUfander^  alas  you  fee,  haw  'tis  a  httle  o'er-parte<i  i 
But  there  are  Worthies  a  coming  wiltWjpeak  their  Mind  in 
fome  other  ixxi 

Biron.  Stand  afide,  good  Pompej. 

Enter  Holofernes  for  Judas,  and  Moth  for  Hercules* 

,  Hoi.  Great  Hercules  h  prefented  by  this  Imp* 

Whofe  Club  killed  Cercbm  that  three*headed  Canis; 
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And  when  he  was  a  B^be,  a  Child,  a  Shrimpy 
/    Thus  did  he  ftrangle  Serpents  in  his  Manus : 
jOuomam,  he  feemech  in  Minority; 
£rg^,  I  come  with  this  Apology* 
Keep  fome  State  iq  thy  Exh^  ^d  vaniih.  [^Exhl/lotbf 

Hoi.  Judas  /  am. 

Dum.  A  Judas. 

Hoi.  Not  IfiariQt,  Sir; 
Judas  /  am^y clipped  MachabeuSt 

Du?hm  Judas  Afachabeus  cliptj  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron.  A  kiffing  Traitor*  How  art  thou  prov'd  Jud^s  A 
\Hol.  Judas /4;9!r. 

Bum.  The  more  Shaoje  for  yovL^J^das^ 

HoL  What  mean  you.  Sir? 

Bojet.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 

HoU  Begin  Sir,  you  are  my  Elder* 

Biron.  Well  follow'd,  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an  Elder* 

jHb/.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  Countenance^ 

Biron.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  Face^ 

floL  What  is  thjs  \ 

Bojet.  A  Cittern  Head, 

Bum.  The  Head  of  a  Bodkin, 

Biron.  A  Death's  Face  in  a  Ring. 

Long.  The  Face  of  art  old  Roman  Coin,  fcarce  fc^n,' 

Boy^t^  The  Pummel  of  Cafars  Faulchion* 

Dum.  The  carv -drbone  Face  on  a  Flask* 

Biron.  St*  George*s  half  Cheek  in  a  Broch.  \ 

Bum.  Ay  and  in  a  Broch  of  Lead- 

BiroH.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  Cap  of  a  Tooth-drawer } 
And  now  forwards  fpr  we  have  put  thee  in  Countenance^ 

HoL  You  have  put  me  out  of  Countenance. 

diron.  Falfe,  we  have  given  thee  Faces. 

HoL  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 

Biron.  And  thou  wert  a  Lion  we  would  do  fo* 

dojet.  Therefbre  as  he  is  an  Afs,  let  him  go ; 
And  fo  adieu  fweet  Jude.  Nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay?  ' 

Bum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  Naipe. 

Biron.  Fof  the  jifs  to  the  J^de;  give  it  him*    J^i-^, 
sway.' 

HoL  This  is  not  generous,  not  gently  nof  humbly ^ 
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B^jet^  A  Light  for  Monfieur  Judas,  it  grows  dark»  he 
}&ay  ftumble. 

Frin.  Alas  poor  JMachabeusy  how  lie  hath  been  baited. 

JEnter  j|pinado. 

B/r<?».  Hide  thy  Head  jichilles,  here   comes  HcElor  in 
Arms. 

D/vffi;«  Tho*  my  Mocks  come  home  by  me,   I  will  now 
be  merry. 

King^  HeUor  was  but  a  Tr$jan  in  refped  of  this. 

Bojei.  But  is  this  HeSorl 

King.  I  think  HeS:or  was  not  fo  clean  tiniber'd. 

Long.  His  Leg  is  too  big  for  Hethr. 

Dum..  More  Calft  certain. 

Bojet.  No;  he  is  beft  indu'd  with  the  fmall. 

Biron.  This  can't  be  Heiicr. 

Vum.  He's  a  God  or  a  Painter,  for  he  makes  Faces. 

Arm.  The  Armifotent  l/iixSy  of  Launces  the  Almighty,  gave 
Hcftor a  Gift'. 

Vum.  A  gilt  Nutmeg. 

Biron.  A  Lemon.  •  , 

Long.  Stuck  with  Cloves. 

Dum.  No,  cloven* 

Arm.  The  Armip^tent  Mars,  ofLaunces  the  Almighty,  gave 
Heftor  a  Gift,  the  Heir  of  Uion; 
A  Man  fo  breathed,  that  certain  he  wonld  fight ;  jea 
From  Mprn  *tiU  Night,  out  of  his  Pavillion. 
I  am  that  Flower. 

Dum.  That  Mint. 

Long.  That  CuHambine. 

Arm.  .Sweet  Lord  Longavile  rein  thy  Tongue. 

Long.  I  xnuft  rather  give  it  the  Rein;  for  it  runsagainft 
HeSlor. 

Bum.  Ay,  and  HeSlot^s  a  Grey-hound. 

Arm.  The  fweet  War-man  is  dead  and  rotten ; 
Sweet  Chucks,  beat  not  the  Bones  of  the  bury'd: 
But  I  will  forward  with  my  Device; 
Sweet  Royalty  beftow  on  me  the  Senfe  of  Hearing. 

Prfn.  Speak  brave  HeSor,  we  are  much  delighted? 

G  g  4  Arm., 
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Arm^  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Graces  Slipper. 
/       'Bo)€t.  Loves  her  by  the  Foot. 

J>um.  He  may  not  by  the  Yard; 

Arm^  This  Hedor/^r  fi$rmo$inted  Hannibal. 

The  Parfji^s  gomi 

Cofi.  Fellow  HeSor^  fhe  is  gone;  fhe  is  two  Months  on- 
her  way« 

Arm.  What  meatfft  thou? 

Ca/i'.  Faith  unlefs  you  play  the  boneft  Trojan,  the  poor 
Wench  is  caft  away ;  ihe*s  quickj  the  Child  brags  in  her 
Belly  already.  'Tis  yours. 

Arm.  Do'ft  thou  infamonize  me  among  Potentates! 
Thou  (halt  die. 

Cofi.  Then  ihall  HeBor  be  whipt  for  Ja^uenetts  that  is 
quick  by  him ;  and  hang*d  for  Pompcj^  that  is  dead  by 
him. 

J)Hm.  Moft  rare  Pompey. 

Boyet.  Renow'd  Pompej. 

B{ron.  Greater  than  great*  great,  greats  great  Pompijf ; 
Pompey  the  Huge. 

JDum.  HeEtor  trembles. 

Biron.  Potnpej  is  mov'd,^  more  AteSy  more  AteSf  ftir 
them  on,  tlir  them  on. 

Bum.  HeSor  will  challenge  him. 

Biroff.  Ay,  if  h^  have  no  more  Man's  Blood  in's  Belly  than 
will  fup  a  Flea. 

Arm.  By  the  North«-pole  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Cofi.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  Pole  like  a  Northern  Man; 
I'll  flafli;  ril  do  it  by  the  Sword:  I  pray  you  let  me  bo^ 
row  my  Arms  again. 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 

Cofi.  1*11  do  it  in  my  Shirt. 

Dum.  Moft  refolute  Pompey. 

Moth.  Mafter,  let  me  take  you  a  Button-hole  lower. 
Do  you  not  fee  Pomfey  is  uncafing  for  the  Combat  •*  What 
mean  you?  You  will  lofe  your  ReputatioDt 

Arm.  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers  pardon  me,  I  will  not  Com- 
bat in  my  Shirt. 

T>Hm.  You  may  not  ^ext;y  iu  Pompey  hath  made  the  Chal-^ 

lenge. 

Arm. 
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'Arm.  Sweet  Bk)ods,  I  both  may,  and  will.' 

Piron.  What  Reafon  have  you  f(wr*t? 

Ar$h.  The  naked  Truth  ot  it  is,  I  have  no  Shirt' 
I  go  woolward  for  Penance. 

Bojet.  True,  and  it  was  eiupb'd  him  in  Rome  for  want  of 
Linnen;  fin^e  when,  I'll  be  fwbrn  he  wore  none,  buttDifli- 
clout  of  j4qHenetta\  and  that  he  wears  next  his  Heart  for 
a  Favour. 

Emer  Macard. 

Mac.  (Sod  fave  you.  Madam. 

Prin.  Welcome  Macard^  but  that  thou  interropteft  our 

Merriment. 

Mac.  I  am  forry  Madam,  for  the  News  I  bring-iriieavy 
in  my  Tongue.    The  King  your  Father—— 

Prin.  Pead  for  my  Life. 

Mac.  Even  fo :  My  Tale  is  told. 

Biron.  Worthies  away,  the  Scene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  mine  own  ^art,  I  breathe  free  Breath;  I  have 
^  feen  the  Day  of  Wrong  through  the  little  Hole  of  Difcrfr- 
tion,  and  I  will  right  my  felf  Uke  a  Soldier. 

[Exe$iHt  Worthies.. 

King.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Prin*  Bojet  prepare,  I  will  away  to  Night. 

King.  Madam  not  ib,  I  do  befeech  you  flay. 

Prin.  Prepare  I  fay.  I  thank  you,  gracious  Lords, 
For  all  your  fair  Enaeavours ;  And  Entreats, 
Out  of  a  new  fad  Soul,  that  you  voucbfafe. 
In  your  rich  Wifdom  to  excufe  or  hide. 
The  lit)eral  Oppofition  of  our  Spirits ; 
If  over-boldly  we  have  born  our  felves. 
In  the  Converfe  of  Breath,  your  Gentleneft 
Was  guilty  of  it.  Farewel,  worthy  Lord; . 
An  heavy  Heart  bears  not  an  humble  Tongue : 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  ihort  of  Thanks, 
For  my  great  Suit  fo  eafily  obtain'd. 

King.  The  extream  Parts  of  Time  extreamly  form 
All  Caufes  to  the  Purpofe  of  his  Speed, 
And  often  at  his  very  loofe  decides 

That,  which  long  Procefi  of  Time  could  not  arbitrate.        j 

And) 
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And  though  the  mourning  Brow  of  Progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  Courtefie  of  Love,  5^  , 

The  holy  Suit  which  fain  it  would  convince; 
Yet  fince  Love's  Argument  was  firft  on  foot. 
Let  not  the  Cloud  of  Sorrow  ||iftle  it 
From  what  it  purpofed*  Since  to  wail  Friends  loft 
1$  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable^ 
As  to  rejoice  at  Friends  but  newly  found. 
Prin.  I  underftand  you  not,  mv  Griefs  are  double: 
Biron^  Honeft  plain  Words  beft  pierce  the  Cares  of  Grief| 
And  by  thefe  Badges  underftand  the  King, 
For  your  fair  Sakes  have  we  negle&ed  Time, 
Play*d  foul  Play  with  our  0>aths  :  Your  Beauty,  Ladies 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  fafhioning  our  Humours 
Even  to  the  oppofed  End  of  our  Iqtents;     " 
And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridieulous, 
As  Love  is  full  of  unbefitting  Strains, 
All  wanton  as  a  Child,  skipping  and  vain. 
Formed  by  the  Eye,  and  therefore  liTce  the  Eye, 
Full  of  ftraying  Shapes,  of  Habits,  and  of  Forms, 
Varying  in  Subjefts  as  the  Eye  doth  rowl. 
To  every  varied  Objeft  in  his  Glance; 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  loofe  Love 
Put  on  by. us,  if  in  your  Heav'nly  Eyes, 
Have  misbecom'd  our  Oaths  and  Gravities; 
Thofe  Hcav'nly  Eyes  that  look  into  thefe  Faults, 
Siiggefted  us  to  make  .•  Therefore,  Ladies, 
Our  Love  being  yours,  the  Error  that  Love  makes 
Is  likewife  yours.  We  to  our  felves  prove  falfe, 
By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both,  fair  Ladies  you; 
And  even  that  fakhood  in  it  felf  a  Sin, 
Thus  purifies  it  felf,  and  turns  to  Grace. 

Prin.  We  have  received  your  Letters,  full  of  Love, 
Your  Favours,  the  EmbafTadors  of  Love: 
And  in  our  Maiden  Council  rated  them 
At  Courtfliip,  pleafant  Jeft,  and  Courtefie,     5 
As  Bumbaft,  and  as  Lining  to  the  Time: 
But  more  devout  than  thefe  are  our  Refpedlrs 
Have  we  not  been ;  and  therefore  met  your  Loves 
In  their  own  Fafhion,  like  a  Merriment. 


Loves  Labour's  lojt.  45 p 

Dfti^.  Our  Letters,  Madam,  Ihew'd  much  more  than  Jeff, 

Long.  So  did  our  Looks. 

£o/a.  We  did^not  coat  them  fo. 

King.  Now  at  the  lateft  Minute  of  the  Hour, 
Grant  us  your  Loves.  * 

Prin.  A  Time  methinks  too  (hort, 
To  make  a  World-without-end  Bargain  in ; 
No,  no,  my  Lord,  your  Grace  is  perjur'd  much^  *•' 

Full  of  dear  Guiltinefs,  and  therefore  this; 
If  for  my  Love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  Gaufe) 
You  will  do  ought,  this  fhall  you  do  for  me; 
Your  Oath  I  will  nor  truft ;  but  go  with  (peed  '  '  " 

To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  Hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  Pleafures  of  the  World; 
There  ftay  until  the  twelve  Celeftial  Signs 
^ave  brought  about  their  Annual  Reckoning. 
If  this  auflere  inibciable  Life, 
Change  not  your  Offer  made  in  Heat  of  Blood: 
If  Frofts,  and  Fafts,  hard  Lodging,  and  thin  Weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  Bloffoms  of  your  Love, 
But  that  it  bear  this  Trial,  and  laft  Love; 
Then  at  the  Expiration  of  the  Year, 
Come  challenge  me»  challenge  me  by  thefe  Deferts  ; 
And  by  this  Virgin  Palm,  now  IcrfiTng  thine,  ^' 

I  will  be  thine;  and  'till  that  Inftant  ihut 
My  woful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  Houfe, 
Raining  the  Tears  of  Lamentation,  '^ 

For  the  Remembrance  of  my  Father's  Death* 
If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  Hands  part. 
Neither  intituled  in  the  other*s  Heart. 

King.  If  this,  or  more  than  thi?,  I  would  deny. 
To  flatter  up  thefe  Powers  of  mine  with  reft ; 
The  fudden  Hand  of  Death  clofe  up  mine  Eye. 
Hence  ever  then,  my  Heart  is  in  thy  Breaft. 

Biron.  And  what  to  me,  my  Love?  and  what  to  me? 

Roja.  You  mulJ:  be  purged  too,  your  Sins  are  rank. 
You  are  attaiwt  with  Fault  and  Perjury; 
Therefore  i^  you,  my  Favour  mean  to  get, 
A  Twelvenis;)nth  ftiall  you  fpend,  and  never  reftj  ti 

Ifut  feelc  the  Wry  Beds  of  People  fick. '  1 
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The  SONG. 

tVhe»  DafaspUd,  and  Violets  iflue, 

jind  CtickflW'buds  of  yelUnv  hue ; 

.jind.  Ladj^Smocks  all  Silver  white^ 

Do  faim  the  Meadows  wkh  Delight  \ 

The  Cnckpw  then  on  every  Tree 

MosIq  Married  Men  I  for  thus  fings  he^  . 

Cucksw. 

Qtckow,  Cnckow:  O  Word  of  Fear ^ 

ZJnpleafiig  to  a  Married  Ear. 

When  Shepherds  Pipe  on  Oaten  Straws^ 
jind  merry  Larki  are  PUnghmens  Clockf* 
When  Turtles  tread^  and  Rooks  and  DawSy 
uind  Maidens  bleach  their  Summer  Smocki  f 
The  Oickow  then  on  every  Tree 
Mocks  Married  Men;  for  thusjmgs  hcj 
Cuckow. 

CuckoWy  Cftckow :  O  Word  of  Fear^ 
*Unpleafing  to  a  Married  Ear. 

Winter, 

Wh^  Ificles  hang  h J  the  Wallj 
jind  Dick  the  Shepherd  blows  his  Nail; 
And  Tom  bears  Logs  into  the  Hall^ 
•  And  Milk^comes  froz,en  Home  in  Pail; 
When  Blood  is  nipt^  and  Ways  be  f only 
Then  l!^htly  JtHgs  thefiaring  Owl 
Tu-whit,  to'who. 

At  merry  Note^ 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  kg^l  the  Pot. 

When  all  aloud  the  Wind  doth  blow, 
And  Coughing  drowns  the  Par  fins  Saw ; 
And  Birds Jk  brooding  in  the  Snow, 
And  Marrian'j  Nofi  looks  red  and  raw ; 


Lai'/s  hahouis  lofi. 

men.roafied  Craht  hifs  in  the  Bvwk 
Then  mghtlyjit^t  the  fiaring  Olvly 
TM-whit,  u-whot 

^  mar  J  Nete^  *. 

WhiU  grtAfie  JoDC  doth  keel  the  Pet, 

Arm,  The  Words  of -/fArcJwr; 
Are  barQi  after  the  Songs  of  jipaUe : 
You  that  wayj  we  this  way. 


4tfj' 
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The  End  ef  the  Firft  Foltme. 
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